Rime Of The Ancient Mariner 


Author: Fiendess 
Bands: Iron Maiden 


Characters: Adrian Smith, Bruce Dickinson, Dave Murray, Eddie T. Head, Janick Gers, Nicko McBrain, Steve 


Harris 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Dec 07 2005 02:29:06 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
As always, my thanks to Andy. For making it better. ;) I'd love to know what you think! 


A quiet splash was the only indication of movement, the moon hidden behind clouds, the water as black as the 
night surrounding it. A soft groaning of timbers heralded the passage of the ship, cutting through the calm 
seas like a knife through flesh, leaving a trail of froth instead of blood but no less deadly in its purpose. 


To look upon her from afar, a casual observer may have crossed themselves and turned away, thinking it a 
ghost ship from its unmanned progress, her sails trimmed to catch the smallest puff of air as she stalked her 


prey. 


A figure stood behind the wheel, guiding her through the dark with hands as sure as those trusted with a 
newborn babe, gentle touches changing the direction to keep the wind placed to move her toward the sleeping 
ship anchored less than a mile away. Another figure moved to stand beside him, this second tall and rail thin, 
the jaunty captain's hat sitting with a rakish slant on his head. 


Voices as hushed as the night, they planned the line their ship would take to bring them as close as they could 
get before the lumbering giant they approached could wake. 


"If the moon stays where it is, we should be able to pull nearly next to her before they even know we're 


there." 

"Even if the moon doesn't | have full confidence in you to pull this off, Harry." 

A soft snort preceded the smaller man's answer. "Haven't let you down yet, have |?" 

A grin that looked as if it came from Hell itself split the captain's face. "Never. And | expect you never will.” 
"Not as long as there is breath in my body." 

"Are the men ready?" 

"Ready and in position. Cannons are loaded, and the guns at the ready if we need them" 

"Good. Do we have any information about what the Kose is carrying?" 

Teeth flashed in the dark as the first mate smiled. "Do we need it?" 

"Of course not, but it doesn't hurt" The amused tone of the captain's voice showed how relaxed he was; since 
bringing the formidable Harry Harris into the fold he had found things running a lot more smoothly than he 
had thought possible. "Send someone for me when we make the turn" 

"Aye sir.” 

The captain vanished into the dark, Harry shaking his head at the silent manner he could move about the ship. 
He was a hard master, of that there was no doubt, but as fiercely loyal to his crew as they were to him. 
There wasn't a man on the ship who would not lay down his life for their captain and, unlike most, he would do 
the same for them. 

Harry brought his mind back to the task, making an adjustment to their course that swung the fon Maiden 
about to come in along the broad side of the other ship, a Dutch Flute. She rested like a snake sunning itself on 


a rock, unaware of the hawk bearing down on it, ready to scoop it up and devour it for breakfast. 


Arrogant git. Just waiting for someone to come along and take what he thinks is his Of course, anyone who names 


their shp after themself is obviously not that smart to begin with 


A slight shift of the breeze brought a sinister smirk to Harry's face. How can they say we are the lowest 
form of life there is when even their precious God helps us in our work? A low whistle brought one of the crew 


running, Harry whispering to him and sending him off to fetch the captain. With a spin of the wheel, Harry 
brought the ship around, letting the current drift her into position next to the larger ship. 


Harry jumped when the captain appeared at his elbow, swearing quietly at the display of teeth. 
"Grappling hooks at the ready?" 

"Aye sir. lt seems they have not even posted guards. 

"Cheeky fuck is Rose. Thinks he's untouchable" 

"He's about to find out how wrong he is” 


Another whistled signal and the quiet spin of the anchor line could be heard, the ship easing to a stop less 
than five feet from the side of the Rose. "One day you're going to tell me how you do that Harry." 


"Just a sense captain" Tying the wheel off, Harry checked his weapons. "Shall we?" 


Three piercing whistles split the night. A roar of sound, nearly sixty men suddenly exploding from the holds of 
the Maiden and charging the side, fifteen spinning the grappling hooks over their heads and throwing them in a 
single smooth motion, the heavy iron claws sinking into the deck of the Rose. Before the hooks had settled the 
men were climbing the thick ropes, hand over hand and pulling themselves up to swarm over the deck of the 


other ship. 


On the Rose, the door of the captain's quarters burst open, the ship's first mate screaming. Startled awake, 
the captain sat up and fumbled for his pistol, nearly shooting the man before realizing who it was. "Mr. Hudson! 


What is the meaning of this?" 
"Pirates!" 
Captain Rose felt his heart sink, fear nearly making him piss his pants. "Man the guns!" 


"Its too late sir, they've boarded!" The first mate's eyes suddenly grew wide, a gout of blood spewing from his 
open mouth as a blade appeared in the center of his chest. Dropping to his knees he gave a groan before 


sliding off the cutlass and pitching forward, eyes open and staring in death. 


A tall blonde stood in the open doorway, casually wiping his sword on the first mate's trousers. "Captain Rosel 
Captain Edward Head requests the pleasure of your company on deck!" 


Trying to muster what little dignity he could, the captain picked up his heavy coat and shrugged it on, stepping 
carefully round the spreading pool of blood from the first mate. The blonde stepped back, sweeping his arm in 
front of him and laughing as the captain shot him a glare. Following close on his heels, the blonde gave him a 

prod in the arse with his cutlass, grinning when he turned and swore. Climbing the stairs, Captain Rose stepped 


out on the deck of the Rose, groaning when he saw the remains of his crew huddled around the mast. 
"I ask quarter for my crew and myself.” 
"Well, that would be up to Captain Head. He'll be along in a moment." 


Captain Rose stood stiffly, his hand clenched into fists as he tried to reassure his men with his eyes that 
everything would be fine. The first wave of panic filtered through the group as two figures climbed onto the 
deck. The first one was normal height, tight black breeches molded to his legs, leading down into scuffed and 
worn boots. A blouse that was once white but had faded to an ivory hung open to show his chest, covered in 
hair, a gold medallion nestled in the midst. A cutlass was held in place by a red sash, a dirk hung at his hip. 
Long curls of auburn hair were gathered at the back of his neck and held by a strip of leather. 


Captain Rose nearly groaned along with his men. No mistaking that figure, and even if you did the one behind 
him was like no other. 


Steve ‘Harry" Harris, born of a nobleman and cast out of his family for killing the son of a lord who was trying 
to sully the reputation of his sister. When faced with the hangman's noose he had escaped, showing up at 
various ports but never in any too long. He didn't seem to invite trouble, but he didn't run away from it and 
his relationship with the notorious Captain Head was quickly becoming a legend. The price on his head was 
nearly as high as his captain's. 


Again that quiver of fear ran through Captain Rose's bowels when the captain of the fron Maiden strolled his 
way. Involuntarily, he took a step back, yelping when something poked him in the back. Spinning around he glared 
at the three men behind him. "I have asked for quarter. | expect to be treated as such." 

"If you have a problem with my men direct it to me." Captain Rose turned back, finding himself face to face 
with the Maidens first mate. Swallowing audibly, he cleared his throat, wincing to hear the tremor in his voice 
when he spoke. 

"I am Captain William Axl Rose, of the Rose. | have asked for quarter for myself and my men 

"No." 

"Noe" 

Harris shrugged. "No." 

"Making friends Harry?" 

Captain Rose felt the rush of liquid down his legs as he looked upon the face of the captain of the Maiden The 


captain snorted, shaking his head. "What a fine example for your men you are. Well, then again, its not like 


they've exactly kept their britches dry. In fact, what say we air them out a bit Harry?" 


"Excuse me, Captain?" Both captain and first mate turned to the crew member who had spoken. "Something in 


the hold you should see.” 
"In a minute." Turning back to Rose, the tall gaunt figure stepped closer. "Now... 
"Really Captain, | think you should...” 


The soft growl that vibrated through the captain's chest sent another sliver of fear stabbing into Rose's 
body, his bladder spasming again. "Harry." 


"Got it Captain" Turning to face the crew member, he grabbed him by the arm and dragged him back several 


paces. "In a minute. Janick, Davey, Adrian go see what he's on about." 


The three men stepped from behind Captain Rose and shoved the crew member on his way, grinning at the 


first mate as they went by. 

"Harry, who is that?" 

"Bailey." 

"| thought we threw him overboard?" 

"We were going to but you decided to give him one more chance." 
"Well, I'd say that was it wouldn't you?" 

"I'll take care of it Captain” 


| knew you would Harry. Now, Captain Rose. You have asked for quarter. And I'm not in the mood to give it. 


But, | might be able to be convinced." 


The amused snort from the first mate made the idea seem less than appealing. "And what would | have to do 


to convince you?" 


The captain of the Iron Maiden tapped a long finger against his chin. "Well, let me think. You could give me your 


cargo." 
"We already have that Captain." 
"Right Harry, thanks. So, What else...” 


"You could ransom me!" 


"| could, but Id have to keep you until it was paid and you're not that amusing" 
"You could." 

The pirate captain suddenly clapped his hands. “I've got it! You can suck my dick! 
" What?" 

"You can suck my dick! | could use a good blow job. How about you Harry?" 

The first mate grimed. "No thanks Captain, he's not my type" 

"Why Harry? He's nearly pretty enough to be a girl’ 

"Hts not that sir. He's too much of a coward for me. | like a bit of spirit! 


"True, but I'm not as picky as you. So Captain Rose, get on your knees and suck my dick. If you do a good job 
then I'll give you supplies and send you off in one of the long boats." 


"Here? In front of my men?" 


"Why not? They've already seen you piss yourself, so what's a little more? Besides, if you don't do it here 
then the deal is off." 


Color flooded the face of the Rose's captain. "You're a bastard." 


Captain Head roared with laughter. "I am indeed!" Leaning forward, he gave Rose a grin that made his blood run 


cold. "Now. Get on your knees." 


Dropping to the deck, Captain Rose tried to ignore the sounds and looks of disgust from his men Fumbling with 
the laces on the front of the pirate's breeches, he was surprised to find tears threatening. The complete and 
utter humiliation was nothing compared to the thought of death though, so with a quivering sigh he tugged 
the crotch of the material open and reached in to free the half hard cock awaiting there. 


Captain Head grinned over his shoulder at his first mate, getting a roll of his eyes in return "Make sure they 
watch, Harry." 


Captain Rose gasped when the cock was freed; it was easily as long as his dirk and looked every bit as wicked, 
thick ropes of veins running around the shaft, the head the size of a lemon. Sticking out his tongue, he leaned 
forward, gagging as he gave it a tentative lick. "Put some heart into it or I'll choke you death with it" The 
softly hissed words were more threatening than the organ itself. Taking another deep breath, his eyes darting 
over to look at his men, Captain Rose opened his mouth and carefully took the head inside. 


A triumphant laugh from the pirate made him want to bite down but common sense prevailed, so with every 
prayer he could think of to let him do this well enough to appease the murdering bastard Captain Rose began 
to suck, taking a little more of the shaft into his mouth. His jaws were stretched wide, the head already hitting 
the back of his throat and making his stomach heave as with one huge throb the cock in his mouth stiffened 
fully. 


A hand grabbed his hair, wrapping it around and giving it a hard tug, another hand cupping the back of his 
head. Rolling his eyes up, he pleaded silently with the frightening visage. A slow shake of the pirate's head and 
the dam broke, tears running from Rose's eyes and down his cheeks. The wicked laugh filled his ears just 
before with a powerful thrust of hips the cock was driven down his throat. 


The men watched in horror as the Maiden's captain fucked his captive's mouth, the skin at the sides of his lips 
splitting, sending lines of blood and saliva down his chin, coating the shaft as it pulled from between his lips 
only to be thrust forward again. The retching and gagging sounds were occasionally covered by grunts and 
howls from the pirate as Rose's teeth scraped the shaft, the pain only making him pound harder. 


Harry kept a close eye on the Rose's crew; they didn't seem to be too bothered by what was happening but 
you could never tell, one over exuberant loyal idiot and others would follow. In fact, some looked like they were 


quite enjoying the humiliation of their leader. 


Captain Rose held onto the long thighs in front of him, no longer trying to participate but instead just to 
survive the assault of the cock battering his mouth. Focusing on the pain he would demand when this heathen 
was finally brought to justice gave him that thin thread that held his sanity in a tenuous grip, until with a 


vicious yank on his hair and a final howl, his mouth was flooded with the vile taste of the pirate's come. 


The last bit had barely flowed from the tip when the cock slid from his mouth, the captain backing up and 
laughing as Rose pitched forward onto the deck, gagging and crying, trying to spit the thick seed from his 
mouth. Tucking his cock away Captain Head did up his breeches, looking down and grinning at the murderous 
glare Rose gave him as pushed himself back up to his knees. Forcing himself to his feet, he stood in front of 
the pirate, straightening his coat with as much dignity as he could muster. 


"There. Now, | would like my longboat:" 

Captain Head nodded. "Not bad. You should learn how to use that tongue though, its much better that way." 
Walking over to stand beside Rose, he threw an arm over his shoulders. "So, you're ready to abandon your 
men to their fate are you?" 

Shooting a fearful glance at the muttering crew, Captain Rose hesitated. "I beg your mercy on them as well." 


"Ah, but that was not part of our deal." 


"Then their fate is your hands. | cannot do more." 


The fron Maiden's first mate snarled. “Traitorous cur. You care not what happens to them as long as your 


sorry hide is allowed to go free." 
"Now Harry, did you really expect any better?" 
"No sir. So what would you have me do with him?" 


Captain Rose jerked away from the heavy arm. "He promised me a longboat and supplies! Are you deaf as well 


as being a common criminal?" 


Strong fingers lifted Captain Rose's chin from behind. "Two things. The first, never speak to my crew with 
anything but respect. | take it personally. The second? About that longboat? | lied" The last words were hissed 
in Captain Rose's ear, a cold burn across his throat making him shudder. The hand released him, the pirate 
captain stepping back. Rose's eyes widened as a spray of blood arced through the air in front of him. Raising 
his hands, he felt the heat from the liquid burn his skin as his fingers felt the opening in the front of his 
throat. He started to turn, staggering several paces before going to his knees and then falling over onto the 
deck, his last vision being that of the face of the hon Maiden's captain grinning down at him, his fingers giving 
him a fluttering wave. 


| would guess | don't need to do anything with him then" 
With an amused snort the captain wiped his cutlass on the fancy coat of the dead man before fitting it back 
through his sash. "No, and as for the rest? The crew could use some amusement. I'm going to go have a look 


at the spoils." 


Harry watched him stride off before turning to face the now terrified group of men. "Sorry gents, captain's 


orders." 


Harry joined the captain in the holds a few minutes later. "Shouldn't take long before we can leave. | told them | 


wanted to be underway before sunup." 
The captain listened to the screams and pleas from above for a moment. "Dare | ask?" 


Harry shrugged. "Stripped them and tied them over the rail. There's a couple no one will touch, but there are 


several that have a rather long line." 
"And you're not partaking?" 


"The only one that even showed any spirit was one they called Duff and he's already got them lined four deep." 


"You can use your rank and make them wait, Harry." 

"Aye, but not for something like this. Believe me, if | find one that catches my eye I'll make sure I'm first" 

The captain gave him a friendly clout. "You're a picky bastard Harris. Now, nothing really worthwhile down here, 
some bits and pieces. Have the men go through the ship from top to bottom; you know what we need and 
what we can use. l'm going to head back across." 


"Captain," Harry's voice stopped him as he headed for the ladder, "what should we do with the ship?" 


"IFs a pity, she's a nice one, but we'll sink it once she's been gone over. Oh, and untie the crew, that way they 


at least have a chance." 
"Not much out here. There's nothing around for miles." 
Another wicked grin split the captain's face. "Then the sharks will eat well for a day or two.’ 


A soft knock on the door to his quarters interrupted the careful recollection of events the captain was 


recording in his journal. "Come!" 

The door opened to admit Harry. "Everyone is back and accounted for. We have three wounded pretty badly, 
but they should recover. A couple of wounds caused by pure carelessness, those men will be addressed once 
they heal. Everything of use or value has been brought aboard, and I've given the order for the guns to be 
fired once we move back away. And to make sure they could not fire back, the powder for their guns was 
pitched into the sea." 

"As always you think of everything Harry." 

| try To sir." 

"Sit down, have a drink. Oh, and what did you do with Bailey?" 

Steve poured himself a whiskey and sat down. "He was one of the ones that no one would touch." 

The captain burst out laughing. "You do have an evil streak in you." 

Harry raised his glass. "Learned from the best sir." Draining his glass, he stood and gave a sigh. "If you don't 
need me any more, I'm going to get a few hours sleep. I've plotted the course to take us to Gran Canaria, we 


need to get some supplies and that's our best bet to get in and out without being seen" 


"Fine, you go get some sleep then. And good work tonight, Harry." 


"Thanks Captain" Harry left, closing the door softly behind him. 


Bending back over his journal, Head grinned. He would miss that man when he decided it was time for a ship of 


his own. 


Less than two hours later a frantic knocking on Harry's cabin door brought him out of a sound sleep. Grabbing 


his dirk, he slid it under the blanket and called for the person to enter. 


Adrian poked his head in. "Sorry to wake you Harry, but there's a sloop in sight and it looks like it might be in 
trouble. It was trying to outrun us but it's listing pretty bad" 


Harry sighed, throwing back the blankets and getting to his feet. "It is flying anything you recognize?" 
Adrian grinned, his hand stealing up and scratching his chin. "Thought you'd never ask. Its the Mrvana" 
Harry started to chuckle. "I'll let you have the pleasure of telling the captain Ade." 

Adrian darted out the door, leaving Harry to dress. 

Captain Head joined Harry on the deck a few minutes later. "The Mrvana?" 


“Aye. Looks like they're taking on water on the port side. Good for us, she'd have been able to outrun us if she 


was in trim." 
"How close can we get?" 


"She doesn't have much range on her guns, she's built more to get away quick than to stand and fight. 


Fourteen cannons, seven on each side." 
"So we have greater range?" 


"Aye, we do. It will be close, but if we can run alongside we'll see if they fire on us. f they do then we can 


send a volley from just out of their range." 
"Do what you think best Harry. Just get me on that ship." 


"Aye sir." Harry went to take the wheel, giving orders to several of the crew and sending them off to prepare 


things for the taking of the sloop. 


An hour later and the two ships were running broadside; the smaller vessel had fired a single volley from her 
guns but the balls had fallen well short. The roar of the Maidens cannons as she returned fire sent a shudder 
through the ship, Harry adjusting the course to compensate for the recoil. A loud cracking sound echoed 
across the water, the main mast of the Nirvana tilting and crashing to the deck. 


"Good shot!" Captain Head's voice rang out above the triumphant shout of the crew. 


Harry grinned. Nice shot indeed, and several others had punched holes in her deck from the report shouted 
down from the crew member perched on their mast with a spyglass. Another roar from the crew when the 


Nirvana ran up a white flag, the ship now leaning dangerously to port. 


"Harry! Get me to her!" Captain Head's voice vibrated with excited laughter. Harry grinned, shouting orders for 
the Maiden's sails to be adjusted as he turned the ship to bring her closer to the dying sloop. With her 
cannons nearly underwater on the port side and her maneuverability gone, the smaller ship had no weapon that 
could cause the Maiden any type of major damage, so Harry had no qualms about sailing her right down their 
throat. Bringing her alongside, he dropped anchor, leaving the wheel to a crewman and joining Captain Head. 


"What about her crew?" 


"Cobain lost most of her crew. He's got a bad reputation for abusing them and most use the chance to jump 


ship whenever they can 

A hail from the Nirvana got their attention. "Captain Head! Captain Cobain requests your assistance!" 

"My assistance? I'll give him assistance." Head raised his voice to carry across to the other ship. "I will send a 
boarding party! Lay down your weapons and gather the crew on the deck. If there is any mischief, | will sink 
you without prejudice!" 


"Without prejudice?" 


"Ah, | heard a Naval officer yell that at me one time. Sounded bloody impressive." Head grinned at Harry. "You 
go with the boarding party. | want the crew assembled on the deck and bound. But not Cobain. Leave him for 


me. 
Harry shook his head. "Still not over that, are you?" 
Head snorted. "Nay, and he's about to find that out” 


Less than thirty minutes later Captain Head walked across a hastily constructed bridge onto the Nirvana, 
stepping off and giving a look around. Harry moved to his side. "Anything?" 


"Nothing worth much. And he's running with a crew of twenty-seven" 
"l'm surprised it's that many." 


"They haven't been in port in over six months. Most of them are full of disease and the whole ship smells like 


rotted meat." 


"Good, | was hoping that wasn't me." The sight of a petulant blonde walking toward them made Head hiss 
through his teeth. "Well, well, if it isn't Cobain." 


"Captain Cobain" 

Harry looked around. "Not much here to captain" 

"Are all your crew so insolent Head?" 

"No, just him. But | like him that way." 

Cobain snorted. "So, why did you tie my crew? Afraid they'll take over your ship?" 


"Not at all. More afraid they'll infect it" Head grinned. "I'm not much in the mood for pleasantries, | was 


enjoying a rather lovely dream when we spotted you so I'll cut right to the point.” 
"Please do, another hour and this ship will be underwater." 


The captain tipped his head to the side. "Trust me, it won't take that long. Now, just a quick word. Remember 
that four of a kind you came up with when we were playing cards at The Goosefeather?" 


Cobain nodded, shifting uneasily. "Aye, was my lucky night." 

Head grinned, dropping Harry a wink "Well, this one isn't. Fire the ship." 

With that, Captain Head turned and crossed back to the Maiden, leaving an incensed Cobain screaming at his 
back. "You bastard! You fucking bastard! How dare you..." The sharp tip of a dirk under his chin cut his words 


off. 


Harry grinned, his eyes as cold as his captain's. "Shut your mouth Cobain. Now, go have a seat with your 


crew." 


Backing up, Cobain sat down heavily next to his first mate. Harry gestured to Dave, the cheerful blonde coming 
forward and binding Cobain tightly. "You find this funny?" 


Dave shrugged. "Long as it isn't me." 


Harry snorted. "Everyone back to the Maiden" Trailing behind the last man, he turned back and shook his head 
at the group of men. "If you see him in Hell, make sure your captain knows cheating a demon is not the 
brightest of plans." Running lightly over the planks, Harry turned and watched as they were pulled back 
onboard the Maiden Giving the order to pull anchor, he strode over next to Captain Head. "At your order sir" 


"Oh, fire." Head waved his hand, grinning as the first volley of torches were thrown. Cocking his head, he 
started to laugh. "Might be a bit of overkill, but what say you to another round Harry?" 


"As you wish Captain" Turning, Harry gave the order to prepare another volley. At the signal from the crew 
they were ready, Harry turned back. "Ready when you are sir." 


"Then by all means, fire." Head sighed, watching as the smaller ship began to burn. The screams from the crew 
were still ringing over the water as the Maiden slipped away and resumed her journey. Harry yawned. "You 


know where I'll be sir." 


Head nodded. "Always Harry, always." 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
I'd love to know what you think :) 


"His name is Edward Head. Or to be more precise Edward T. Head, although I've never heard tell what the ‘T 


represents” 
Tics 

"Excuse me, Captain?” 

"The. The ‘T. H's The" 

"So this scourge's name is Edward The Head? Well that's bloody stupid” 


"He got the name from his habit of slitting the throats of his enemies until the head was attached by a few 
bits of skin" 


"You seem to know quite a bit it about him Captain" 
"| do. We've..met:" 


The admiral leaned forward. "Well that's good Captain Dickinson because you're about to go hunting one Captain 
Head." 


The satisfaction in the smile made the admiral sit back. "Good, | owe the bastard.sir." 


Strolling down the wharf to take a look at his ship, Captain Bruce Dickinson's mind was on his quarry. He had 
met Captain Head before; however, he had not mentioned the circumstances of that meeting. But to say that 


he owed him one would be a more than fair assessment. 


A flurry of activity around a smart looking Naval Sloop caught his eye. Stopping, he cocked his head back and 
gave her a once over. She was designed for the hunt, a crew of seventy men with twelve cannons mounted 
along her sides, fast and made to cut through the water. She even came equipped with oars that could be 


used in the event there was no wind to stir her sails. Captain Dickinson smiled She was perfect. 


"Captain Dickinson?" Turning, he recognized the officer in front of him, his name escaping him at the moment. 


Returning the salute, the captain nodded at the ship. "She's a beauty." 

"Aye sir, she is, but.” 

"But what? And confound it, your name is..?" 

"Alex Dickson sir. And, well, her name sir." 

"Right, Mr. Dickson. And what about her name?" The first mate stepped aside, allowing Dickinson to see the 
rear of the ship. A loud groan was his only reaction, none other necessary to show his displeasure. "The 
Dragor? Why on Earth did they call her that?" 

"| don't know sir, but the men are a bit nervous about it." 

Captain Dickinson nodded. "Right. Well, we'll put their fears to rest on that won't we, Mr. Dickson?" 
Reluctantly, the first mate nodded. "Aye sir, if you say we will. 

"| do. We leave at first light. Make sure she's ready to go." 


Dawn was just starting to raise her head, glowing tendrils of light showing through the clouds and reflecting 
off the water as the Dragon made her way out to sea. A lucky bit of information from a recent arrival had 
given Dickinson a direction to go in, according to the informant the Maiden was currently in port at Gran 
Canaria while she underwent minor repairs and restocked supplies. The captain had ordered the ship to move 
ahead with all possible speed, sails unfurled and full of the steady breeze drifting over the water. 


Unpacking in his quarters, Captain Dickinson was interrupted by a knock on the door. Swinging it open, he found 
a rather sheepish looking Mr. Dickson. "Captain, I'm sorry to bother you with trivial things, but it appears 
several barrels of water were not actually water.’ 

"What do you mean?" 


"Well sir, they've been emptied out and filled with rum. And since the only spirits allowed on board... 


Dickinson waved his hand. "Put them someplace safe. Let the crew know that once we have the Maiden in 


flames and sinking to the bottom of the ocean, we'll use them to celebrate." 
Dickson's face showed his surprise. "Aye sir!" 


Chuckling, the captain shut the door and resumed his unpacking. It was the little things that made for a happy 


and contented crew, and who could begrudge them a bit to drink when the time was right? 


"Come!" 
"You wanted to see me sir?" 
"Aye, Mr. Dickson. Come have a seat." 


The first mate perched on the edge of a chair, trying not to fidget as the captain finished writing something in 
the daily log. "Now, how much do you know about this pirate?" 


"Just that he's been a thorn in the Navy's side for years and no one has been able to catch him." 
"Yet, Mr. Dickson. No one has been able to catch him yet." 
"Right, sir" 


"Well, there are some things you should know about the outlaw Edward T. Head, so make yourself comfortable 


and listen well..." 


"No one knows for sure where he came from. Well, not so much where as when; he just seemed to appear one 
day, with a fast ship and full crew. It's said that at first his crew were the walking dead, although that has 
never been proved and | find it a bit of a stretch. What they most likely were was the bottom of the barrel, 
men that had been cast out of other crews and found a place with him. Over a few years, he weeded out the 


most useless and built himself a crew that are the very best at being the very worst" 
He nodded sharply, looking beyond Alex as though assessing the far off pirate crew. 


"His first mate is a cast out nobleman, Steve Harris, although he is mostly called Harry. He is as dangerous, if 
not more so, than the captain himself. He runs the ship with a hard hand, but his men are as fiercely loyal to 
him as they are to their captain 


Bruce leaned back and eyed the young officer, appraising how his tale was being received. 


"The crew, well, suffice it to say you will find no better at what they do. There is a small group that is very 
close to Harris, his "right hand men" so to speak They are almost always found together. The only thing that 
is known about them are their first names as there doesn't seem to be much ceremony in proper manners 
aboard the Maiden Dave, or Davey as Harris calls him, Adrian, or Ade; again, Harris uses the shortened name, 
and Janick, sometimes called Jan. The cook is also part of this group, and although most times you will not find 
him involved in the battles he is quite capable of rendering great harm." Consulting his notes, the captain 


nodded. "Ah yes. Here it is. Nicko." 
He shook his head, and snorted at the thought of a fighting cook. 


"The ship itself is called the Iron Maiden She is a Schooner, which means she's fast and small enough to hide in 
places the larger Naval ships are unable to follow. She has a crew of at least seventy men, and is equipped 
with cannons and swivel guns. In a good wind, she can make eleven knots, so having to run her down is not an 


easy task." 
Alex fidgeted. This part he knew. 


"And last, but certainly not the least, of our worries: Captain Head. Edward T. Head, with the ‘T: representing 
‘The’. He is thus named for his habit of leaving his enemies heads attached to their necks by only a strip of 


skin" 


Captain Dickinson took a deep breath, setting his notes aside and leaning forward in his chair. "What | am going 
to tell you will sound so outrageous you'll think | have lost my mind. But as | sit before you, | swear to you it 


is the truth." 

He waited for Alex to nod his head slowly in agreement before continuing. 

"Captain Head is, well, he is not of this world. If he is, then | shudder to ever think of encountering where he 
does hail from. He is nearly seven feet in height, with a shock of white hair which hangs untamed past his 
shoulders. His skin is wrinkled and coarse, as if he has been dried in the sun. He is stronger than any ten men 
and has the ability to move unseen. | have heard him called human, | have heard him called demon. Whatever 
he is, there is none other like him and for that | thank God" 

Alex swallowed hard. 

"He is twisted and sick and loves to play with the minds of his enemies. Given the chance, he will turn your 
head so far that you will not know if you are coming or going. Do not underestimate him; he thrives on besting 
people who think they are smarter than he is.” 

Sitting back in his chair, the captain regarded his first mate. "Any questions?" 

"N.no sir." 

"Good, then | will see you in the morning. Alert me if anything occurs." 

Dismissed, Mr. Dickson left the cabin, shutting the door and leaning against it. A demon? One day at sea and he 


was already concerned for his captain's mind. Vowing to keep a close eye on him, he went to make sure the 


ship was secure before bedding down himself. 


"You wanted to see me Captain?" 
"Are you going ashore, Harry?" 
"Aye, | am. ls there something you needed?" 


Shaking his head, the captain rose from his seat and crossed to lay a hand on Harry's shoulder. "| need you to 
be careful. Nicko reported to me that he saw a Naval Sloop dock earlier today while he was in town" 


Harry grinned up at the captain "Why do you think l'm going?" 

Head chuckled. "I should have known Going to take a look are you?" 

"Well, it's a bit odd. The ship is called the Dragon, which in itself is strange. And from what Nicko told me, she's 
a new ship and this is her captain's first command. And from what several others report, they're here looking 


for us." 


"For us? Well, now that | didn't hear. Be extra careful Harry; I'd hate to have to take the town apart to get 


you out." 


"Aye, sir. I'm taking Davey, Ade and Janick along, so if there is trouble at least one of us will be able to get 
back to the ship. And she's the first concern Even if you have to leave us, make sure the Maiden is safe." 


The gnarled hand of the pirate captain was surprisingly gentle as he patted Harry's cheek. "Just make sure you 
get your arse back here at the first sign of trouble." 


Harry winked at him. "I will." 


Slipping into The Goosefeather the four men chose a table, Janick going to the bar and ordering food and drink. 
Coming back to join his friends, he spotted several of the Dragon's crew on the other side of the room. 


"Harry, look over there." 


Harry scanned the room, appearing to look everywhere while actually looking at the other crew. "They're 


keeping watch for us." 
Dave looked up from his tankard. "How can you tell? They're just sitting there drinking.” 


"They aren't drinking. They have tankards in front of them but they haven't picked them up since we've been 


here. And they are gazing around the room.and they have just spotted us." Harry swore as one of the men 
got up and left in a hurry. "I'm going to follow him. Stay here, but if any more show up get back to the ship 
and tell Captain Head to weigh anchor." 


"But what about..2" 

The look Harry gave him brooked no argument. Without another word, he slipped out the door. 

"You're sure it was Harris?" 

"Aye, Captain. Not only by his look, but the medallion he wears." 

"Go back to the tavern and get the others. Spread out and fetch the rest of the crew and then go to the ship. 
| want her ready to weigh anchor when | arrive. There's only one way out of this port and if we wait for them 
at the mouth of the cove, we will have them trapped." 

"Aye, sir." The man hurried out the door. 

Dickinson began to dress, his fingers fumbling over his stock in his haste, muttering aloud to himself. 
"Unbelievable luck, this. Our first sighting and we shall have that pirate and his crew in chains before the night 
is over." 

A soft laugh from behind him brought Dickinson round, balancing lightly on the balls of his feet and staring at 
the man who crouched on the window ledge. "I wouldn't be so sure of your luck, Captain" Jumping lightly into 
the room, the man drew his cutlass and stood waiting, looking completely relaxed except for the intensity in his 
eyes. 

"Harris." 


The man gave a mocking bow. "At your service Captain." 


"Dickinson" Edging closer to the bed, he noticed that the other man did not move, simply appraising him with 
those nearly black eyes. 


"Ah, Captain Dickinson of the Dragon then? Odd name for a ship." 
"And the fron Maiden is so much better?" With a quick lunge, Dickinson snatched his sword from the bed, 
backing up several paces and grinning. "Well, it will be quite an honor to have the first prisoner | take be the 


infamous and feared Steve Harris." 


"You haven't taken me yet. And | will not go easily." 


"lm counting on that." With that, Dickinson lunged, his sword whistling through the air as he slashed at the 
pirate's legs. The shorter blade of the cutlass moved to block, Harris laughing as Dickinson stepped back, 
shaking his arr. 


"Sting a bit?" Circling, Harris feinted in, bringing the curved sword up and neatly cutting the end off of the 
untied stock. 


Dickinson's eyes narrowed. "Cheeky bastard” 
"I am. My captain likes me that way." 


The two men crashed together, the lighter weight of Dickinson's sword being turned easily by the broad bladed 
cutlass. The superior reach was a slight advantage, allowing several small cuts to be opened on Harris‘ arms, 
mere scratches that barely stained his shirt. Both men were panting, sweat running down their faces and being 


swiped away to avoid blurring their vision, each searching for a weakness in the other. 


A series of thrusts and parries brought them together, their arms pushing against each other, their eyes 
locked as they used brute force and sheer will to try and overpower their opponent. Nearly chest to chest, 
they bore in, arms starting to tremble with fatigue. 


"You will not best me Steve," Bruce panted between gritted teeth, "I cannot allow it" 


Much to his amazement, the pirate laughed. "You have an advantage there over me, for | cannot use what | 


don't know." 
The captain shoved forward again, bring his chest into contact with Steve's. "You make no sense!" 


With a hard shot of his arm, Steve sent him backwards, crashing into a small table and nearly dropping his 


sword. "You call me Steve. And you did not show the courtesy of giving me your name." 


"And should | show a criminal that courtesy?" Clicking his heels together, he inclined his head. "It is Bruce. Now 


you will know what to call me when you are cursing my name on the gallows." 


First you have to get me there Bruce." Once again, Steve pressed the attack, sweeping the cutlass in an arc 
and forcing Bruce to duck to the side to avoid it. Steve dropped, extending his leq and sweeping it against 
Bruce's ankles, knocking his feet from under him. With a hard crash, he landed on the floor, the air shooting 


from his lungs. 


Steve was on him in a flash, grabbing Bruce's wrist and twisting it hard, his fingers opening of their own will 
and sending his sword clattering to the floor. His own blade tossed aside, Steve pinned both of Bruce's arms 
above his head, straddling his hips and laughing at the cursing man under him. “You're not in a very dignified 


position for a Naval officer here Bruce." 


Bellowing with rage, Bruce thrust his body up, rolling Steve to the side and coming over to straddle him, 
heavily muscled thighs gripping Steve's ribs. Ripping one hand free, Bruce grabbed Steve's throat, planning to 
choke him unconscious until those iron bars closed around his wrist again, finding that same spot that made 


his hand open against his control. 


Whereas Bruce was stockier, Steve's muscles were long and wiry, made strong by years of hard work on the 
Maiden Thinking he had the advantage, Bruce was surprised to find himself on his back again, his thighs still 


around Steve. 
"We seem to have reached an impasse." Steve grinned down at Bruce. 


"Think so, Harris?" Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve, squeezing him with his thighs. Steve grunted, feeling 
his ribs contract, the air being forced from his body by the sheer power in Bruce's thighs. Struggling to 
loosen the hold, Steve rose up, trying to move Bruce's legs lower on his body to allow himself some room to 


breathe. 


A gasp from Bruce made him freeze, his own eyes widening as he looked down at the man pinned under him. A 
slow smile spread over Steve's face; with another push he felt Bruce shudder under him, the position pressing 


their crotches together, both of them surprised to find themselves hard. 


"Get off me." Bruce's voice was quiet, the plea in his tone unmistakable. Steve shook his head, pinning the now 
unresisting arms above Bruce's head again. Another strong push of his hips and Bruce groaned, rocking up to 
meet the delicious friction of Steve's cock against his. 


Lowering his head, Steve laughed again, rasping his tongue up the side of Bruce's neck and delighting in the 
shuddering groan that slipped from his throat. Turning his head, Steve thrust again, at the same time covering 
Bruce's mouth with his and taking advantage of the moan which parted his lips, Steve's tongue darting into his 
mouth. 


Expecting some resistance, Steve nearly reared back in shock as Bruce's tongue flashed forward and lapped 
over his, pulling it deeper into his mouth to suck and lick as it explored his teeth and the roof of his mouth. 
Steve groaned; Bruce's tongue had slipped past his teeth and was rubbing the inside of his mouth, caressing his 
cheeks. 


Steve let go of Bruce's wrists, tangling his hands in the long fall of hair and kissing him hard; Bruce's fingers 
dug into his shoulders as they rubbed their aching hardons together. With a growl Steve tore free, sitting 
back on his knees and pulling his shirt over his head before bending back down to claim Bruce's mouth again. 
Bruce's fingers found the tie holding Steve's hair and pulled it loose, the long curls cascading down to cover 
them both, trapping them in a hidden world where nothing existed except their sudden frantic need for each 
other. 


Bruce pushed against Steve's chest, forcing him to sit up and giving Bruce room to tug his own shirt free of 


his breeches, ripping it over his head and groaning when Steve's hands dug into the mat of hair, finding his 
nipples and pinching them hard. Struggling to his feet, Steve stepped back, his eyes hooded as he lifted his leg 
and pulled off his boot, quickly ridding himself of the other before reaching down and grabbing Bruce's hand to 
yank him to his feet as well 


Sliding his hand round the back of Bruce's neck he pulled him forward, bending his head to kiss him again, his 
Tongue lazily exploring the other man's mouth. Bruce moaned, his hands unwrapping the sash from his waist 
before fumbling with the laces of Steve's breeches, his fingers trembling with the lust singing through his 
veins. He felt the soft laugh, Steve's other hand undoing his breeches as well, his body pushing Bruce 
backwards until he felt the edge of the bed behind his knees. 


Steve drew the tight cloth down his legs, stepping out of the bunched material and moving back in to tug 
Bruce's down as well, tipping his head back and groaning as Bruce's mouth found the side of his neck, sucking 
and licking the skin, tasting the sweat and the musk as his tongue traced the stubbled line of Steve's jaw. 


Wrapping his arm around Bruce, Steve growled as their cocks pressed together, the flesh burning against their 
stomachs as their bodies instinctively ground together. Another heated kiss, both men somehow finding their 
way onto the bed without breaking the contact, hands exploring over the lines of muscle in chest and arms. 
Steve bore Bruce down, pushing his knee between his legs and settling himself between, tearing his mouth free 
and nipping the front of Bruce's throat as he tilted his head back, his hand stroking the strong muscles of 
Steve's back. Sliding down the bed, Steve's mouth continued its assault, his tongue lapping over the thick hair 
on Bruce's chest and tracing the outline of his pec before moving just enough to rasp over the hardened 


ripple, the touch drawing a harsh groan, strong fingers digging into Steve's shoulders. 


That tongue slid lower, but Steve knew that this was not the time to spend hours in exploration, all too soon 
someone would come looking for Bruce when he did not appear at the ship. Rising up on his knees, Steve 
wrapped his hand around the thick cock rising between Bruce's legs, stroking it slowly. Lifting his other hand to 
his mouth, he sucked two fingers, wetting them thoroughly before dipping his hand between Bruce's thighs and 


spreading the saliva over his hole. 


Bruce arched up from the bed, pushing his cock harder into Steve's hand and hissing as the tip of his finger 
pushed inside him. Fisting his hands in the sheets, he moaned as the finger slid deeper, the lazy strokes of his 
cock taking the edge off the pain as his arse was stretched. 


Steve leaned over him, pulling his finger free and rubbing it over the weeping head of Bruce's cock to gather 
more moisture, this time pushing not one but two fingers inside him and scissoring them gently. "| would love 
to take my time with you Bruce, but unfortunately your crew will wonder where you are. And | cannot let the 


Maiden leave me behind. But next time, | will make sure there is no need to rush" 


Easing his fingers free, Steve released Bruce's cock and lifted his legs to rest his calves on his shoulders. 
Wrapping a hand around his own cock, he pressed the tip against Bruce and let his weight sink it slowly inside 
him, wincing at the wail of pain. Taking Bruce's cock back in his hand, Steve began the long, slow strokes on the 


shaft, again pulling Bruce's attention away from the pain in his arse. 


Pressing Bruce's cock flat against his stomach, Steve gave a last push, stopping with his groin pressed tight to 
his arse. Bruce writhed under him, pushing up to get more of that rough hand even as his body slowly 
adjusted around the cock buried inside him. Steve drew back slowly, leaving the head of his cock inside and 
stopping again, groaning as the tight ring clamped down around the ridge of his cock. 


"Again" Bruce's voice was soft, his legs sliding down to lock around Steve's hips. 


Steve grinned, pushing forward slowly until he was buried back inside, gritting his teeth at the tight grip of the 
soft walls around him. Another slow pull back, this time Bruce squirming impatiently and grumbling when he 
stopped. 


With a muttered curse, Bruce reached up and gave Steve's nipple a hard pinch. "Just fuck me." 
"As you wish." 


With that, he snapped his hips forward, Bruce throwing his head back and howling as Steve began to fuck him 
hard, the slow strokes replaced by fast deep stabs of his cock, Steve's hand closed around Bruce's shaft, 
wanking him as fast and hard as his cock pounded into his hole, both men grunting and gasping at the furious 
pace they were setting. 


Bruce grabbed Steve's shoulders, curling himself up and searching for his mouth, nearly sighing with relief 
when he found it, their tongues wrapping and twisting around, filling each other's lungs with the taste and smell 
of their bodies. 


Bracing his hand on the bed, Steve rolled Bruce's hips up and found a different angle that brought a keen of 
pure pleasure, the smooth strokes getting rougher as Steve's balls tightened, his cock swelling as he moved 
rapidly towards orgasm. Bruce's legs tightened, his body twisting under Steve, his cock throbbing as those 
rough fingers worked the shaft. With a shout, he bit Steve's shoulder, his teeth breaking the skin and filling his 
mouth with the metallic taste of blood, his cock twitching as he came, coating them both with his seed. 


Steve roared, the pain in his shoulder and wringing motions of Bruce's arse around his cock sending him over 
the edge, his cock bathing the walls with thick streams of come. Still shuddering and gasping for breath, Steve 
cursed and withdrew, licking the come from his hand as he rose on unsteady legs and grabbed his clothes. 


Bruce rolled his head to the side, watching as Steve quickly dressed. 


Crossing back to the bed, Steve bent over and kissed Bruce gently, giving him a wink as he retrieved his 
cutlass and slipped it back through the sash. "I'll look forward to seeing you again" 


Then he climbed onto the window sill, and disappeared into the night. 


Bruce groaned, wincing as he rolled onto his side and sat up, burying his face in his hands, letting his hair fall 
around his face. That was not the way it was supposed to have happened. Pushing himself to his feet, he 


began to dress. He had a job to do. 


Three 
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"Where have you been?" 


The crew flinched. It wasn't often they saw Captain Head in a temper like this but when Dave, Adrian and 
Janick had returned to the ship without Harry and had explained where he went the captain had begun to pace, 
shouting to make everything ready to leave as soon as Harry returned. The longer the wait, the more agitated 
he became, his growl echoing through the quiet night as he stared at the wharf, his eyes glowing red. The 
sight of Harry jogging down the rough boards had only deepened the growl; he had stood over the walkway 
with his hands on his hips as Harry hurried up to meet him. 


"Taking care of something. Are we ready to sail?" 


Head snarled, taking a deep breath to bellow again and then stopping, bending his head and giving Harry a sniff. 
A dry rattle started in the captain's chest, color filling Harry's face as it deepened to a full on belly laugh. 
"Found something with a bit of spirit did you?" 


Harry grinned, moving past the laughing figure and taking a quick look around the deck. "Let's get underway and 
then Ill fill you in 


"I think something's already been filled in!" Laughing harder at his own joke, Head gave Steve a slap on the back 


"Meet me in my cabin" 


The gentle rocking of the ship as it slipped from the cove and into the open sea was like a weight lifting from 
Harry's shoulders; he had been gnawing his lip in concern that his time spent dallying with Bruce could have 
cost them precious time needed to escape. Everything running smoothly, he descended below deck and knocked 


on the captain's door. 
"Come!" Harry entered, taking the seat he was waved to and rolling his eyes at the smirk on the captain's face. 
"Well? What happened? Last | heard you went off on your own, which we will discuss in a minute, to follow one 


of the Dragons crew." 


"He led me straight to the captain" Head sat forward, his eyes narrowed. "He's..interesting." 


Head snorted. "And | take it that's who you stink of? Odd, he smells sort of familiar.” 
"Bruce Dickinson" 


"What?!" Head nearly tipped over in his chair as he roared with laughter, the very timbers under their feet 
vibrating with the force. "Short arse? Very furry? Got an attitude bigger than he is?" 


Harry nodded. "That's him. | take it you know him?" 

"| did. He was part of a crew that we captured before you joined us. And he was quite the litle spitfire, 
standing there with his legs apart and hands on his hips telling me that he was not letting anyone up As arse." 
Head grinned, tapping a finger against his chin. "Well, he impressed me so much | brought him back aboard the 
Maiden and kept him for about a week before dropping him off in a port. He proved to be quite..ah..passionate, 
but it was always a battle to get him there. When | was watching him row toward the port he kept yelling at 
me, telling me he would be back to get his revenge for my violation of his person 

"Well, he wasn't swearing revenge when | left, but he's still going to be coming after us." 

"And if it comes down to it Harry? Can you treat him as the enemy?" 

Harry shrugged. "My loyalty is to you and the Maiden I'll do what | have to." 


Harry took a last walk around the deck before turning in for the night. Stopping at the bow, he leaned on the 
rail and closed his eyes, feeling the light breeze lift the long curls tumbling down his back. He had forgotten to 
pick up the binding from Bruce's room before he left and he would have to remember to ask Nicko for 
another length. 

"Deep in thought, Harry?" 

"Just enjoying the night Nicko. What brings you up here so late?" 


Nicko snorted. "Maybe the fact that someone seems to have avoided my table the last few rights and | was 


beginning to think it was a reflection upon my skills as a cook" 
"What skills?" laughed Harry, ducking away from the playful punch. 


"l'Il remember that next time you turn those big brown eyes to me and beg me to make some of my famous 


fruit loaf" 


Harry groaned. "Oh please, anything but that. Last time you made it, it added so much weight the Maiden was 


riding low enough | was afraid she'd sink" 


Nicko stuck his lip out, pretending to pout. "Fine, no more fruit loaf. Harry, what's bothering you?" 


Shaking his head, Steve flashed him a grin. "You're pretty perceptive, old woman." Studying his hands were they 
gripped the rail, Harry sighed. "I nearly fucked up enough today to cause us to be captured, Nicko." 


"You? How?" 


"| followed one of the Dragon's crew to the captain. We ended up in a fight, starting with weapons and then a 


brief wrestle. He..intrigued me, Nicko." 

"Intrigued you? Or intrigued you?" 

"I fucked him." 

"Ah, that would be the second then. But Harry, what's wrong with that? Show of superiority and all that" 


"What's wrong with it is | knew he was here to capture us. | should have slit his throat before | left, but | 
didn't. In fact, | told him I'd see him again" 


"Well you probably will." 
"| didn't tell him I'd see him again to kill him Nicko." 


"Oh. Oh!" The two men were silent for a few moments until Nicko cleared his throat. "What did you-know-who 
say?" 


"He ripped into me for taking off on my own, but as for the rest, well you know how he is about that. Take 
your fun where you can get it. In fact, it turns out he had fun with Bruce for about a week" 


" Dickinson?" 

Harry nodded. "You remember him?" 

Nicko snorted. "How could | forget! He gave the captain a hell of a time. The crew was surprised he survived it. 
Stubborn little bastard. One night, he managed to sneak a knife from supper and the captain woke up just as 
went to remove, well, certain parts the captain is quite fond of” 


Harry chuckled quietly. "| can see that. | imagine the captain didn't find it quite as amusing." 


"Oh, he laughed. The whole time he watched while a select few were allowed to make use of his toy he 
laughed" 


Nicko was surprised to hear a low growl from Harry. 
"He let the crew rape him?" 
"Not everyone, just a few of the bigger ones, shall we say." 


Harry pushed himself upright, his face inscrutable in the pale light of the moon. "He left that part out” 
Turning away, he gave Nicko's shoulder a squeeze. "I'm going to bed. G'night Nicko." 


Nicko watched the first mate head off toward his quarters. Mentally kicking himself, he swore quietly. "I think | 
should have left that out too." 


"Ship approaching off the starboard bow!" 

Harry squinted, shading his eyes with his hand. A snort of laughter from beside him made him stiffen. 
"They really should get a new flag." Captain Head studied the first mate's face. "What's wrong Harry?" 
"Nothing, sir. Should | prepare the ship for boarding or will you be going over to the Helloween?" 

"No, we'll invite them aboard." 

"As you wish, sir.” 


Head stared after the first mate as he turned the wheel over to a crewman and went to make ready for the 


visitors. There was something bothering him, that was for sure. And Head intended to find out what is was. 
The loud roar of a single cannon jerked his attention around, the lean frame doubling over in laughter as a 


missile hit the Maiden’s deck and exploded, scattering crewmen and pumpkin innards everywhere. Damn that 


Weikath 
Thirty minutes later that same damned Weikath was stepping onto the deck of the fron Maiden, ever present 
pipe in hand, his face a mask of boredom even as his eyes sparkled with mischief. Head hurried to greet him, 


still chuckling. "Bloody hell Weikath, one day you're going to kill one of my crew doing that" 


Captain Weikath shrugged. "It keeps them on their toes. How are you, Edward?" Holding out his hand, the two 


clasped forearms. 
"lm well Michael. How are things on the Helloween?" 


"That is why | am here Edward. Hello Harry." 


Harry nodded, coming to stand behind his captain “Captain Weikath. Markus." 


The Helloween's first mate grinned and waved. "Hello Harry. | brought some good wine with me. Shall we leave 


these two to themselves and go drink it?" 
"Thanks Markus, but..." 


"Go Harry. Go relax and have fun" Captain Head's tone was soft but his eyes were firm. With a nod, Harry 
beckoned Markus to follow him. 


"Problems Edward?" 
"I wish | knew Michael. He was fine yesterday but today he is acting..odd” 


Weikath snorted. "Speaking of odd, do you have room for some prisoners? We are heading down to pick up a 


cache of rum and | will not be able to keep them until we return to port" 


"Prisoners? From where?" 


"The Metallica got too big for her britches and thought to attack us. So she is at the bottom of the sea and 


we have several of her crew." 

"Why can't you leave them where you're picking up the rum?" 

"You know Hetfield. If he knows the location he will be sneaking there and stealing our goods." 
"How many?" 


"There are just four. The fifth one has asked to remain with my crew, and since he and Dani seem to have 


taken a liking to each other | have agreed to let him stay." 
"We can take them. And one of them is Hetfield?" 


Weikath nodded, a slow smile stealing over his face. "Yes. And his yappy little first mate, and Jason who is one 


of the crew." 
"You said four, unless you've forgotten how to count." 
"Oh, | have not forgotten. The fourth is someone rather special to Captain Hetfield. Very exotic." 


"This coming from a man who is more pale than |." 


Weikath bared his teeth. "Yes Edward, but my paleness is by choice.” Turning back to face his ship, Captain 
Weikath waved his arm. "They will bring them across. Watch the one called Jason, there is something about 


him | do not trust." 


Captain Head waved to Adrian. "Bring our guests to my dining cabin. Come Michael, although you come empty 
handed | think | can scare us up a little something." 


Weikath snorted. "I did not forget you Edward. As well as the prisoners, they are bringing several kegs of ale 


from my homeland." 
Head grinned, clapping Weikath on the back. "I knew | could count on you." 


"So, there is word that they have not only upped the price on your head but they have brought in someone 
who is to spend all his time chasing your ship, Edward" Weikath tipped his chair back, stretching out and 
putting his boots up on the table, crossing his long legs and puffing his pipe. 


"Indeed Michael. The ship is the Dragon and her captain is none other than Bruce Dickinson And not only have 


they increased the price on my head, they've increased the one on Harry's as well” 


"Dickinson..that is familiar." Weikath suddenly snapped his fingers, comprehension dawning in his eyes. "Is that 


not the one who tried to remove your balls?" 

"It is." A knock on the door interrupted their laughter. "Come!" 

Nicko stuck his head round the door. "I just wanted to see if you fine gentlemen would like something to eat." 
"Nicko! As long it is not any of that creation you call fruit loaf it would be most welcome." 

Nicko shook his head. "I thought everyone liked my fruit loaf! And hello Captain Weikath." 


"Nicko, that fruit loaf should have a higher price on it than my head. However, if you would bring us 
something it would be appreciated" 


Giving both captains a salute, Nicko ducked out. 
"You know Edward, if you used his fruit loaf instead of balls, you could do more damage from your cannons." 
Edward snorted. "Yes, but I'd sink my own ship from the weight of them." Another knock sounded. "Come!" 


This time the door swung completely open, Janick stepping through and leading a group of men into the cabin 
Head recognized Captain Hetfield and his first mate Lars, eyeing the redhead standing quietly behind them. 


"That is Jason" Several more men crowded in, a mop of black curls in the middle of the group. "The abnormally 


tall one is Sascha, and of course you remember Andi." 

"Good God Michael, where do you find them? He's damn near as tall as me!" 

"Where did we find you Sascha?" 

"When Roland left, Captain Weikath." 

"Ah yes, when he decided to go man his own ship. Pity it sank on its maiden voyage." 
"And of course you had nothing to do with that, right?" 


Weikath grinned, clenching the stem of his pipe in his teeth. A movement behind Sascha caught Head's eye. 
"Who is that?" 


Sascha gently pushed the man forward. Head's eyes lit up, the bright blue sparking with red. Weikath chuckled 
quietly. "That is Kirk” 


"You keep your filthy hands off of him Head!" 


"Ah Hetfield, ever the charmer. Well, you will need to earn your keep while you're here, so what can we find 
for you to do?" A soft knock heralded Nicko's return with a tray of food. Setting it down on the table, Nicko 
frowned at Head as he began to snicker, the laugh gradually building until he was pounding his fist on the 
planks. Weikath snorted and began laughing as well. "Nicko!" Captain Head managed to gasp in between snorts, 
"how would you like a new galley slave?" 


"Could use one Captain Head, thanks." 
“There he is!" Nicko looked stunned as Head pointed to the captain of the Metallica 
"Fuck you Head! | will not..." 


With a roar, Head jumped to his feet. "You will, or you die right now. If you do a decent job and do not annoy 
me, I'll see that you're returned to a port at the earliest possible time." 


Nicko coughed. "Well then, | have several tubs full of dishes that need to be scrubbed so lets get to it, James" 


His face set in stone, the new slave followed Nicko from the room. 


"You can't do that to him! He's a captain, not a fucking slave! You bastard, I'll slit your throat and collect the 
price on that revolting head of yours myself!" 


Captain Head sighed. "Lars, do you ever shut up?" 

Weikath removed his pipe from his teeth, narrowing his eyes. "No, he does not" 

Head grinned. "Janick" 

Janick stepped forward. "Sir?" 

| never rewarded you, Adrian and Dave for getting rid of that annoying problem the other day." 
“Annoying problem? l'm afraid | don't follow you sir." 

"Ba..bla.ch what was his name?" 

"Bailey?" 

"That's it! Well, consider that your reward. Although you might want to find something to gag it with." 
Lars shrieked, turning and darting for the door only to be knocked flat on his arse when he collided with 
Sascha. Janick grinned. "Thank you Captain, and I'm sure we can find something that will do." Grabbing the 
smaller man's arm, he dragged him out the door, kicking and screaming. 


"You." Captain Head motioned to the small, golden skinned man. "Come here." 


Kirk approached him slowly, shying back when one of those gnarled hands lifted a black curl. "Odd, what is the 


metal in your face?" 
Its the mark of my tribe." 
"Interesting. And where else might you have these marks?" 


Kirk took a deep breath and raised his shirt. A low whistle came for the Maiden's captain, a long fingernail 
gently lifting one of the rings through his nipples. "Andi, do you remember where my cabin is?" 


"| do Captain Head." 

"Will you escort this exquisite creature there please?" 
"Yes sir." Taking Kirk's arm, Andi led him from the room. 
"Michael." 


Captain Weikath grinned at the naked lust on the other pirate's face. "Yes Edward?" 


"| owe you one." 


| thought you might like that." 

"Oh, | do." 

"Excuse me Captains, but what about this one?" Sascha indicated Jason. 

"Oh, take him up on deck and find Harry. Have him assign him something to do." 

Both captains watched Sascha lead Jason from the cabin. "Edward, | repeat, watch that one. He is too quiet" 


‘Oh | will Michael, and Harry will as well" Turning to the tray of food, Edward grinned. "Now, where's that ale? | 


seem to have worked up a thirst to go with my hunger.” 
Weikath laughed. "I don't think you will find what you are looking for to slake your hunger on this tray." 
Head gave him a wink. "Oh, not completely, but that hunger will indeed be slaked later." 


Harry stood beside his captain, watching as the Helloween set sail. "| put Jason with Adrian, Dave and Janick. 
They'll keep an eye on him." 


| knew you'd take care of it" Captain Head turned and scrutinized his first mate. "Harry, | do wish you would 


tell me what's wrong." 
"Its nothing, sir." 


"Bollocks! Harry, if | have to stand here all night you will tell me. And if | do stand here all night | will not be 


happy as | have a very delectable creature awaiting me in my cabin." 
"Why didn't you tell me you had Bruce raped?" 


The soft hiss through the captain's teeth was as much a sound of surprise as one of displeasure. "Who told 


you?" 
Harry shook his head. "It doesn't matter who told me, what I'm asking is why you didn't” 


"Did they bother to tell you why?" 


"They did" 

"That was my way of punishing him." 

"As is your right, sir." 

"Harry, l'm a bit concerned there's more to this than you're telling me. You actually lke this man?" 


"What | don't like, sir, is that you felt it unimportant to mention while you were telling me about your meeting 


with him. | would say he has reason to want to hunt you for that." 


"He's a Naval officer Harry, he would hunt me regardless. But you're right, | should have told you the whole 
story. And for that, | apologize. But, keep in mind your duty and your loyalty belongs to me and to the hron 
Maiden, and not to some insignificant fuck you had" With that parting shot, Captain Head spun around and 
headed for his cabin, leaving Harry standing on the deck. 


Kirk sat on the huge bed waiting for the arrival of the captain of the Iron Maiden He had heard Lars‘ screams 
echoing up from the bowels of the ship and he wondered if the same fate awaited him at the hands of the... 


Kirk shuddered. Whatever he was he was like no human he had ever seen. The island people would think him a 
devil, with his strange skin and unnatural height. And those eyes.... 


Kirk swallowed hard, the sound of a key in the lock and the turning of the knob announced the arrival of the 
captain. Swinging open the door, he ducked inside. A soft growl filled the room, making Kirk draw back on the 
bed. 


The captain frowned, taking off his coat and tossing it onto a chair before crossing the room and retrieving a 
crystal carafe of what Kirk was sure was simply wine, but the reflection from the candles on that rich red 
color made it appear to be blood. Grabbing two glasses, the captain came to the bed, sitting on the edge and 
using his teeth to pull the stopper from the bottle. His lips pulled back in a grin, he poured some of the liquid 
into both glasses, setting the carafe on the table next to the bed and inserting the stopper back into the neck. 


Holding out both glasses, he waited for Kirk to choose one before leaning back on his elbow and letting his eyes 
roam over Kirk's face. "I'm not planning on hurting you. Despite my reputation and appearance | much prefer 


willing partners in my bed Kirk" 


Kirk nodded, taking a small sip of the wine. It was actually quite good, nicely fruity with enough sweetness to 
make it pleasant without overpowering the palate. Much better than what he had been given on the Metallica 


"So, how did you come to be with Hetfield?" 


Kirk's head dropped, his voice soft as he stared at the bed. "He won me." 

"Won you? How?" 

"In a game of chance." 

"And what did he offer in exchange in this bet?" 

"His ship." 

The captain snorted. "Well, | admit you are quite the prize, but worth the Maiden? | think not" 
"He knew he wouldn't lose." 


Kirk stiffened as one of those strange hands slid up his leg and rested on his thigh. "And how did he know 
this?" 


"He cheated" 
"And you know this to be fact?" 
Kirk raised his head, looking into the blue eyes. "He told me." 


A muttered oath made Kirk cringe. "| am not planning on hurting you. But, | would like you to get out of those 


rags." 


"Aye, captain" Kirk obediently rose from the bed and quickly stripped, hearing the soft growl from the captain 
as he watched. Climbing back onto the bed, Kirk got his hands and knees and waited. 


"What are you doing?" Head set his glass on the table, frowning at Kirk. 
"I thought you wanted to fuck me. Do you want me to be on my back instead?" 


The roar of laughter startled Kirk as badly as the growls had earlier. "No, | want you to come here. Are you 
saying that this is what Hetfield expected from you?" 


Kirk nodded, letting himself be drawn into the captain's lap. "Well, this is not what | expect" 
"Aye, captain" 


"Edward, or Eddie if you prefer. Only when there is someone else present so you need to address me in a 


formal manner." 


"Aye, Edward." 


Wicked fingernails scratched Kirk's cheek gently, followed by a soft caress from rough fingers. "Now, let me 
show you how this should be done." 


Kirk shivered as the hand moved to cup the back his neck, sliding back under his hair and kneading the skin 
softly. A careful tug forward and Kirk found himself tucked into the captain's chest, his head lowering to bring 
him close enough to lap over Kirk's lips. His hands trembled as he brought them up to rest on the soft 
material of Edward's shirt, the strange coolness from his skin apparent through the cloth. Edward slid his 
mouth over Kirk's, pushing his tongue past his teeth and stroking the tip over the roof of his mouth, grinning 
at the gasp from the man on his lap. 


Lifting Kirk, Edward shifted him around to straddle his thighs, running his fingers up from his hips and playing 
with the rings of metal in his nipples. Kirk had stiffened, his eyes full of fear when Edward first touched the 
rings, a soft sigh leaving his lips as they were gently tugged and turned. 


Kirk tilted his head back, running his fingers over the grooved skin of Edwards's face. "Are you a man or a 


devil?" 

"I am both. | am a demon." 

Leaning forward, Kirk ran his tongue over Edward's neck. "You taste..of things...” 
"Aye, but not unpleasant right?" 


Kirk shook his head. "No, not unpleasant.” Edward sat still, letting the tips of his fingers smooth over Kirk's skin 
as those lips touched his throat, the soft flick of a tongue making him growl as it rasped over his skin. Soft 
kisses down the line of his jaw until the barest whisper of a kiss over his mouth, the second one a bit bolder, 
the third containing a hint of Kirk's tongue. 


Edward's snarl made Kirk skitter away, forcing himself back into the pillows and drawing his knees up, wrapping 
his arms around his legs and hiding his face. Edward silently cursed Hetfield for this. Stretching his hand out 
he stroked Kirk's thigh. "That was not because | was displeased with you. It was because | wanted more." 


Kirk lifted his head, peering over his knees at Edward. Chuckling, Edward took Kirk's ankles in his hands and gave 
him a tug, laughing when Kirk squeaked as he slid toward him. Gently prying his arms open, Edward pushed him 
back onto the bed. "Stay put!" 


Kirk nodded, watching with wide eyes as Edward rose from the bed, quickly undoing his sash and throwing it 
with his coat, the scarf around his neck going next. Tugging the shirt over his head, Edward leered at Kirk, 
grinning when the soft giggle reached his ears. Undoing his breeches, Edward sighed. "Don't be afraid" 


Kirk's eyes were huge in his face when Edward pushed the breeches down. Taking stockings and shoes as well, 


he bundled everything up and tossed it off to the side before climbing back into bed and seating himself next 
to Kirk. Wrapping his hand around Kirk's cock, Edward frowned when the reaction was again more of fear than 
of pleasure. Shaking his head, he turned and stretched out next to Kirk, stroking his shaft gently. Bending over 
his chest, Edward took one of the rings between his teeth and gave it a careful tug, Kirk's body arching up as 
he cried out in surprise, his hands twisting in the sheets. Letting go of the ring, Edward rasped his tongue 
over the bud, licking a path across the smooth skin and giving Kirk's other nipple the same gentle attention 


Licking down the golden skin, Edward grinned as Kirk's cock rose to full hardness in his hand, the slim hips 
starting to rise to meet the downward strokes of his fingers. Kirk's hands were no longer clinging to the 
sheets, instead petting Edward's head and shoulders, a soft moan filling the room when Edward's tongue traced 
the thin line of hair down to his groin. The first lap over the tip brought a cry from Kirk's throat, his body 
arching up against Edward's hand. Taking his hand from the shaft, he ran the tip of his tongue down the thick 
vein on the underside, flattening his tongue and dragging it back up before taking the head into his mouth. 


Pushing Kirk's thighs apart, Edward cupped his balls, rolling them over his palm as his mouth moved over 
Kirk's shaft, sucking it with a firm pressure that quickly had him writhing under Edward's touch. Lifting his 
head, Edward watched Kirk's face as his hand moved back, his fingers brushing over his entrance. No sign of 
panic, just another soft moan, Kirk's eyes squeezed shut as he twisted on the bed. 


Edward grinned. This was indeed a prize and he would take great delight in letting Hetfield know what a willing 
partner this man could be. Sitting up, Edward opened the drawer in the table next to the bed and retrieved a 
small bottle. Rubbing his fingers over the tight pucker between Kirk's cheeks one last time, Edward opened the 
bottle and poured some of the oil onto his finger, stretching out to set it back down before nudging Kirk's 
thighs farther apart with his wrist. 


This time, the oil provided enough lubrication to let his fingers rub harder over the muscle, spreading it out 
before easing the tip of his finger inside, Kirk's gasp making him grin with delight. The finger slid in rather 
easily; although the sex had not been to both men's mutual pleasure the assaults James had used for his own 
satisfaction had Kirk's body trained to accept the entrance. Edward added another finger, slowly thrusting them 


in and out, watching Kirk's face carefully for any sign of pain. 


All he could see was pleasure; Kirk's head was thrown back and his throat visibly moving as he tried to 
swallow, his cock twitching and dripping precum down onto his stomach. Getting up on his knees, Edward picked 
up the bottle again, keeping his fingers moving inside Kirk's arse, adding a third and groaning as Kirk cried out, 
his cock twitching and sending a thick drip of precum oozing from the slit. 


"Kirk, give me your hand" Edward grinned as Kirk held out his hand, seeing the tremors that matched the 
pulse inside the hot channel wrapped around Edward's fingers. Tipping the bottle, he poured some of the oil 
onto Kirk's palm. Setting it back, Edward took Kirk's wrist and gently guided his hand to the thick cock jutting up 


from his groin. 


Kirk's eyes flew open at the first touch, lifting his head and looking down as Edward guided his hand over the 
shaft, spreading the oil from the ridge to the root. The head was already wet with the flow of precum, 


glistening in the candlelight and looking less threatening than it did when Edward had first shed his clothes. With 
a soft growl, Edward moved Kirk's hand away, slipping his fingers free of his arse at the same time. Climbing 
over Kirk's leg, Edward lifted the smooth skinned limbs and placed them on his shoulders, curling his fingers 
around his cock just below the head and pushing it inside Kirk with a sigh. 


Kirk's mouth opened but no sound emerged, his body shaking as Edward pushed inch after inch of his thick 
cock into Kirk's arse, only stopping when his balls were flush against the cleft. Wrapping an arm around his 
waist, Edward lifted Kirk onto his thighs, nearly bending him in half until his legs slid down to curl around 
Edward's waist. Grinning, Edward lifted Kirk, feeling the muscles drag along his cock as he slowly withdrew, 
stopping and growling as the tight ring clenched the ridge before lowering him back down. 


Kirk's fingers dug into Edward's shoulders, his head tipping back as the Maiden's captain nipped and sucked his 
throat, lifting and lowering Kirk faster on his cock. Flexing his thighs, Edward began pushing up to meet the 
downward motion, relaxing back onto his heels as Kirk's body rose. Gradually, Edward increased his pace, 


growling as his cock reached bottom in Kirk's arse and sighing as it clutched around him as he lifted Kirk up. 


Kirk's cock rubbed between their stomachs, leaving their skin sticky with precum, his gasps and cries making 
Edward bare his teeth in a feral grin, their bodies slapping together as they drove toward orgasm. Reaching 
between them Edward pinched the head of Kirk's cock, giving a short bark of laughter as he squealed, his arse 
tightening around the stabbing organ inside him. With a near shriek, Kirk arched over Edward's arm, his cock 
jumping in the firm grip of those rough fingers, his come splashing between them. 


Edward threw back his head and howled his release, filling Kirk's arse with the thick seed that poured from his 
cock. Giving several last thrusts into the trembling body above him, Edward lowered Kirk to the bed, carefully 


easing his cock from inside him and bending over the supine body to lap up Kirk's come. 


Kirk shuddered, moaning and shifting under Edward, his skin feeling hypersensitive from the tremendous 
orgasm that had wracked his body. The captain stretched out on the bed beside him, rolling over onto his back 
and reaching to pull Kirk against his side. Kirk somehow found the strength to move his head to rest on 
Edward's chest, his leg over Edward's thigh. With a contented sigh Kirk snuggled closer as those long fingers 
combed through his hair. 


Up on the deck Harry heard the cry of release from the captain. Shaking his head, he brought the spyglass 
back to his eye and studied the distant sails. 


The Dragon She was coming, and coming fast. 


Four 
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Head looked down at the tumbled mass of black curls spread over his chest. Grumbling softly with affection he 
eased from under Kirk, and rolled to sit up on the edge of the bed. Once Kirk had discovered that the sex could 
be mutually satisfying he had turned out to be a demanding and willing lover; he had in fact awakened Edward 
three more times throughout the night. On the final go round, Edward had a tough time convincing him that if 
he wanted to walk, let alone sit for the next couple of days a mutual blow job would be best, but once 
convinced - whoa boy, was he all enthusiastic about it. And lips. And tongue. And teeth. Grinning at the still 
sleeping form, Edward pushed himself to his feet and began to dress. 


He was just finishing tying his sash when a soft noise came from the bed. Turning, he grinned at the large, 
almost black eyes blinking sleepily at him from the pillows. "Good day Kirk. | trust you slept well?" 


Kirk nodded, his eyes again showing that uncertainty that had haunted them for a good part of the previous 
night. With a sigh, Edward crossed to the bed, sliding his hand under the sheets and finding one of Kirk's nipple 
rings, tugging it gently while he bent over and gave him a thorough good morning kiss. By the time Edward sat 
back, that lithe body was arching and stretching toward him, those black eyes no longer sleepy but hooded 
with lust. Tapping a finger on Kirk's nose, Edward shook his head. "| have matters to attend to, which means as 
delightful as it sounds | cannot spend the day in bed with you. However, if you will meet me top deck in about 


an hour, I'll see if | can make some time in my schedule." With a wink, Edward left the cabin. 

As he strolled onto the deck Edward had to laugh. Lars was kneeling in front of a large tub, scrubbing away at 
a pile of clothes he was sure belonged to at least one of the three, and from the way Adrian was watching 
him he would say the piece he was currently working on was one of his. It was a very subdued Lars, at that; 
the normally constant motion of his mouth seemed to have been curtailed. Spotting Harry staring off the port 
bow, Edward crossed to him, stopping next to him and staring at a distant set of sails. 

"The Dragon?" 

"Aye. She's been keeping pace with us throughout the night." 

"Why wasn't | informed?" 


Harry shrugged. "If she had attempted to close | would have, but as she did not | figured it could wait until 


morning. You sounded a bit..occupied." 


"Indeed. l'm going to have to do something nice for Weikath to thank him for that. Took some time to gentle 


him but was well worth it at the end" Head dropped a leering wink at Harry. 

Harry's face remained expressionless. "Well, I'm glad he was worth your time to gentle. We're low on water; 
there's a channel about a half day ahead that we can anchor in and refill the barrels on the island Permission 
to set the course?" 

"What about the Dragon?" 

"We can anchor in a crevasse that unless you know it's there simply looks like a fissure in the cliff. They'll 
think we sailed straight through. And even if they don't they would have to expose themselves to get 


anywhere close to us." 


"Then do it. And Harry, really, | do not wish to spend days dealing with your unhappiness with me. So do me a 
favor and get past it." 


"As you wish, sir." Harry turned and left the captain standing staring after him. 

A low growl thrummed through Head's chest. He was going to have a talk with that boy. Tonight. 
Where the bloody hell did they go? 

Captain Dickinson lowered the glass, letting out a loud curse. "Mr. Dickson!" 

The first mate appeared, shadowed by the doe eyed Alessandro. "Aye, Captain?" 

"How could they just disappear?" 


"| don't know. Unless they sailed straight through the channel and kept going round the other side of the 


island." 

"Drop anchor." 

"Excuse me, sir?" 

"Drop anchor. There's something not quite right about all this." 
“But Captain..." 


"Just do as you're told" Bruce went back to studying the empty sea 


"They what?" 


"Dropped anchor. If we sail out of here we're going to run right into her." Davey shrugged, "| could see her 


when | was coming back with the water." 
Harry swore. "I'd better tell the captain" Heading below deck, he took several deep breaths before knocking 
sharply on the door to Head's quarters. When no summons came after several moments he sighed, knowing 


that this was only going to add to the captain's anger, and knocked again. 


The door was yanked open, Captain Edward T. Head standing there in all his glory, snarl on his face and his cock 
waving cheerfully. "This had better be good Harry." 


"Not really but you need to hear it anyway.” Harry could see Kirk curled up on the bed over the captain's 
shoulder. "My apologies for interrupting, but we've got a bit of a problem. The Dragon has dropped anchor 
right in our path to leave." 


" What?" 


"She's dropped anchor. | don't think they know where we are, but my guess is Captain Dickinson figures there's 
some sort of hiding place in these cliffs." 


"Well, this is wonderful. What if we just took a run at her?" 


| wouldn't advise it. She's sitting broadside and can use her cannons. We'd be sailing into her head on and would 


not be able to use ours." 
"So we wait" 
"That would be my suggestion, sir." 


"Fine. Let me know if anything changes. And Harry, unless it's something like that, | do not want to be 
disturbed" 


Harry threw a mock salute at the door that slammed in his face. "Whatever you say, sir.” 
"Harry, what are you doing?" 


Harry finished untying the ropes holding the smallest longboat the Maiden carried on her deck. "Just help me 


lower this, Jan" 


"Harry, Head's going to...” 
"Jan, either help me or fuck off" 


Janick stepped back. "Right, helping you then" Between the two men, they heaved the boat over the rail and 
lowered it to the water. Harry gripped Jan's arm in a silent thank you before climbing over and using the 
anchoring rope to descend to the boat. A quiet splash told Jan he had loosened the ties and pushed off from 
the side of the ship. Within moments, he was swallowed by the darkness, the clouds covering the moon and 
rendering him invisible. Janick shook his head, returning to his patrol. "| hope you know what you're doing 


Harry.” 


Dipping the oars as slowly as possible, Harry made his way from the Maiden into the cove, lifting the wooden 
paddles and letting the boat drift as he timed the passing of the guard on the deck of the Dragon He counted, 
giving several seconds each way to allow for a slower step or a pause for whatever else before rowing again, 
stopping and flattering himself in the boat, pulling a dark cloth over himself to be sure any moonlight that 
filtered through would not reflect off his skin. 


It took a good bit of time to get close enough to the Dragon that he could come alongside, using the oar to 
keep from bumping against her. Standing up, he balanced himself on the seat, waiting until the sentry would 
have just completed a pass before pushing one of the razor sharp iron steps into her hull. Going hand over 
hand, using two of the steps to pull himself up the side of the ship, he moved quickly but carefully, one slip 
and he would fall into the sea and no matter how hard he tried to hide they would spot him for sure. Reaching 
the lower edge of the rail, he slowly raised his head to peer through the bars. The sentry was on the other 
side of the deck, his eyes searching the distant waters. With no better time than the present, Harry gave a 
last heave and pulled himself over the rail, yanking the steps free and running to duck behind a pile of crates. 


Moving around the crates as the sentry came nearer Harry took a fast but thorough look around, noticing the 
man dozing up on the poop deck, obviously counting on the other to wake him if needed. Matching his footsteps 
to those of the pacing guard, Harry crossed the deck, hoping the door leading to the captain's quarters didn't 
squeak as he eased it open. His luck holding, Harry slipped down the corridor, stopping outside the clearly 
marked captain's quarters. Grinning, he shook his head. Only the Royal Navy would put nameplates outside the 


doors. 


Trying the knob, he turned it slowly, hissing quietly at the click that seemed to echo through the ship. Pushing 
the door open just enough to fit through, he eased inside, shutting the door behind him and leaning against it. 
The form on the bed never moved, making him roll his eyes. Creeping closer, he pulled his dirk, stopping at the 
edge of the bed and waiting a moment until his eyes adjusted to the lack of light in the cabin. When he was 
sure he had the right placement, he made his move, wrapping his arm around Bruce's chest and bringing the 


edge of the blade to his throat. 


Bruce started awake, his first instinct to struggle until he felt the press of the blade. "Who are you?" 


Harry grinned. "Shh..." 
Bruce tensed as a face nuzzled the side of his neck. "Steve?" 


A soft laugh made him whip around, Steve sitting back and sliding the dirk back into its scabbard. "You need 


better sentries Bruce." 
"How did you get here?" 


"| climbed the side of the ship. It wasn't hard, actually. You may want to tell your guards to vary their steps 
so they can't be counted so easily.’ 


"Are you out of your mind? What if you had been seen? And what if..bloody hell Steve, how could | explain you 


being in my cabin?" 


"Just tell them | came to ravish you." Steve chuckled at Bruce's blush. "But we don't have much time, | have 
to be well away before the sun comes up." And back before the captain knows Im gone. 


Leaning closer, Steve nipped Bruce's shoulder. Sliding his hand under the sheets, he grinned as he found only 
bare skin, his fingers stroking the thick muscle of Bruce's thigh. Bruce moaned softly, spreading his legs and 
letting Steve's hand cup his balls, massaging the sac with strong rolls of his fingers. 


A grumble from Bruce when Steve released him brought a smirk to the pirate's face. "Just let me get rid of 
a few things." Standing up, Steve crossed to the end of the cabin, pulling his cutlass from his sash and laying it 
down. "I could use a hand here." Bruce slipped from the bed, walking up behind Steve and reaching around to 
run his hand over his chest. Pressing a kiss to the back of Steve's neck, Bruce mumbled something. 

"What?" 

Bruce sighed, stepping back. "I said l'm sorry Steve." 


Steve frowned. "Sorry for wh..." 


The blow from the end of Bruce's sword on the side of his head sent Steve to his knees. Before he could turn, 
a second blow laid him on the wooden floor, his eyes rolling back as he slipped into unconsciousness. Bruce 
groaned, kneeling down and touching the side of Steve's head, his fingers shaking as he looked at the blood. "l'm 


so sorry Steve." 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce stood and went to the door, throwing it open and shouting for the guard. 


Steve groaned, blinking slowly and squinting against the bright sunlight that sent a lance of pain through his 
skull. He tried to bring his hand up to shade his eyes, the last cobwebs clearing when he found his hands 
unable to move. Lifting his head, he looked around, dropping his chin onto his chest and swearing softly when he 
recognized the deck of the Dragon 


A splash of cold water in his face made his head jerk up, sending another bolt of pain through, his eyes 
narrowing as he sought his tormentor. Two guards stood in front of him, both in the full uniform of the Royal 
Navy. "Well, well. f Mr. Harry Harris isn't finally awake!" 


“That's enough!" Steve tensed, recognizing Bruce's voice. "I will not allow prisoners to be treated with a 


complete lack of respect." 


Steve snorted, turning his head and gazing in the opposite direction of the voice. Footsteps approached him, a 
soft sigh reaching his ears as Bruce crouched beside him. "| don't want to do this." Bruce's voice was low and 
rough, "I hate this part of all this Steve. But | have no choice. Unless you'll just tell us what we want to know, 


then I'll make sure you're well taken care of" 


Steve turned his head back to face Bruce. Eyes mere slits of rage, he worked his throat and spat right in 
Bruce's face. "I'd rather die." 


Raising his hand, Bruce wiped his face clean. "Please Steve, just...” 

"Fuck you Dickinson. Do your best, you get nothing from me. Nothing. Ever." 

Bruce stood, walking away and keeping his back to Steve as he gave the order. "Mr. Dickson, do your duty." 

The first lash of the cat'o'nine as it wrapped around Steve's back and ribs made him arch into the mast, his 
teeth digging into his lip to keep from screaming. Steady blows fell, each one layering on top of the ones 
before, his back feeling as if ribbons of skin were being flayed from his bones. The rush of blood into Steve's 
mouth as his teeth broke through his bottom lip made him spit, grinding his teeth against the pain as the first 
set of lashes was counted down. At the cry of "Twenty!" it mercifully stopped, Steve's head falling forward to 
rest against the rough wood, grateful for the fact he was already on his knees as his legs way have well given 
up and dumped him unceremoniously on his arse. 


Bruce approached him again, crouching down so no one else could hear. "For God's sake Steve, please." 


Steve faced him again, sweat running down his face, a line of blood winding down his chin to drip onto his chest. 


"Fuck you." 
Bruce sighed, pushing himself back to his feet and stepping back. "Again." 


By the time the fifteenth lash hit, Steve felt himself swirling back down into the dark place he had been, his 
body slumping against the mast. At the twentieth stroke, Bruce shook his head. "This is not working. Take him 


to my cabin. Tie him to a chair and leave him. We're going to do this my way." 

"But sir!" 

| said no more Mr. Dickson! He is no good to us dead and...” 

The sudden howl of a wounded animal brought the hairs on the back of Bruce's neck up; the crew looking 
around and moving closer to each other in fear. Another howl, this one of rage as well as pain, split the quiet 
of the morning. 

Mr. Dickson turned fearful eyes to his captain "What is that?" 

Dickinson sighed, looking at the bloody body of the hon Maidens first mate. "It's Head." 

"Get him" 

Adrian opened his mouth to try again, the snarl from the captain making him decide that right now following 
orders was the best thing he could do. Hurrying to the crew's quarters, he stuck his head into the cabin 
shared by Janick, Dave and himself. Janick was sitting on his bunk, his face deathly pale. "He wants me?" 


‘Now, right now. Why Jan? Why wouldn't you tell him what Harry was up to?" 


Janick shrugged. "Because Harry asked me not to.” Standing, he took a look around. "Well, let's go." Janick 
followed Adrian onto the deck, walking right up and standing in front of the captain. "You wanted to see...” 


The loud crack of Head's hand connecting with Janick's face made the crew hiss in surprise. Struggling back to 
his feet, Janick faced the captain again. "Captain Head, |.." 


This time Janick was much slower in picking himself up, blood running from his nose, both lips split and bleeding. 
Swaying on his feet, he forced his shoulders back and stood in front of his captain 


The eyes that stared at him showed no hint of their normal blue, instead burning red with fury. Spinning on 
his heel, Captain Head walked to the rail. "Fifteen lashes." 


"What?" Adrian winced. Even he couldn't believe he'd said it out loud. 
'| said fifteen lashes. Unless you'd like to take thirty instead” 
"| will" Davey stepped forward, staring at the captain. 


"As will |" Nicko stepped forward as well. 


Throwing his hands up in the air, Captain Head glared at them. "The offer was not made to either of you." 


Adrian pulled his shirt over his head. "No it wasn't." Walking to the main mast, he wrapped his arms around it, 
indicating to the waiting crewman to tie his hands. 


"You would do this for him? When he may well have cost Harry his life?" 


Adrian turned, shaking his head. "Harry knew the risks when he went. Whatever his reasons | would have done 


the same thing." 


The captain sighed, crossing his arms over his chest. "Get dressed Adrian. And you," Head turned to Janick, "go 
with Nicko and let him take a look at your face." Head walked to the bow of the ship, standing and staring out 
over the water for several moments. A loud howl shattered the quiet morning, the crew staring at the figure 
of their captain, his head thrown back and mouth open, letting out his frustration and pain. Another howl 
ripped through the air, the ship trembling under their feet. 


A wet rag running over his face brought Harry slowly back to awareness, his back feeling as if it burned with 
a fire so hot that the flames were made of ice. Moaning, he lifted his head, opening his eyes and staring right 
at Bruce. A low snarl rolled from his chest; struggling against the bonds that held him, he wanted nothing 


more than to return the pain and humiliation he had felt. 


‘Steve, sit stilll You're going to hit your back." Bruce winced as Steve did just that, his body arching with pain, 
his face twisted as he struggled not to pass out. 


"Fuck you! You may as well kill me now Dickinson, for | promise that if | ever get the chance | will slit your 


throat and piss on your corpse!" 
| had to, Steve! You know | had to. Why couldn't you have just stayed away?" 


The dark laughter made Bruce groan. "You know why Captain? Because when | got back to the Maiden | found 
out that you had met the captain before. And in his telling of how you met him, he left out some of the, shall 
we say, more interesting parts?" Steve swore, trying to turn his head away from the rag as Bruce began 
wiping his face again. "When Nicko told me what he didit pissed me off. And | wanted to see you." That same 
dark and bitter laugh rang out. "So | came. | risked everything, including my life, and look where it got me." 


Bruce dropped the rag into the basin on the table and knelt between Steve's legs. "I didn't want to do it Steve, 


but just as if | had snuck onto the Maiden, your captain would have done the same to me." 


Steve looked straight into Bruce's eyes. "He might have, but /would not have betrayed you" 


Bruce's smile was full of irony. "Yes you would have. If you thought | was a danger to your ship or your 
captain, you would have." 


"Where was the danger that | was to you Captain? Or to your ship?" 

Bruce rose to his feet, crossing the cabin and fingering a pile of clean cloths. "I've worked my way up to get to 
this point. | only got this command because they knew | was rash enough to risk everything to bring Head in 
And the danger to me and my ship is the simple fact that you complicate what I'm here to do." 

A knock on the door made both of them pause. "Come!" 

Mr. Dickson entered the cabin, carrying several small jars. "The salve you requested, sir.” 

Bruce nodded, "Thank you, you're dismissed." 

"Captain Dickinson, if you just give me another chance with him..." 

"No! | said you're dismissed!" 

The first mate saluted, "As you wish, sir." 

Bruce sighed, walking back over to stand in front of Steve. "Will you let me take care of your back?" 

Steve snorted. "I think you've already had it well taken care of Captain." 

Bruce placed his hands on Steve's forearms, feeling the muscles tense under his fingers. Bending over him, he 
brushed his lips over Steve's cheek "Please." The softness of Bruce's voice, the tone a plea for something, 
understanding or forgiveness, Steve didn't know which, the heat of his breath against Steve's skin all wrapped 


around his brain like a warm cloak Steve gave a short nod. 


Bruce's fingers worked at the knots in the ropes that held Steve's arms to the chair. Biting his lip, he let them 
fall, watching to see what the pirate would do. 


"Relax, Captain, there's not much l'm capable of at the moment - and there are guards right outside the door." 
Bruce knelt and untied his legs, letting his hands stroke the long muscles in the front of Steve's thighs once 
the ropes were undone. Steve's fingers curled into the rounded ends of the arms, his eyes narrowed. "What 


are you doing?" 


Bruce shook his head, slipping his hands between Steve's legs and massaging his inner thighs. "I wanted to..if | 
had let you." Bruce lowered his head, resting his forehead on Steve's crotch. 


"l'm afraid that offer has been rescinded Captain" Steve's voice was cold. 


‘| know." Bruce lifted his head and got to his feet. "Can you move to the bed?" 


Steve raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure you want me to soil it Captain? Would it be better if | just stood at 
the table and turned my back? You do your best work when you dont have to face me." 


Bruce winced. "I'm not concerned with you soiling my bed." 


Steve shrugged away from the hand Bruce offered, groaning as he pushed himself to his feet. The blood had 
dried on his back, his hair matted into the cuts and pulling against the raw skin. Passing the bed, Steve went to 
the same table he had stood in front of the previous night and rested his hands on the edge. Bruce sighed, 
picking up the basin and emptying the water into the slop jar before pouring fresh. Stepping up behind Steve, 
he hissed. "This is going to hurt." 


Steve snorted. "| expect nothing but pain from you Captain" 


Bruce dipped a clean cloth, biting his lip as he touched it gently to Steve's back. The hiss of air through his 
teeth was the only sigh that it hurt, his fingers digging into the edge of the table as Bruce carefully cleaned 
the wounds. Nothing was said while he worked, until more water was needed and a guard dispatched at Bruce's 
commana, silence filling the cabin again as he proceeded. By the time he was done, Steve was trembling 
violently, his face dead white. Bruce grabbed a stool and set it behind him. "Sit down before you fall" Steve 


sank onto the stool, groaning. 


Emptying the basin yet again, Bruce gathered Steve's hair and piled the ends in the bowl, taking the pitcher and 


carefully pouring warm water through the long curls, sluicing away the worst of the blood and sweat. 

"This isn't going to get you any more information than the whipping did, y'know." Bruce sighed, soaping and 
rinsing Steve's hair before wrapping a cloth around it and bringing it forward to lay down his chest. Taking one 
of the jars of salve, Bruce opened it and began to spread the ointment gently over the cuts from the lash. 
Satisfied he had covered all of the cuts, Bruce spread another clean cloth over Steve's back. Unwrapping his 
hair, he took up a brush and slowly ran it through the strands. 

Steve jerked away, looking over his shoulder with a frown. "What the fuck are you doing Captain?" 

Bruce groaned. "I don't know. Just be quiet and let me do it though." 


Steve shook his head, standing up and walking toward the door. "If you would inform your guards l'm ready to 
go to the brig, Captain Dickinson" 


"Dammit Steve! Will you listen to me?" 


"No | will not, si Do you have any idea what risks | took coming here last night? What you and your Royal 
Navy can do to me is nothing compared to what my captain is going to do. | trusted you, Bruce! And you threw 


that trust in my face! And its not over, is it? You have no qualms about taking me in and seeing me hang, do 


your" 

Bruce's face blanched. "I hadn't thought that far ahead." 
"Well, that's what they do to pirates Bruce, they hang ‘em’ 
"Maybe we can figure out how you can get away..." 


"There is no getting away Bruce. Not that they wouldn't know you had a part in it. But, this should be a big 


boost in your career. First capture is the man with the second highest price on his head!" 

"Steve, |." 

"And the irony of it all? When you're standing there watching them drop the door and I'm swinging from the 
rope you can have the fucking satisfaction of knowing its all because | wanted to see you. You can tell them | 
came on board to kill you, but you'll know that the only thing | came for was you" 

Bruce sank down on the edge of the bed. "Steve, l." 

"Just call the guards Bruce." 

"No. Come here, please." 

Steve snorted. "I think not Bruce." 

"Please, Steve." 


"lf you won't call them | will." 


"I'll do it" Bruce rose and crossed the cabin to the door. Opening it, he beckoned to the guards. "Mr. Harris has 
decided that he doesn't want to cooperate. Chain him." 


Steve snarled as the guards grabbed his arms, crying out in pain as they pushed him against the wall. Bruce 
picked up the iron shackles from the floor, fitting them around first one wrist, then the other before 
fastening them to a heavy ring sunk into the wall. "Get his legs please. Right now | think he would like nothing 
better than to kick me in the face given an opportunity." Steve's eyes were slits of hate as his legs were 
chained, the guards checking the locks before leaving the cabin 


"You bastard" 


Bruce shook his head. "You leave me no choice Steve." 


“There's always a choice Bruce. But mark my words well, given the opportunity, you'll be begging for Hell to 
take you before | get done." 


"The Dragon's weighing anchor Captain Head" 

"Then so are we. Load the cannons, and be prepared to attack as soon as we're clear of the cliff” 
"What about Harry?" 

"He made his choice to board her." 

Davey frowned. "We aren't going to try to get him back?" 


Head looked down at him. "Oh, | plan on getting him back. I'm just not sure what | plan on doing with him once | 
do." 


Five 
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The Dragon unfurled her sails, the canvas snapping in the breeze as they filled. 

"Sill no sign of the Maider?" 

"Nothing Captain." 

"Keep looking for her, | don't think Head is going to let us get away without a fight 

Bruce returned to his cabin, nodding at the guard as he went inside and closed the door. Steve looked up from 


where he knelt in the midst of a pile of cushions and blankets. Seeing Bruce, he turned his head and pointedly 
looked the other way. 


Bruce sighed, crossing to him and sitting down on one of the cushions. "How's your back?" 
Steve didn't answer, keeping his face carefully averted. 
Bruce snarled. "Dammit Steve! I..." 


The loud explosion was nearly simultaneous with the violent motion of the Dragon as she rolled hard to port. 
Swearing, Bruce staggered to his feet, slamming into the wall as another explosion rocked the ship. Struggling to 
the door, Bruce was shocked to hear the black laughter coming from Steve. Turning to face him, Bruce's heart 
froze in his chest. For the first time he saw what so many had warned him about. Not Steve, but Harry 
Harris, second only to his captain in the fear that struck the hearts and souls of men who had faced him. 
Steve cocked his head as the whistling sound of a third shot filled the air until another shudder ran the length 
of the Dragon as the ball hit. "Welcome to Hell, Bruce!" 


The mocking laugh followed Bruce as he ran onto the deck 


Bruce skidded to a stop, staring around the deck and shaking his head in disbelief. Total chaos ensued, people 
running screaming from one side to the other, a fire burning near the mid mast. Shouting orders, Bruce finally 


got some of the crew working on dampening the fire as he gave the command to load and come about. 


The two ships now broadside, silence filled the morning, every breath and life poised on a moment. Both 
captains reluctant to break the peace until without a word an arm dropped, the massive roar of seven cannons 


filling the air, the smell of powder and dust joining the sound. 


Bruce's shout to return fire was nearly lost in the impact of four of the balls hitting the Dragon, the first 
two tearing great gouges in the long deck planks, several crewmen crushed where they stood. A lengthy 
shudder under the deck marked the offensive thrust of the Dragons cannons, the crew letting out a cheer as 
several of the shots found their mark. 


Bruce took his position near the wheel of the ship, watching through a spyglass as each subsequent round 
brought damage to each ship, neither one able to strike a fatal blow but instead inflicting nagging little wounds. 


"She's running!" 


Sure enough, it looked as if the hon Maiden was turning tail, her sails turned to catch the wind and dragging 
her forward. The Dragon's crew burst into cheers, shouting and drowning out their captain's pleas to stay 
alert. Bruce grabbed the wheel, trying to turn the Dragon to face the Maiden The Maiden bore straight at 
them, the narrow hull set to ram them midships. The crew scrambled to reload the guns, firing blindly at the 
target that was suddenly much smaller and was coming toward them at a tremendous pace. At the last 
second, the Maiden swung round, letting off a final volley from near point blank range before slipping past and 


leaving the Dragon floundering in the cove. 


Orders given to repair the immediate needs of the ship and to have the wounded cared for, Bruce hurried 


back to his cabin to record the days events, and - if he wanted to be honest - to check on Steve. 


Breathing a sigh of relief at the arrogant look that greeted him, Bruce sat down heavily in the desk chair, 


wincing as he eased his coat off his shoulders. 
"You're hurt." Steve's voice was soft. 


Bruce looked down, carefully lifting his shirt over his head and examining the length of wood jutting from his 


skin "I's nothing, There are others who are hurt much worse” 
"Including your ship. She's taking on water: 

Bruce frowned. "There was no damage that would... 

"Give me the ink stopper.” Bruce handed it to Steve, watching as he placed it on the center of the floor plark 
A barely perceptible shift and it rolled slowly to the side of the cabin Bruce swore loudly. "Is not bad but 


you need to head to port or it will get worse and eventually it will sink you." 


Bruce picked up the stopper and came back to ease down on one of the cushions next to Steve. "Are you 


alright?" 


"Why wouldn't | be? He didn't try to sink you Bruce, just to get you out of his way.” 
"He wants you back." 


"Aye, he does. For a number of reasons, not the least of which is he wants to make sure | don't forget how 


pissed he is over this." 
Bruce leaned forward, then sat back with a small yip. "Forgot about this." 


Steve's fingers touched Bruce's skin, making it jump. "It's not bad, you need to wash it, though, once you get 


the wood out." 


Bruce got to his knees, taking the basin and pitcher down from the table. Sitting back on the floor, he grinned. 
"This should be pretty painful.” 


Steve snorted. "Right, as compared to my back?" 


Bruce winced. "Steve, there's nothing | can say to..ow fuck" Steve laughed, dipping the cloth in the jug and 


wiping the bloody edges of the wound. "Some small measure of revenge, Harris?" 


Dark eyes regarded Bruce. "Might be my last chance, Dickinson. They'll have my trial and execution within a 
day or two of us reaching port. And before you even open your mouth there won't be a thing you can do 


about it" 

“But the law..." 

"The law? Not when it comes to pirates Bruce. The only pirate they can be happy about are the dead ones." 
Bruce shook his head, unable to think of anything to say. If he had any idea.he knew there would be a trial, but 
it didn't have tobut there was no mistaking the calm tone in Steve's voice. Lifting his head, his eyes explored 
Steve's. "Anything | can say or do to get a revoke of your rescission?" 

Steve bit his lip. "Lock the door." 

Bruce scrambled up, turning the key and coming back to kneel in front of Steve. Steve raised his hand, the 
metal around his wrist burning against Bruce's hip. Leaning forward, Steve growled softly, "Don't do this 


because you're sorry for what you've done, Bruce." 


Bruce shook his head. "| am, but one has nothing to do with the other." Placing his hands on Steve's shoulders, 
Bruce ducked his head and found Steve's mouth. 


This is what you came for right? The heat, the scent, the taste? F you skp over the feel of the lash nipping your 
skin open, or cold steel crashing into the side of your head and above all the absolute iced heat of betrayal -- this 


is what it was all about, was it not? 


Bruce's hands fumbled between them, unlacing Steve's breeches and pulling them open, his tongue rasping over 
the beard-roughened skin of Steve's cheek before delving back down and pushing between his lips. Steve's 
fingers dug into his hips, the limited range of the chains holding his arms, making him growl with frustration. 
The soft snort of laughter from Bruce didn't help, the ghost of air running over the exposed skin of Steve's 
throat as Bruce sucked and licked, his fingers working Steve's cock free and curling loosely around the shaft. 


Drawing his head back, Bruce shifted backward on Steve's thighs, dipping his head between them and running 
his tongue around the inside of his mouth. Opening his lips, he let a long stream of saliva drip down onto the 
head of Steve's cock, feeling him arch and groan as the liquid hit the skin. Lifting his head, Bruce moved 
forward, ducking his face into the side of Steve's neck and making random paths with teeth, lips and tongue, his 
fingers clasping tighter around the velvet hardness in his hand and stroking it slowly. 


Steve yanked Bruce toward him, twisting his head to the side and catching Bruce's nipple between his teeth, 
biting it hard before giving it a sharp tug, rewarded by the tightening of the hand on his cock. Fingers twined 
trough the long auburn curls, Bruce pulling Steve's head back and capturing his mouth, the pace of the 
fluttering strokes on Steve's shaft increasing as his tongue caressed the insides of his cheeks. 


"Bruce, my hands..." 
Bruce's sly grin made Steve groan "You bastard." 


Bruce pushed himself to his feet, rubbing his palm over the head of Steve's cock one last time. "It has nothing 
to do with trusting you Steve." Toeing off his boots, Bruce unlaced his breeches and pushed them down his 
thighs, rolling his stockings down and sliding them off as well. Moving back, he straddled Steve and went to 
lower himself back to his lap, stopping with a groan when a wet rasp flicked over his balls. Steve ran the tip of 
his tongue up the underside of Bruce's shaft, lapping the tip and using it to guide the head into his mouth. 


Strong fingers cupped the back of Steve's head, short rolls of Bruce's hips pushing his cock further into his 
mouth. The drag of the cold metal up the back of his thigh made Bruce shudder, Steve's fingers pressing into 
his cleft and finding the tight ring, circling it slowly as his mouth took Bruce's cock deep. 


Spitting on his own fingers, Bruce reached back and slid his hand down to meet Steve's, rubbing the moisture 
over his hole and pressing the tips of those work roughened fingers into himself, biting his lip to keep from 
crying out loud as the first slipped inside, Steve's teeth dragging over the head of his cock. 


Using the thick muscles of his thighs, Bruce thrust slowly, forward to push his cock into Steve's mouth and 
then back to work his finger deeper, letting out a gasp as a second was added With a violent shake of his head, 


Bruce pulled away. "Fuck me?" 


Steve nodded, his breathing harsh, eyes heavy and black. Bruce turned, lowering himself back over Steve's 
thighs with his back against Steve's chest, reaching back and guiding the tip of Steve's cock to his arse. 


Hesitating at the first pressure, Bruce took a deep breath and lowered himself smoothly down onto the rigid 


cock. 


Steve threw his head back, thrusting his hips up to meet Bruce's body, growling quietly as his cock was 
gripped tight in the soft walls. Reaching around Bruce's hips, he found just enough play in the chain to let his 


fingers curl around the leaking cock, feeling the shudder run through Bruce with every slow upstroke. 


Burying his face in the side of Bruce's neck, Steve found himself unable to do much more than to vary the 
pressures of his fingers around Bruce's cock or to rock his hips just enough to meet and withdraw from the 
riding motion's of Bruce's hips. Reaching between their legs, Bruce cupped their balls, rolling them together in 
his palm as he fucked himself harder, soft grunts and gasps being wrung from his throat with every stabbing 


movement into his arse. 


Steve sank his teeth into hair and skin, sweat running down his back and into the cuts left by the lash, his 
fingers tightening convulsively round the slick shaft pumping through his hand. The clutching muscles dragged 
along the skin of Steve's haft, pulling his balls tighter in Bruce's rough hand, each thrust and squeeze bringing 
him closer to orgasm. Tipping his head back, Bruce cried out, grinding his arse against Steve's groin as he 
came, thick seed landing in a rope over the glossy fur on his chest and stomach before dripping down over the 
head and across Steve's milking hand Steve ground his teeth, arching up and lifting them both off the thick pile 


of cloth as his cock thickened and spewed inside Bruce's arse. 


Strong shivers still running through both, Bruce relaxed against Steve's chest, turning his head and nipping 


gently at his jaw. "Will you let me stay?" 
Steve snorted. "Couldn't do much about throwing your arse out now could |?" 


Bruce eased himself from Steve's lap, grabbing several cushions and arranging them before sprawling onto his 


back. "No, but if you didn't want me to...” 
Steve somehow turned himself to rest his head on Bruce's chest. "| want you to." 


Adrian opened the door in response to Captain Head's summons, masking his amused snort with a cough at the 
sight of the fearsome captain getting his white mane of hair brushed by the golden skinned man sitting behind 


him. "Adrian, | find this relaxing and right now | need to relax." 


‘I'm sure you do sir. We're being hailed by two ships. One is the Leppard, the other I'm not familiar with, but 


she's running with the Leppard so l'm going on the assumption she's known to them." 
"Who and what is she?" 


"She's a Snow, looks like she's not long in the water. The Gamma Ray" 


"Ah, Michael mentioned her. She was a Naval vessel, the captain plucked her rather neatly from under her 
first captain's nose." With a sigh, Head pushed himself to his feet. "Drop anchor and invite them to board. Let 
them know we cannot tally long as we need to get to port and repair our damage. Let me know when they've 
arrived." 

"Aye, sir" 


"Bloody hell Edward you sure get no prettier with age!" Laughing, the captain of the Leppard ducked the playful 
clout that, had it connected, would have sent him into the churning water between the two ships. 


"And you get no smarter Joseph!" Watching as Captain Elliott landed lightly on the deck of the Maiden, Edward 
turned to greet the rest of the boarding party. "Savage, Phil, Viv, and of course, Rick. How are you boys?" 


"Good Captain. Where's Harry?" 
"Captured." 


"Wha? How?" 


"Because he thought with his dick and not with his brain. However, my mood right now is good so let us move 
on the something else." 


"In that case let me introduce you to Captain Kai Hansen of the Gamma Ray" 
Head and Hansen clasped forearms. "I've heard of you, Hansen. Why don't we head down to the dining cabin and 
have a few drops of good wine and you can tell me how you managed to liberate that lovely ship from the 


Royal Navy" 


The crewmen watched their captains leave As soon as the door closed behind them, Savage rounded on Janick. 


"Right. Give. Where's Harry?" 
"Just like Captain Head was saying. He got captured.” 


"We got stuck behind the cliffs at Boar's Isle," Adrian picked up the tale as he joined them. “and Harry decided 


he was going to make a midnight run to the Dragon and call on her captain." 
"Call on her..2" Rick looked confused. 


"Aye, Rick. We don't know what happened, all we know is he's never come back" 


"So what is your captain going to do?" 
Janick shrugged. "We don't know. He's heading for port now so we can do repairs and then.. we just don't know." 
"So, how did you manage to spirit the Ray away from her captain?" 


"Ah, it was easy. He was drunk, fat and stupid. He told me | could not be a pirate without a ship so | told him | 
would take his. He told me | couldn't. So, | simply showed him | could” 


Elliott leaned forward. "Listen to this Edward, it's straight out of your book" 

"The captain and | had been playing cards. He had lost most of his money, his watch and several other things | 
do not remember now. He wanted a chance to win everything back, so | told him if he put his ship up, then | 
would put everything | had in front of me in the pot.” 

"And he did?" 

"He did. His first mate tried to stop him but was rewarded for his good sense by a clout on his head." 


"The first hand was a draw, wasn't it Kai?" 


"It was. It was then he told me | could not be a pirate because | did not have a ship and could not even cheat 


good enough to win his." Kai shrugged. "The second hand he found | did cheat good. Or so he accused me." 

"He didn't try to..2" 

"Of course he did, but by now | was taking his ship if | had to cut it down and stick in a bottle! But | did not 
have to. He was so angry when he lost he up and stomped from the room, and we went to move my new 
ship." 

"We were pulling anchor to leave port the next day and he ran onto the wharf with the Royal guards, but 
they had to stop when they ran out of wood. He stood there, cursing me, but | gave up and went back to going 
over my new ship. So, now | am not only a pirate, | am a ship thief too." 

"Well, when handed that on a platter you do not turn it down" Edward refilled Kai's glass. 

"Edward, how did Harry..2" 


"He decided to row over to the Dragon in the middle of the night and surprise her captain" 


"To kill him?" 


Edward sighed. "Only if the plan was to fuck him to death." 


"Well Edward, that's your influence! You are the only one I've ever been aware of having the balls to take a 


Naval officer for a paramour before this!" 

Edward smirked. "Same one Joseph." 

"What?" 

"Indeed, same one." 

"So the one your first mate is fucking is the same one that you..?" 

Edward nodded. "Right 

Kai grinned. "Michael was right, he said there are no other like you or your crew." 
"Which is our whole reason for being here, Edward." 


"Ah, | had a feeling this was not a purely social call” Edward poured himself another glass of wine and leaned 


back in his chair. "So tell me, what is your reason?" 


"Come!" 


Adrian, Dave, Janick and Nicko entered the captain's quarters, waiting for him to finish making notes in his log 
before giving them his attention. Motioning them to sit, Head crossed one long lean leg over the other and 
studied them slowly. "This is not a subject open for discussion | will tell you the way it will be, and if you can 


live with it as such, then so be it. If you cannot, then you will be left behind in port with no less thought of 
you." 


"We will be joined by the Leppard and the Gamma Ray while we head into port. As soon as we are docked, the 
four of you may leave the Maiden and do what you can to try to find Harry. If you are able to find him and 
have him back on the ship before we are ready to leave, then he will answer to me for his stupidity and that 
will be the end of it. If you are unable to retrieve him before then, you may reboard and leave with us or 


stay and continue your efforts without assistance." 
"And if we find him but it takes more than the four of us? Will you help us Captain?" 


Head sighed. "Do you not think that this pains me to know if we are not in time he will die, Nicko?" 


"Nay Captain. We know it doesnt." 
"Good. We sail at dawn. Make ready." 


The last rays of moonlight were till holding onto their tenuous grip when the three ships slipped through the 
water, heading for an appointment with a destiny that none of them could ever comprehend. At full sail, flags 
proudly unfurled and snapping in the breeze, cutting a path of death and destruction that had they been seen 
would have left even the most powerful ships on the other side of law looking for cover to hide from their 
promised fury. 

The figure riding the bow of the center ship dared the winds, arms akimbo as he leaned into the force of the 
waves, the only give to the ramrod straightness of his body the slight dip in his knees when the keel would lift 
and crash back down, sending up a spray of water, making him laugh and throw back his head to howl with the 
groans of the timbers around him. 

"He is a demon" 

Captain Hansen laughed, looking over at Henjo. 

"He is, Henjo. And his men, and those he calls his friends, would ride straight to Hell with him." 

"What if we are, Captain?" 


"Then we ride in to welcoming arms Henjo!” Hansen clapped him on the back, "and we ride in with more glory 


than any other kingdom will offer!" 

"May | ask your business sir?" 

‘lm here to see my prisoner. | brought him in this morning from the Dragon" 
"That would be Harris, then?" 


"Aye." Bruce did his best to look bored, trying not to fidget as the man checked his list with painstaking 


slowness. 
"Right, he's just been brought back in. If you'll follow me sir" 


"Brought back in? From where?" 


“Sentencing, sir." 

"What? How could he been sentenced when there hasn't even been a trial?" 

"That's just a formality sir. He's set to go to the gallows noon tomorrow." 

"That's insane! How could he have been given a fair trial?" 

The guard shrugged. "Begging your pardon sir, but with these types they never have a full trial. Everyone 
knows they're pirates, so its a waste of time, easier just to declare them guilty and hang ‘em." Stopping in 
front of a door, the guard examined his keys. "Right, here it is." Opening the lock, he swung the door open and 
stepped back. "Best to leave your weapons outside, sir.” 

Bruce nodded, removing his sword and pistol and handing them to the guard. Giving assurances he would call 
when ready to leave or if there was trouble, Bruce stepped inside the cell and stood to let his eyes adjust to 
the dim light from the one tiny barred window more than ten feet above the ground. Jumping slightly when 
the door closed, Bruce picked his way across the filthy floor toward the figure curled against the wall 
"What do you want?" 


Bruce stopped, crouching down next to Steve. "| came to see how you were." 


A pained snort of laughter from under the matted curtain of hair was answer enough. "Oh, they'll treat me 


well enough Bruce. They want to be sure | can walk to the gallows tomorrow." 
"| should have just..." 
‘Its what you had to do Bruce. It's what you are." 


Bruce grimaced as he sat down on the pallet next to Steve. "I didn't have to. And then | had you whipped and 
still not believing what they are capable of | brought you here and they have already sealed your fate." 


"You are blinded by your own lust for revenge against Head, as any man would be. Do not think less of 


yourself. My fate has been written in stone since, well, since | first took up arms against the Baron's son" 


| shall ask for a stay until | can contact my superiors and..." Bruce's eyes widened at the shout of laughter, 
Steve's hand waving under his nose. 


"Would do no good Bruce. If they granted the stay, and they would want good reason to, they would not wait 


long enough for a letter to reach there and back. And what would your reason be for requesting the stay?" 


"That | was sure you would break under time and give me the information | need to capture Head" 


"But you know that isn't true Bruce." 
"| know. But they don't 


"And if they thought that the case | would be handed over to someone much more skilled than you or your 
Dickson." 


Bruce drew his knees up and wrapped his arms around them. "I fucked things badly." 

"You didn't Bruce. There is a time for all of us to face our Maker, if tomorrow is mine | go forth with no 
shame." Bruce jumped at a nip on his shoulder. "You can't stay Bruce. It will be known that you came here 
tonight and the longer you tarry will only make it worse for you." 


"Aye, | know." Bruce sighed, pushing himself to his feet. "Ill come by in the...” 


"Nay. Do not Bruce. You will be expected to be at the hanging though. Just forgive me if | do not make the 
effort to turn my eyes to you.” 


"Steve, |..." 

"Bruce, go..please." 

Glancing quickly at the door, Bruce bent over, resting his forehead against Steve's for a moment before 
straightening and calling for the guard. Without looking back, he left the cell, taking his weapons and rushing out 


the door to take deep gulps of air. Running his hand over his eyes, he leaned against the wall, waiting for his 


racing heart to slow. A shock of recognition made him bounce up on his toes. "I'll be damned. Head's cook!" 
Nicko swore loudly. "Its Dickinson" 


"Where?" Adrian turned, blatantly eyeing the man standing outside of the prison. "Must have stopped by to 


gloat one last time." 

| say we take him and offer to trade for Harry." 

"They wouldn't trade Davey. Not for a lowly first time captain 
"Nicko. He's coming over here...” 

"Bloody hell, so he is." 


"Should we..2" 


"Be quiet, let me handle this..." 

None of them had any idea what to expect from the Naval captain, would he would warn them off or tell them 
they were too late? Every single thing he could have said played through the four's minds in rapid succession, 
thought and discarded. 

Everything but one. 

"Take me to Head" 

"then we will be able to...” 


Captain Head looked up at the insistent knock. "Come!" 


The door flew open, a very flushed Janick entering with an equally flustered Dave. "Someone here to see you 


Captain Head" 

"You got him?" 

"Not exactly..." Janick stepped to the side to allow the visitor to enter the cabin 

Even without the reaction from Head both Elliott and Hansen would have been shocked to the nines to see a 
Royal Naval officer in full Captain's dress enter the pirate's chambers. A querulous arch where Edward's 


eyebrow should have been was his astounded reaction to the gasps from the other captains. 


"Well, Captain Dickinson, to what do | owe this honor?" 
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"Head." 

"To what do | owe this dubious honor?" 

"Certainly not for the pleasure of your company." 

"How many men accompanied him Adrian?" 

"None, sir." 

"Alone? Well, your brain still has not caught up to your balls." 


"As much as | would love to take the time to debate you on ball size in relation to brain size Head, | do not 


have the time. And believe me, if this had anything to do with your balls or brain | would not be here." 
Dickinson and Head could hear the soft coughs and throat clearings from the other men in the room as they 
attempted to maintain control. Several long choking fits were set off when Bruce stalked forward, crossing his 
arms and tipping his head back, eyes narrowed to slits. Standing well over a foot shorter than the captain of 
the hon Maiden, he none the less set an imposing figure with attitude and look. 

"What do you want Dickinson?" 

"I want to know what you are going to do about Steve." 

Head snorted. "So you can set us up when we go in after him?" 


"No, so | can tell you not to dally too long. He is scheduled to hang at noon on the morrow.’ 


"Then there is nothing we can do. Even if we could remove him we would not be able to leave port until 


sometime tomorrow eve." 
"There is no one that would help you? Remove him and then meet you someplace like Boar's Cove?" 


"| could do that Edward. If you can free him within the next several hours we can be ready at morning tide 


and be away with him." 


Bruce spun around, eyeing up the tall black-haired man standing in the doorway. "Captain Weikath of the 


Helloween?" 

Michael nodded, giving a short bow. "And you are..2" 

"Captain Bruce Dickinson of the Dragon" 

"Well, remind me next time to ask before | willingly commit high treason" 

"F he is taken from the jail the Maiden will never be allowed to leave port. All suspicion would fall on us." 


"But what better way to have proof of not being involved Edward? A Royal Navy captain keeping your ship 


under watch and no one is seen leaving or coming." 
Bruce nodded, eyes narrowed in thought. "Aye, what better way indeed. Are you familiar with the jail Weikath?" 


| have seen the inside of it a time or two." Moving over to the table, Michael grabbed several sheets of 
parchment and dipped a pen before handing it to Bruce. "Draw me a map to show where he is. Mark any guard 
stations along the way. Markus, return to the ship and fetch Andi, Sascha, Dani and Rob. Adrian, round up and 
account for everyone that belongs on the Maiden and make sure they stay here. They are not to leave for 


any reason. Joseph, Kai let us see what we can find as the best way.’ 


"Wait a fucking minute!" Hands curled into fists, Edward glared at the group of men. "Has it occurred to any 


one of you this could well be a trap?" 

Bruce stood his ground as the four pirate captains turned to face him. Flipping his cape back over his shoulder, 
Weikath extended a single long, corpse pale finger and gently tapped the end of his nose. "If this is a trap, what 
you experienced under Edward will be nothing compared to what my crew will do." 

Forcing his eyes to remain steady, Bruce nodded. "I cannot be responsible for his death. Not like this.” 

For a moment something human glimmered in those ice blue eyes. "Good, then let us make our plans." 

Four heads bent over the table, asking questions and detailing doors and stations. Edward shook his head, 
throwing his hands in the air and spinning around, walking over to a low couch and flinging himself down next to 
Kirk. Slim fingers stroked his arm, drawing his eyes around, the red embers dying out as he stared into the 
black depths of Kirk's gaze. With a rueful grin, Edward winked at him. "They will search the ship, and they wil 
question who you are." 


"| know. | will tell them | serve you." 


"You do not wish to leave?" 


Kirk blushed, dropping his eyes. "Nay, unless you wish me to." 

Edward grumbled, pulling the smaller man onto his lap and fondling him without shame, uncaring that 
conversation had ceased and they had become the object of everyone's gaze until a loud snort made them 
both look up. Flashing them all a very wicked grin, Edward stood, throwing Kirk over his shoulder and giving him 
a gentle slap on his bottom as they headed for the door. "Since it's best to know nothing we'll be on deck if 
you need us." 

"Please tell me he doesn't have prisoners on the ship." 


"A few. And yes, that is one, but | do not think he objects to his position" 


Bruce groaned. "It would be best if he moves them all tonight then. It would just be an added complication when 


we search the ship tomorrow. And he had best make himself scarce as well." 


"Nay, he will be fine. He will take the Maiden out far enough that she will not be under land law and he will let 


you board but there is nothing you can do unless you find him in an act of piracy." 
Bruce shook his head. "You know your laws." 


Weikath clamped his pipe between his teeth, patting his pockets absently for matches. "It is why we are still 


here.” 

"Yet it seems there are some within your own ranks that you do not harbor good will for.” 

"And you, Bruce? You think that all of the officers in your Navy are good?" 

"No, of course not.” 

"And the same for us." The Leppards captain sighed, searching his mind for the best way of explanation. "There 
are some, such as Edward and Michael, who have garnered reputations for being cruel, yet the both have the 
most loyal of crews you will find Their cruelty, if examined more closely, shows a reason behind most of it" 


Michael cocked his head as he watched Bruce's reactions to the words before speaking himself. 


"Edward is as much feared for his appearance as he is for his actions. And | am as much feared for my lack 


of emotion during my actions." 
"Well, | cannot say anything about you, but | can say Head lives up to his.” 


"Do you know he still tells that story? And he tells it with humor, for the way you stood up to him." 


Bruce flushed. "Yes, although he leaves out what he did in retaliation for my actions in standing up to him." 
Pouring a glass of wine, Michael handed it to Bruce. "He intended to kill you. What made him hesitate was that 
when it was over you stood in front of him and laughed, asking was that his best for if it was he would need 
to try again to break you to his will” 

"He seems to respect you," said Kai, smiling at the startled Naval captain 

Michael and Joseph nodded. "Kai is correct. He does. And that you have come here in an effort to get Harry 


back adds to that respect." Michael tapped his glass against Bruce's. "Now let us finish so we can be ready 


when my crew returns." 
"If they know the Maiden is in port why would they not have him more heavily guarded?" 


"They think they are safe behind their stone walls Janick" Sascha grinned, giving him a thump in the chest. 
"And it is better for us they do think it!" 


‘Is everything ready?" 

Sascha turned to face his captain. "Aye, sir. Dani, Rob, Markus and Andi are waiting on the wharf for us" 
"Then let us be off. The boats are waiting to row us out to the Helloween?" 

"Yes, we have six longboats so we will not be overloaded, three from the Ray and three from the Leppard 
They will then head back to their ships, passing by the Maiden to remove the prisoners. They will be loaded 
onto the Ray which will then leave and rendezvous with us at Boar's Head Cove, followed as soon as it can by 
the Leppard and the Maiden" 

"Very good. Let us go." Stopping after several long strides, the captain of the Helloween turned and narrowed 
his eyes at Adrian, Dave and Janick. "I have told Edward and now | tell you. If intentional harm befalls Dickinson 
| will be no more pleased than your own master." 

"Aye, Captain Weikath, and our thanks." 

"Don't thank me yet, he's still got his appointment.” 


Steve heard the commotion from the end of the corridor, a loud accented voice raised in drunken irritation. 
Wincing, he pushed himself upright on the straw pallet, his mind finally clearing enough to recognize the voice 


of..Weikath? What was he doing here? 


Stumbling booted footsteps made their way toward his cell. "Fine! Send for your captain, send for your admiral, 
send for your queen if you like! But this black hearted bastard owes me money from cards and the 
satisfaction of planting my boot in his arse for cheating at the same! And | will have my satisfaction before 
you do something as silly as hang him! Now open this door!" 


The ranting voice quieted as the owner was guided down the hall, replaced by an urgent whisper right outside 
the door. "Just give him enough time to scream at the thief and give him a slap or two and he'll go home 
happy and vindicated. If you do not, he'll stay here until he sobers up or passes out, either of which could take 
till morning! Who's going to tell? And my master can be quite generous to those who look after him." 


Steve let out the breath he had been holding as the key was fumbled into the lock, the soft click echoing 
loudly in his mind. "Ah! Good! Now, out of my way!" The door slammed open, admitting a tall man dressed head 
to foot in black, pale white skin almost glowing in the light from the lanterns held by the guards. Ice blue eyes 
sought and found Steve, one dropping in a swift wink as he crossed the room. "Thief! Vermin! Bastard shit!" 
Reaching down, long fingers curled around Steve's biceps and yanked him to his feet. 


"Thought you would get away from me by a simple dying? Hal Not until | have my time to teach you some 
things!" 


"Someone should teach you how to play cards!" 


Markus groaned, ducking as Weikath's hand shot out, back handing Steve and sending him crashing into the wall. 
Turning, he threw up those long hands, accidentally catching the guard closest to him under the chin and 
sending him reeling backwards. Andi immediately spun, sweeping the legs out from under the other guard and 


giving him a firm rap on the side of his head with the handle of his dirk. 


Laughing, Weikath turned back and offered his hand to Steve, pulling him to his feet. "For that, next time | will 
show you how bad you play." Stepping out of the way, they watched as Sascha and Andi stripped the guards, 
tying them together in what could only be described as a very bawdy position 


Stepping to the door, they waited until Dani and Rob signaled all was clear before leaving the cell, breaking the 
key in the lock and taking the ring outside then throwing it into the high grasses. Wasting no time in 
conversation, the group hurried to the wharf and split into the boats, lying low as the oars cut swiftly 
through the water, heading at the fastest possible speed for the Helloween 


"Captain, where..." 


Weikath put his finger to his lips and shook his head. Swearing silently, Steve crouched down, watching the 
Maiden sitting silent in the water as they rowed past her. Reaching the side of the Helloween, rope ladders 
were dropped, the seven scrambling up her sides and slipping onto the darkened deck. With a snap of canvas, 
sails were unfurled to catch the light winds, the anchor raised as the ship turned to move out to sea Markus 


caught Steve's arm, motioning with his head for Steve to follow him to the captain's quarters. 


Sinking down into a chair with a sigh, Steve let his head fall forward, carefully running his hand over the back 
of his neck as he waited for Captain Weikath to join them. A soft knock brought with it the smell of something 
that had his stomach reacting so happily Markus was nearly doubled over at the noises as he opened the door. 
"Quick Stefan, before he begins to gnaw on the wood!" 


Harry felt the rush of heat in his cheeks, joining in the laughter and shrugging at Markus. "Im bloody starving. 
You should see what they offer as food in that jail." 


"Captain Weikath said not to wait, he will join you in a few minutes but he was sure you were quite hungry. I'll 


also arrange to have a bath set up and l'm sure we can find something to fit you." 


Lifting a lid at random, Steve gave a happy groan and stabbed a slice of meat, leaning back in his chair and 


chewing slowly. "Thanks Stefan, | fear the way | smell | am not fit company for man or beast" 


"You may not be but that does not mean you aren't a pretty sight." Untying his cloak, Weikath held up his 
hand, waving Steve back to eating. "Ill talk, you eat" 


Sinking into his chair, Weikath began patting his pockets, letting out a happy cry as he pulled his pipe and pouch 
free. "Now, where to start? Ah, we will be rendezvousing with the Maiden within a day or two. To be sure 
their reactions to the news show no less than honest surprise, they will not be told of the successful 
completion of our task tonight. Instead, when a troop of Naval guards led by one very angry and looking for 
blood Captain Dickinson storms the Maiden in the morning, they will find that the notorious pirate Harry Harris 
has escaped with the help of some other scalawags." 


Steve swallowed hard. "Bruce?" 


Captain Weikath tipped his chair back, crossing his legs and resting his booted feet on the table as he lit his 
pipe. "Aye, Bruce." 


"He is part of this?" 


"He did not tell you? This was his plan. He saw Nicko and recognized him and insisted on being brought to see 


Edward." 

"That had to have been a sight to see." 

"It was. He didn't back down at all. It was decided the best way to do it was for the Helloween's crew to take 
you from the jail and spirit you away while the Dragon kept a close watch on the Maiden, thus adverting any 


suspicion of her involvement" 


"How angry is Captain Head?" 


"Oh, he's right angry with you Harry. And | would say prepare yourself for a right bollocking." Setting his pipe 
to the side, Weikath began fixing his own plate. "So until then, finish eating, go get cleaned up and get some 
rest. And I'll have the healer come take a look at your back" 

"You saw?" 

"No, but | can see you are in pain and that would be my guess as to why. Now eat.” 

"Captain Weikath?" 

"Aye?" 

"My thanks." 

An amused snort was accompanied by a wink. "See if you still feel the same after you see him, Harry." 


Cursing Bruce through gritted teeth, Steve carefully drew the bathing cloth across his back, rolling his eyes 

when he caught sight of an amused Markus standing in the doorway. Raising his left hand, Markus wiggled his 
eyebrows. "Some of the captain's private stock" Raising his right. "Salve for your back. Scared off the healer 

did you?" 


"The toad. The areas in need of his seeing are on my back, not my balls." 
"He believes in thorough service." 

"Bloody hell Markus, | prefer even my female lovers to be less simpering.” 
"He does cut quite the figure in high court dress." 


Steve made rude gagging noises. "Halt Markus, before you have me lay waste to all this good food | have 
pushed down my gullet.” 


“Cannot have that now can we?" After helping Steve with the salve, the two men sat, catching up and doing 
damage to the captain's personal stock until Steve's eyes would not stay open. Bidding each other good night, 
Steve stared out the porthole for a time after Markus had left, feeling the familiar motions of the ship under 
his feet and the smell of the air, remembering all the reasons why he wanted to be nowhere but in the life he 
lead. Blowing out the lantern, Steve crawled into bed, letting his aching body sink into the softness of the 


mattress under him. 


"Here they come." 

Adrian nodded, watching as the longboats moved in to surround the Maiden "Go get the captain Davey." 
“Ahoy hon Maider! Stand and prepare to be boarded by order of the King!" 

"Pretentious bastards." Raising his voice, Captain Head laughed, sweeping his arm across his body and giving a 
mocking bow. "Board away! We have done no wrong! We are simply here to repair our vessel after being 
attacked by scoundrels, nothing more!" 

Two heavy thumps marked the placements of a dual plank that was held firmly in place by several crewman 
as the captain and first mate of the Dragon climbed aboard. Both men in full dress uniform, they wasted no 
time on simple pleasantries, instead aggressively planting themselves right in the face of the Maiden's captain. 
"Where is he?" 

"Where is who?" 


"Do not act as if you do not know Head! Where is he?" 


"Well, you seem to have me at a disadvantage here. You know who | am, you know whom you seek -- and I'm 


lost in the dark." 
"Captain Bruce Dickinson of the Dragon And you know well for whom | seek. Steve Harris. Where is he?" 


"| would be interested in knowing that myself Captain Dickinson. He left my ship the other morn and has never 


returned, and he did so without my permission" 


"Begging your pardon sir, but | do not think even this bastard would be arrogant enough to think to hide him 
on the Maiden We should check the ships that arrived with him." 


Bruce's eyes narrowed as if the thought had never occurred to him. "You lead the search here Mr. Dickson, I'll 
have a look on the Leppard and the Gamma Ray. Anyone found to be harboring the fugitive is to be taken into 
custody. ls that understood?" 


"Aye Captain" Chest puffed with his own self importance at the assigned task, the first mate went to 


assemble and dispatch the search teams. 
"Bloody fool.” Edward had to stop himself from snorting in amusement. "Any word?" 


"Nay, nor did | expect any. We watched the longboats row them out to the Helloween but made no sign that we 


were aware of their presence." 


If you had seen how they left the guards...” 


"I can but imagine with them. Keep in your mind this is a man who will fire a pumpkin onto a crowded deck just 


to see how many men he can make scream like a maid and run for cover." 


"Just do not react, Edward, and this will be done soon" Bruce stepped back, flicking a dismissive hand. "I know 


who and what you are. And your day will come to answer to me, Head." 


"I look forward to it, Dickinson!" Edward watched him disembark, stepping carefully to another longboat and 


striking a course for the Leppard her captain and crew watching him draw closer. 


Searches of the Leppard and the Gamma Ray complete, Bruce gnawed his lip as he watched the activity on the 
Maider’s deck. Nothing had been found amiss on either ship, and he was at a loss as to what could be taking so 
long for the Maiden's search; in fact, he had expected it to be completed before the Leppara's 


"Alessandro!" Bruce rolled his eyes; the kid always had an air of waiting to be kicked. "Take one of the boats 
and go back to the Maiden and tell Dickson if he has not found anything by now there is either nothing to be 
found or he is too stupid to find it! Tell him | want a full report in my quarters as soon as he returns to 


shore." 


Striding away from the dock, Bruce felt the tension in his body beginning to ease. Steve was gone, safe on the 
Helloween and it looked as if they had executed the plan to perfection. Now, he could use a drink... 


"You have seen the crew." 
"I want to see them again" 


Adrian ground his teeth, giving Janick a sharp jerk of his head. Janick sighed, calling the crew to assemble on 
the deck once more, the men showing their impatience and irritation with the behavior of the Naval officer. 


Lacing his fingers behind his back, Dickson slowly paced the lines, stopping and staring intently into each face 
before moving on. Again, as he had on several passes, one gave him pause. Small, skin not the weathered 
bronze of most of the crew but instead a molten gold, long black curls held back by a leather loop, white 
blouse open down to his waist and tucked into short black breeches. The nagging in Dickson's mind came from 
the odd pieces of metal inserted through different parts of the man. Under his lip, the side of his nose and 


when he moved just right, flashes at his nipples and his navel. 


"Mr. Dickson! Captain Dickinson asks that you return to shore and report the reason why you've not completed 
the search." Jogging to a stop beside the first mate, Alessandro's jaw practically hit his chest. "I will be 


damned sir! ls that..?" 

"No..fuck!" Davey's eyes sought Nicko's. "Get Head!" 

"Aye it is! There are some people who will be quite happy to know you're alive!" 

Kirk shifted uncomfortably. "| am not a prisoner, | am here of my own will and do not wish to leave." 
"What's going on?" 


Mr. Dickson spun round, smirking at the captain "Should have kept this one out of sight! Arrogant bastard, you 
think we would not recognize him? And he stays here of his own free will after you slaughtered his family?" 


"He did not slaughter anyone. | choose to stay.” 
"Kirk, would you care to explain this?" 


"My family are to our tribe what King George is to yours. We were attacked while sailing to a wedding which 
was how | became the property of the pirate that lost me at cards." 


A low growl rumbled through Head's chest. "He is here as my guest, he is free to leave at any time." 


"Then you won't mind if he leaves right now." Taking Kirk's arm, Dickson began to drag him from the assembled 
crewmen. Without thinking, Nicko stepped forward to take Kirk's other arm. 


"Just a minute now, Kirk said he..." 


A scream of pain, a roar of anger and suddenly all hell broke loose on the deck of the Maiden Using Kirk as a 
shield, Dickson ran for the side of the ship, shoving him over the rail and jumping into the long boat beside 
him, closely followed by Alessandro. Head's screams for his crew to hold froze them in their tracks, the 
captain's eyes red as he paced to the front of the ship, leaning over the rail and hissing. 


Kirk huddled in the bottom of the boat, several small cuts oozing bright red against his skin, cowering from 
the enraged pirate captain above him. "You have sealed your fate Dickson! Hide yourself well, but there is no 
place to escape from mel” Spinning away, Head screamed for the anchors to be raised and sail set immediately. 
Crossing back over to the still form resting on Janick's lap, Head groaned and dropped to his knees. 


"Get him to his cabin. And get me to Boar's Head..now...” 
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"The ron Maiden approaching, captain!" 
Weikath laughed at the palpable excitement coming off Harry. "Missed her did you?" 

"Aye, she is as much a part of me as my very breath" 

"Boat lowered and ready Captain Weikath’ 

"Shall we Harry?" Weikath laughed as he followed Steve over the side of the ship and settled in for the short 
trip to the Maiden Eyes puzzled by the mixed reactions on the faces that awaited them, Weikath touched 


Harry's arm. "Seems he is a bit more angry than we thought. Let me handle this." 


Sascha and Markus maneuvered the longboat against the side of the Maiden, holding the rope ladder steady as 
Captain Weikath looked up at Adrian. "Permission to board?" 


"Aye Captain Weikath." 


Adrian stepped back, motioning Janick and Davey forward to greet the Helloween's captain as he stepped onto 
the deck. Turning back, he looked down. "Coming Harry?" 


With a short nod, Harry scrambled up the side of the ship, stopping with both feet on the Maiden's deck and 
letting out a deep sigh. "I didn't think I'd ever see her again" Looking round at the three crewman, he grinned. 


"You lot either." 


"Harry.Mr. Harris..fuck!" Adrian took a deep breath. "Captain Head has ordered you to be confined to quarters 


until he has the time to deal with your transgressions. Please come with us.” 
"Wait.what is this, Adrian?" 


‘Captain Weikath, we don't like it either but he's not in a mood to be trifled with. It's better this way, for 


everyone." 


"Adrian, your orders did not include wasting time explaining things. Escort Harris to his quarters and remain 


outside there. Michael, if you'll come with me." 


The confusion on Harry's face was only compounded by the bare acknowledgment of his presence by the 
captain. Stepping forward, he placed a hand on his wrist. "Captain, | know I've..." 


The crack of Head's hand against Harry's face was still ringing across the water as Sascha and Markus moved 
to his side and helped him to his feet. A cut above his eye sent a slow river of blood down his cheek, his body 


trembling with a mixture of emotions as he stared at Head. 

"You know nothing Now, take him to his quarters before | lose what little control | have left!" 
"Maybe it would be better if he returns to the Helloween' 

"No! You deal with your crew as you see fit Weikath, and allow me to deal with mine." 


"Easy, Edward. Come, let us talk about this. Sascha, Markus, assist in what way you are able." Taking Head's 
arm, Weikath led him toward his quarters. 


Head down, Harry stumbled off toward the crew quarters, arms locked around himself. Stepping over the 
threshold, he nodded at Adrian, sitting on the edge of the bed and burying his face in his hands. "Janick, watch 
for anyone.” Adrian walked over and sat down next to him, throwing his arm over his shoulders. "We're all glad 
you're back Harry, even him. He's just had a rough couple of days and you know its always better when he can 


have a scapegoat." 
"What happened?" 


“That fucking bastard Dickson happened. Captain Dickinson stuck to his word, he left Dickson to search the 
Maiden while he searched the Leppard and the Ray and of course found nothing. Dickson did though." Adrian 
sighed and shook his head before continuing. 


"Kirk. He didn't want to leave the Maiden, so the captain let him stay. What the captain didn't know was that 
the Royal Navy had been looking for him for almost a year." 


Harry looked up, shaking his head in confusion. Sascha grimaced, pouring water into a basin and dipping a rag in 


it, bringing it back to press it against the cut over Harry's eye. "Thanks. Why were they looking for him?" 
"He's some sort of king or prince or something.” 
"But he was here because he wanted to be right?" 


Dave nodded. "Right Markus, but Dickson decided he was taking him off the Maiden anyway since he was sure 
he was only saying that out of fear for his life." 


"And if | hadn't left the ship..none of this would have happened" 


‘It gets worse Harry." 

Steve groaned. "How?" 

Adrian and Dave looked at each other. "Nicko" 
"Nicko?" 

"Aye, he grabbed Kirk's arm and Dickson... 

"Dickson slashed his sword down across his forearm." 
Harry's head shook violently. "Nay, he can't be...” 
"Nay, he's alive, just lacking his arm." 

Markus stood. "Is he in his quarters?" 

"Aye. Nay, Harry, you can't" 


Markus shook his head. "I will let him know you are here and want to see him Harry. But Adrian is right. You 
would be tempting every fate to disobey Head on this." 


"Edward, | understand your anger, but to make him at fault for this is a bit beyond the realm of even my 
mind." 


"If he had kept his arse on the Maiden where it belonged none of this would have happened!" 


"Or it might have happened regardless. Oh come now Edward, how long have we known each other? And how 
many things could | tell of where you have let much less significant things other than your brain lead you? Or 
could you tell of me? If you had done as Bruce said and made Kirk leave the Maiden for the Leppard or the 
Ray, or even the Helloween, this would not have occurred. If Kirk had been honest with you and told you who 


he was you would have made him leave. And what is it that has you so angry?" 


A steady rumbling from the Maidens captain made Weikath roll his eyes. "Do not growl at me Edward. It no 
longer impresses me. You are acting a fool. And since we have plans to make for less than a fortnight away, 
you need to stop thinking about this and start behaving as the most feared pirate on the seas. Now, | am 
going home. And you, go see Harry. And then both, go see Nicko." 


Edward watched Michael leave, his eyes red tinged. Yes. Go see Harry. What a splendid idea 


Harry looked up as the door to the cabin opened, quickly rising to his feet as Captain Head stepped through. 
Keeping his head down and his mouth shut, he waited; he knew that when Head wanted him to speak he would 


let him know. 

"Why?" 

"It was something | felt | had to do, sir." 

"There are more than enough on board this ship that would suck your dick" 

“That wasn't what it was about sir. l." 

"Shut up. | do not care what your reasons were. What | care about is that you've cost me one of the best 
crewman I've ever had, a quite enjoyable bed warmer and several very anxious days because you were 
unhappy with the my treatment of your new friend. Close it Harry. Right now speaking is not a good idea" Head 
began to pace. "So, what can you do to make this up? | would have you cook, but the crewmen do not deserve 
the additional punishment. However, you will be spending a good deal of time cleaning the galley. Since you are 
also responsible for the loss of the new scully maid. And you will do whatever Nicko requests of you. If he has 
to take a piss and tells you told his dick you do it -- understand?" 

Harry nodded. "Aye, Captain." 


‘I'm not finished yet. You are also personally responsible for Nicko's safety. Since he is no longer able to wield a 


cutlass or even reload his own shot, that will be your job as well." 

"Aye, Captain” 

"You also cost Adrian, Janick and Dave a gift | had given them. You will replace that gift. OF course, knowing 
them, they will not take advantage of this, however if they do you will do whatever is asked." A long, gnarled 
finger tapped gently against Head's chin. "Then again, | could order them to." 


Steve's hands had curled into fists, the muscle in the side of his jaw working furiously. 


"Now, with me, you do not have that leisure. You have no choice. | will take advantage of it and take advantage 


of it often. Do | make myself clear?" 


"Aye, Captain" The words were hissed through teeth clenched so tightly Head was surprised not to see bits of 
them spilling from Harry's mouth. 


"Good. Right now you will report to Nicko and see if there is anything you can do for him. You will then return 


here, under escort, and inform your guard that you are awaiting my leisure." The captain headed for the door, 


placing his hand on the knob before continuing. "And Harry? Make sure you're ready for me, because | won't 


bother." 


The downcast eyes told Harry in no uncertain terms that Janick had heard every word from the captain 
Thankfully, he made no comment, simply escorting Harry through the maze of the ships corridors until the 
reached Nicko's quarters. Janick rapped once before opening the door and pushing his head inside. Ducking back 
out, he waved Harry through. 


Taking a deep breath, Harry slipped into the room, his eye instinctively searching out Nicko before going to 
him, his face pinched as he looked at the large cluster of bandages wrapped around the abrupt ending of 
Nicko's arm. 

"Bloody hell, Nick..." 

"Nay, it isn't your fault Harry. You weren't even here when it happened.” 

Harry shook his head. "Still , Nicko..." 

"What would have been different? | still would have tried to stop them from taking Kirk. And the stupid first 
mate still would have..." Nicko winced as he shifted his arm. "And the captain will get over it in time. Right now 


he's too upset about my fruit loaf to think straight." 


Harry chuckled. "Aye, one good thing to look at" His face sober again, Harry looked at Nicko. "Whatever you 
need me for I'm here to do Nick. Anything." 


"I know Harry, | know." 


Harry stood in his cabin, hearing the quiet sounds as the ship settled in After sitting with Nicko until a dose 
of herbs had sent him off to sleep, Janick had escorted him back to his quarters, again at a loss for 
something to say. After several stalled attempts, Harry squeezed his shoulder and shook his head. "Itll take 


some time Jan, but everything will be fine." 
"Harry, the crew aren't going to sit back and let hirn...” 


"Nay! You tell them from me that this must be allowed to run its course. He is our captain and that is where 


your loyalty should lie." 


"Nice to hear you remember that Mr. Harris. Janick, you're dismissed." 


Janick nodded, shooting a glance at Harry before leaving. Taking a deep breath, Harry turned to face the 


captain. 
"Oh no, | can't stand to look at you. Turn around and bend over the table Harry. Oh, and drop your breeches." 


Putting his back to the captain, Harry felt the shaking in his hands as he undid the lacing, pushing his breeches 
down over his thighs and resting his hands on the edges of the table. The rough wood bit into his palms, his 
heart beating so hard he could her it echoing inside his chest. Say something Harris! Movement behind him 
made him tense even more, his legs shaking so hard he thought that his knees would give at any time. You 
know he's just doing this because its the worst thing he can do fo insult your pride! Tell him that! 


Coarse fingers curled around Harry's hips, making him start and pull away instinctively. "Fighting me will do you 
no good." The chill down his spine from the soft words was nothing compared to the spike of terror as the 
head of the captain's cock pushed into his cleft. "Now, didn't | tell you to make yourself ready?" One hand 
wrapped itself in Harry's hair, the other taking a firm grip of that obscenity jutting from between Head's legs. 


"But too late now. So Harry, going to scream for me like Bruce did?" 


Terror was replaced by anger; opening his mouth to reply Harry suddenly bit down on his tongue as Edward 
slammed his hips forward, ripping Harry open as he buried himself deep inside his arse. Clamping his teeth 
down on his lip, Harry screwed his eyes shut, tears of humiliation and pain weaving their way down his face as 
Head battered his body, making no effort to take the time to allow his arse to adjust to his cock, instead 
stabbing it hard and deep. 


Grunts with every hard thrust into Harry's arse, moans as Head pulled back watching the slow emergence of 


his cock, covered in blood and waste, the shaft lubing itself as precum spread down from the tip. 


Harry shuddered as Head's fingers dug into his back, the sharp nails tearing through the still tender skin, the 
pain there almost as bad as the burning stabs into his arse. Reaching around, Head was surprised to find 
Harry's cock limp and unresponsive, pulling and tugging the flesh hard. The slap of his thighs against Steve's 
made him laugh, his cock swelling inside the tight passage as he fucked him hard. 


‘lm going to enjoy doing this to you, and often too." Giving Harry's hair a hard pull, Head bent over his back 
and sank his teeth into the juncture of shoulder and neck, snarling and lapping the blood that filled his mouth. 
The sudden snap of pain was like a release to Harry's mind, no longer trapped in the nightmare occurring but 


instead slipping free and leaving his body to deal with the humiliation and pain. 


Several violent thrusts that nearly lifted his feet from the floor and the howl of release from the captain 
filled the cabin, his crotch grinding against Harry's arse as he filled him with his seed. Staggering back, he 
laughed as Harry finally cried out, the pain of Edward's cock being yanked from his arse followed by a rush of 
blood and semen that ran down his thighs. 


Fingers clenched so tight on the wood that his knuckles were white were the only things that kept Harry on his 
feet, his head hanging as the captain sighed and tucked his cock away. 


"Not bad, Harry. Next time, we'll see how well you suck" The closing of the door acted as if a string had been 
pulled; Harry's legs gave way and sent him slipping to the floor. Moaning, he crawled to his bed, nearly 
screaming when abused muscles fought even the smallest of motions. Pulling the sheets over himself, Harry 
curled into a ball, trying to block out everything that had just happened, yet knowing in his heart and mind that 


a line had been crossed that could never be forgotten 


Captain Head surveyed the ships around them, the Maiden nestled between the Helloween and the Leppard with 
the Gamma Ray resting quietly off her stern His eyes followed Harry as he moved slowly across the deck, a 
quiet word here, a short nod and a grin here, the men reacting as if he had never been gone. Despite several 
more intimate encounters, he had been unable to rattle the first mate, instead starting to feel as if he was 
the one being punished instead of Harry. 

"He's watching you again, Harry." 

"Aye Davey, | feel it" 

"Do you think he's up to something?" 

"With him | would never think anything else. But whatever it is Davey, | can't say | don't deserve it" 

"Mr. Harris!" 

Harry shook his head. "Just remember this is only at me and his anger at what I've cost him. And Nicko." 
"But Harry..!" 

"Mr. Harris" 

Steve ground his teeth, turning and heading to where the captain was sitting. "You wanted me sir?" 

"| did On your knees." 

" What?" 

"Did | stutter? On. Your. Knees." 


"Here? On deck? In front of..?" 


"Here. On deck. In front of anyone that cares to watch." 


Steve shook his head, very slowly. 

"Nay." 

Head jumped to his feet, grabbing Harry by the throat. "You are daring to tell me nay?" 

"I have accepted everything you have taken from me, but not this." 

With a roar, Head threw Harry across the deck, stalking after him and wrapping his hand in his hair, lifting him 
and dragging him to the mid mast. Bellowing for ropes, he dropped him there, watching as Harry was lashed to 
the wooden beam. 

‘On your feet." 

Snatching the cat ‘o' nines, the captain stared at it for a moment before letting out a soft laugh and tossing it 
to the side. Harry stood, bracing his legs and dropping his head, waiting for whatever would follow, the still 
tender skin of his back already screaming. Davey's cry of surprise made him tense, a snarl from Head the only 
warning before a spat of liquid fire tore into him. 

Not the cat. 

If the cat was torture, this was death. 

The bullwhip. More than twenty feet of braided leather. 

Inflicter of massive pain, used by them all at one point or another to behead a rat with one blow. The ragged 
leather was kept hardened by gore and torn flesh left to dry, promising infection if the beating was survived. 
The cries of the crew barely penetrated the screaming inside Harry's mind as the second blow wrapped around 
his ribs, ripping skin and cloth as it was viciously yanked free. His knees gave, and without even realizing he 
slumped to the ground, shuddering as he waited for the next stroke to fall. 

"Every protest, every scream adds another!" Drawing his arm back, Head swung again, laughing as Harry's 
body arched. Fingers caught his wrist before the next blow could fall, the hand nearly as large as the captain's 
own. Spinning round, Head let out a banshee wail, his eyes glowing red as they stared into Nicko's. 

"No more, Edward. You'll kill him." 

"Bah! Maybe that's my intention!" 

"Nay Edward. And hurting him isn't making you feel any better." 


Running footsteps crossed the deck, the Maiden suddenly overrun by captains and crews from the surrounding 


ships, drawn by the commotion and the scream from Head. Weikath and Hansen were crouched next to Harry, 


muttering quietly with their ship's healers. At an unspoken signal, Harry was carefully lifted between Sascha, 
Markus and Henjo and carried toward the open rail. 


Weikath snarled as he swept by Head. "I am taking him to the Helloween When he heals, | will offer him a place 


on her, or he can choose to come back. Until then, he is under my protection" 
"| told you not to interfere with my crew.’ 


‘Someone must Edward, before you have none. Look around you. Look at the faces of your crew.’ With that 


parting shot, Weikath followed the men bearing Harry's limp form from the ship. 


"He's right, Edward" The Leppard's captain moved closer, keeping his voice quiet. "It isn't they do not understand 
the discipline. But there is a limit to what even they will tolerate.” 


Adrian trotted up to the group, clutching a small pot. "This is what he's been putting on the old marks, should | 
see that the Helloweer's healer gets it?" 


"Old marks?" 

Adrian nodded. "Aye, he had been given forty lashes with the cat when he was on the Dragon" 

"And no one thought to tell me this?" 

"Harry said it wasn't important. He was determined to take your punishment without complaint Captain Head." 
"All of your punishment" Nicko's voice was quiet, even through the soft tone the words struck hard. "He loves 
this ship as much as you do Edward, and he would put himself in front of any of us if he thought it would 
save our life over his. And you know that, yet you've made it clear to him that isn't good enough. So you see 
fit to rip his pride away from him, and he is letting you. You question his loyalty yet he does not question 
yours." 

Taking the pot from Adrian's hand, Head left without speaking a word. The small group watched him cross the 
planks running between the Maiden and the Helloween, stopping to speak briefly with Andi before being guided 
inside. 

"Think Michael will let him see Harry?" 

"l'm not sure Captain Elliott, Captain Weikath was rather incensed by his behavior." 


"Well, if those two decide to start rolling around the deck l'm sitting back and watching." 


Nicko grinned. "Not me! I've got a couple quid I'm puttin’ right down on Weikath!" 


"Captain Weikath? Captain Head is outside." 

A soft snort accompanied a raised eyebrow. "And he is demanding to be admitted?" 
"He just asked to speak with you." 

With a nod, Weikath went out of the cabin. "Edward?" 

"How is he?" 


"He is not so well. The marks he still bears are inflamed and painful, the new lashes are nearly bone deep and | 


shudder to think where the other marks are from.” 


"| didn't know he had been beaten Michael. He never told me." 


"Of course he did not Edward. And if he had, you would have said it was an excuse. This does not matter now.’ 
"I'll leave him here Michael, but | want to talk to him as soon as he is able." 
"He is able now. Come, before he is given something to make him sleep." 


Michael opened the door and stepped back, letting Edward pass into the room in front of him. Edward cursed 
quietly, in nearly a week he had not seen Harry without a shirt and the marks crisscrossing his back had 
indeed gone unnoticed. Not anymore though, the jagged welts split anew by the thick lacing of the bullwhip 
standing out in a raw, angry visage from the pirate's skin, his eyes closed as he fisted the sheets. 


"Harry?" A bone deep sigh, eyes screwed shut as Harry tried to push himself up off the bed, his ragged 
breathing dotted with gasps of pain "Nay, Harry, stay still." 


"Nay, |..." Harry collapsed back onto the bed, groaning. Taking another deep breath, he pushed himself up onto 


his hands and knees, head hanging, wounds sending tendrils of fresh blood winding down over his ribs and chest 
to pool on the white sheets below. 


"Harry, lie still!" 


Weikath snorted, reaching out and pinching Edward's cheek. "And such a fine soothing way you have Edward. 
However, he is right. Harry, lie still Or | will have Markus sit on you." 


"Anything but that, Captain Weikath." Edward was surprised to hear a bit of humor in the words of his first 


mate. 


"Ah, but it could be worse, Andi bounces when he sits." 

A groaning chuckle came from the bed. 

"Everyone step out for a moment." Captain Weikath took a seat, pulling out his pipe and pouch and filling the 
bowl, fumbling for his matches until all had left save for himself, Edward and Harry. Finding the elusive wooden 
sticks, he cocked one leg over the other and scraped it across the heel of his boot, leaning back and puffing 
slowly. At Edward's look, he shrugged. "I am not going anywhere Edward. So say what you must and be quick 
about it" 

"Michael, | would prefer..." 


"My ship, Edward. My rules." 


Fine." Edward thought for a moment. He had never been very good at this, and now with an audience he really 


wasn't happy. "Harry, why didn't you tell me about being lashed?" 


"It did not make any difference to the problems caused by my behavior, Captain, | did not want you to use it 


as an excuse." 
"With some..things..! have asked from you, it could have made a difference." 
"You have asked no more from me than you have the right to ask from any of your crew, sir." 


"We are not done with this Harry. But for now you need care and | am causing you delay in receiving it. | will 


see you back on the Maiden in a few days?" 

"If that is what you wish sir.” 

"t is.” 

"Then aye, Captain." 

Edward stood and left the cabin abruptly. With a sigh, Weikath rose as well, motioning for the healer and 
Markus to return as he stepped out behind Edward. "He has lost his trust in you right now Edward. Do not 
push him and it will return" 


"He doesn't even look at me Michael." 


"Nay, he does not. And you may have to accept he never will. Answer me something Edward. Why are you so 
angry with him?" 


"He disobeyed mel" 


"He did? When? When he slipped from the Maiden to see Dickinson? Could not be then, you had not told him not 
to go. When Dickinson had him captured and chained? Aye, he could have avoided that by not going but are you 
going to stand before me and say your blood has not run you hot enough to think with parts other than your 
brain? | seem to recall you taking some very stupid chances for that one yourself. When Dickinson walked onto 
your ship to try to right the wrong he had done by helping you get Harry back? Your pride wounded by 

needing outsiders to help fight your battles, Edward? When Kirk was removed from the Maiden because Harry 
didn't.no, Harry wasn't there, that was you who did not heed Bruce's warning.” Weikath snorted, shook his head. 


"Look around you Edward. For the first time in many years, | see doubt on your crew's faces. | see uncertainty 
in their eyes. Breaking Harry's spirit will not help you regain this. Now go back to the Maiden and think about 
this. We will meet in the morning to start planning and you can talk to Harry then. But for whatever is it 


worth, | would bring him onto my crew in a moment." 
"My thanks Michael." 


"Aye, whatever Edward. Now you owe me much more than one" Giving Edward a wink, Weikath strolled off to 


his quarters. 


A soft clearing of a throat brought Edward's attention around to Andi, waiting to escort him to the crossing 
between the ships. "He's a smug bastard when he's right Andi." 


"He's a smug bastard even when he isn't, Captain Head" 
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"How is he?" 
Weikath looked up, frowning at Head through the haze of smoke from his pipe. "He is not complaining.” 
"With Harry | expect that. That also does not say how he is." 


"Nay, it does not. He is not feeling much like having a long intimate talk right now, so you will have to wait and 


ask him that later." 

"Michael, why am | so pissed off by this? | love him as my own, but | have never been jealous of his lovers." 
"Bruce is not just his lover. There is something that is shared by them Edward, kindred souls or spirits if you 
will. And if there is a person that can take Harry from you and the Maiden, that one is Bruce." Pushing the 
papers away, Weikath leaned back and studied Head slowly. "We are getting soft in our dotage Edward. Fifteen 
years ago we would round up a herd of captives, fuck them till dawn then watch as they plunged to their 
death with no more than a passing moment of lust that warmed our loins. If the crew chose to leave for 
another ship we shrugged and wished them well, unless, of course, we thought they were needed and then 
they were given the choice of staying or going on our terms. As | would be lost without Markus, you would be 
lost without Harry. And Bruce is making you face that, either by their feelings or by the fact that he was 
nearly killed for his trust in the Naval captain" 

"When did you get so damn smart Weikath?" 

"Ah, | have always been smart Edward. | have just recently found it is useful at times." 

Head sighed. "So, should | go see him? Or give him a few days?" 

"Why not ask him what he wants? And Edward, if he says no, do not chew on my ship." 

| would not chew on your ship Michael, it would probably taste like pumpkins." 


"Hal And yours would taste of that fruit loaf Nicko is so fond of" 


"That cursed stuff. Why he thinks everyone is as enamored of it as he...” 


“There is a bright side to look upon Edward. He cannot make it with one arm." 

"Nay Michael he cannot. And with that | am off to see Harry." 

"Just remember Edward. If he says he is not up for your company you are on my ship." 

"And just what would you do about it Weikath?" 

Ice blue eyes sparkled with merriment. "| have short range pumpkins as well Edward" 

Sascha nodded at Captain Head as he approached from the direction of Weikath's quarters. "Morning sir." 
"Good morning Sascha. How is he?" 

"Honestly, sir? He's irritable and being somewhat difficult” 

"Ah, Sascha, that's good to hear." Giving the tall crewman a wink, Head rapped on the door. A short 
acknowledgement brought a grin to both men's faces, Sascha stepping back and shaking his head as the 
Maider’s captain entered the cabin. For the first time the bright sunlight showed the full damage to the first 
mate's back, stopping the captain dead in his tracks. "Good God Harry, Dickinson did that to you?" 

"It was Dickson that wielded the cat, sir." 

A low growl sent the hands of the Helloween's healer into trembling fits, making Harry swear. Head stepped 
forward, plucking the salve from the shaking fingers. "Go on you twit." Bowing and tripping over his own feet in 
an effort to get away from the still grumbling captain, the healer practically hurdled out the door. "If he 


scares that easy I'm surprised Michael doesn't make him jump the bloody yardarm just for his amusement." 


Pulling a stool over behind Harry, Head washed his hands in clean water before taking up where the healer had 


left off. 

"You don't have to do that sir, one of the crew can do it." 

Edward's hand hesitated for a moment before continuing. 

"No sense in waiting for someone else to come along." Taking a deep breath, Edward started to speak, stopping 
and clearing his throat before beginning again, swearing softly and sighing once more. "Harry I'm sorry. Not as 


your captain but as your friend” 


"Nothing to be sorry for, sir" 


"Harry, don't give me an easy way out of this right? Otherwise you're going to explain to Michael why l'm 
chewing on his ship." 


A soft laugh was cut off by a hiss of pain as Edward carefully smoothed salve over the worst of the cuts 
from the bullwhip. "I disobeyed orders Captain. You have nothing to apologize for." 


"Aye Harry | do. Michael pointed out to me that what made me come after you was the exact thing that you 
were on the Dragon for. | was angry because of Kirk but also because you took a hell of a risk for something 
that was insignificant to me. But obviously not to you." 


Harry sighed, and his tone was subdued when he finally replied. 


"| don't understand him Captain. He knew the consequences of what he did, yet he did it anyway. Then when 


forced to face those same consequences he went against everything he's supposed to be, and helped" 


‘Sometimes it's much easier to face what something really means to you when you find yourself facing the 


grim reality of losing it, Harry." 


The cabin was silent for several minutes, the only sound the careful dipping and spreading of the salve over 
Harry's back. A soft snort from the doorway made them turn, spying the Helloween's captain standing there 
with hands in his pockets, regarding them both. "See Edward?" tapping his temple with a long finger, Weikath 


grinned. "Smarter." 

"Aye Michael, as much as it pains me to admit you are right, you are right indeed." 

Stepping over next to the Maiden's captain, Weikath gripped his shoulder fondly. "Now stop sitting here feeling 

sorry for the passage of your youth into the doddering age of wisdom and come help me control this bunch 

of hotheads who think it is easiest just to blow everything up and then try to grab all the goods before they 
sink" 


"What are you talking about Captain Weikath?" 


"Ah, you heal quickly Harry. We have a small group of merchant ships that will be traveling together and are 


more or less daring us to help ourselves to their cargo." 
‘Im fine, | can.." Steve stood up, staggering back with a groan and dropping heavily back onto the chair. 


"You are forbidden to attend any meetings for the next few days Harry. Rest and heal and when the time 


comes you will be ready." 


Laughing at the mumbled complaint from the Maiden's first mate, the two captains left to join the others in 


planning what promised to be a very profitable endeavor. 


"What kind of complaint?" 


Dickson shrugged. "I don't know, all | was told was that there had been a formal complaint filed for my actions 


on the /ron Maiden" 

"By Captain Dickinson?" 

| don't know Alessandro!" Reaching the doors to the hearing room, Dickson straightened his coat and patted 
himself down to remove the glow of sweat from his face. Throwing open the heavy wood panel and striding in 
with an air of false confidence, he had to bite back the smirk when he spotted the savage he had saved from 
the pirate. And savage looking indeed, wearing an outfit closer to pirate garb than anything you would find on a 
gentleman, the man's face was covered with a wisp of a moustache and beard and more of those pointed 
metal slugs. 

"Mr. Dickson, if you would take your place!" With a nod to Alessandro, Dickson settled himself into a chair set 
in front of a long table behind which sat three men, Captain Dickinson, another captain that Dickson did not 
recognize and finally an older man who wore the rank markings of an Admiral. The Admiral looked more 
confused than even Dickson himself by the proceedings. With several loud commands for silence, the informal 
hearing began. The captain that Alex did not recognise began the questioning. 

"Mr. Dickson. You were given orders to search the vessel /ron Maiden for an escaped prisoner correct?" 

"Aye, sir." 

"And did you?" 

"Aye, sir. Several times." 

"And this prisoner was not found on the ship?" 

"He was not, sir." 

"However, you did find someone else?" 


"Aye, sir. | recognized... 


"Excuse me, Mr. Dickson" The first officer swallowed visibly as his captain stared him down. "It is my 
understanding that you did not recognize anyone, that in fact he was pointed out to you." 


"That is correct, sir." 


"It is also my understanding that this person told you they were a guest on the Maiden and did not wish to be 


removed. ls this correct?" 

"Well, that is correct sir, but.” 

"Just answer the questions aye or nay please. Did you respect his wishes?" 

"N.nay...” 

"And why not?" 

"| knew that it would be better to remove him from the ship.” 

"And why is that?" 

‘Its a pirate ship sir!" 

"What was the ship doing when you boarded it?" 

"It was in port. It had been damaged when...” 

"Were you onboard when she was damaged?" 

"Nay, sir, but..." 

"Please tell the officers only the events that you were there for, Mr. Dickson" 

"Aye, sir" 

The other captain took up the questioning once more, with a sideways glance at Bruce. 
"Now, what occurred when you tried to forcibly remove the guest from the Maiden?" 
"One of the crew grabbed him." 

"And how did they grab him?" 

"By his arm." 

"And did you have a hold of him as well?" 


"Aye, sir." 


"And how were you holding him?" 

"By his arm sir." 

"Was there a threat made to his person?" 

‘Nay, sir. 

"To your person?" 

"Nay, sir. 

"How did the crewman's arm come in contact with your sword?" 

‘| pulled my sword to defend myself" 

"Did you just not say there was no threat?" 

"Well, nay, but sir..." 

"The crewman's arm was cleaved from his body, correct?" 

"Aye, sir." 

"And in the scramble to get off of the Maiden the very person you were trying to protect was wounded?" 
"Aye, sir.but.." 

"And he repeatedly told you he did not want to leave?" 

"Aye, sir" 

Captain Dickinson threw his hands up in the air as the other captain sat back. "In short, Mr. Dickson, if you had 
listened to him none of this would have occurred? If you had followed my orders to simply search for an 
escaped prisoner everything would have been fine?" 

"Aye, sir. 


"Mr. Dickson, are you aware that if found guilty of this crime you could be sentenced to several years? That 


your actions constitute an act of piracy?" 


"But captain!" 


"No, Captain Dickinson is right." With a trembling hand, the admiral poured a glass of water and took several 
deep draughts. "You are very lucky, as your captain has managed to come up with a way to appease the 
situation" 

Bruce inclined his head politely to the admiral. 

"We will return Mr. Hammett to the Maiden as he has requested. Once there, you will make a formal apology 
to the captain and also to the crewman that was injured. You will conduct yourself with care and courtesy at 
all times. Do you understand this, Mr. Dickson?" 


Spoken through gritted teeth, the words were sharply bitten. "Aye, sir." 


"Good. Now prepare the Dragon to leave port on the morning tide. And, Mr. Dickson, the next time | give you an 


order? Don't add your own to it. You are dismissed." 


Alessandro had to run to catch up the irate first mate, finally shouting for him to stop after they had left 
the building. 


"Preposterous!" he snarled, alight with rage. "How dare he!" 
"Captain Dickinson?" 


“Aye. Some captain. More concerned with the pirates’ wellbeing than his own men! And make ready to sail, while 


he sits back and..and apologize! To that bastard Head!" 


Alessandro kept quiet, following Dickson meekly back to the Dragon Something told him that this was far from 


over... 


A quiet knock on Bruce's cabin door brought a summons to enter. Kirk grinned as he stepped inside, shutting 


the door behind him and shaking his head at the self satisfied smirk on the captain's face. 
"So we leave in the morn?" 


"Aye, we do. And | had report this afternoon that the Maiden as well as several other ships are gathered near 
Boar's Head, so we should be able to find them there within a day or two, weather and God willing.’ 


| don't think your man is happy with the outcome of today." 


"He isn't. But he will do as he has been told or he'll find himself in even more trouble." 


"You are not doing this for me, Captain Nor for Edward." 

"Nay, you would be hard pressed to find me doing anything for that bastard." 

Kirk laughed. "And yet to me he is anything but a bastard." 

| see this, Kirk. But you're right, I'm doing this for much more selfish reasons." 

"Steve?" 

Bruce sighed, dropping his face in his hands with a groan. "Aye. | just want to be sure he is alright." 


"We have made some complicated decisions Bruce. | am going against what my family wants for me and you 


are going against everything you have ever been taught." 
"Indeed Kirk. And there will come a time when I'm going to have to decide what | truly want" 
"Ah Bruce, but you have already decided. You are just not ready to admit that yet." 


The morning light had not fully broken through the clouds when the Dragon raised anchor and slipped out of 
the harbor, unfurling her sails to the winds and sniffing for every scrap of breeze that would carry her 
swiftly to an appointment with destiny no one could foresee. Every second counted by two men; one anxiously 
looking toward a continuation of an adventure in life and lust, the other wondering if there was even a reason 


for this, or if it would just end as another reminder of how some things were never meant to be. 

Meanwhile, the very ones they sought were tentatively feeling out the range of trust with each other, unsure 
of how much damage momentary lapses of reason had wrought upon a bond that was the envy of most 
captains and crew. 

"Morning Harry." 

"Captain Weikath. How are you, sir?" 


"I am well. How are you feeling?” 


Harry thought for a moment, not wanting to appear unappreciative of everything that had been done for him. 
"Sir, may | speak frankly?" 


‘Of course! You are bored and sick of being cooped up on the Helloween when all around you there are plans 
being made which you are not a part of? You want to return to your own crew? You have had enough of 
Markus’ snoring through the walls?" 


Harry laughed, 

"Aye, captain. | am grateful for your care and your healer‘s skills, but the Maiden is my home and | miss her." 
"Then | shall make arrangements to...” 

‘Captain Weikath!" Andi trotted across the deck, grinning at Harry. "Sails on the horizon, sir!" 

"Ah, and who might those sails belong to?" 

"The Dragon, sir. And she's run up a white flag." 

"The Dragon?" Harry stood, taking the offered spyglass and staring out over the water. 

"Until we are sure what her intentions are | think you had best stay here, Harry." 

"Aye captain" 

"Captain Head!" 

"| see her Adrian It is the Dragon, correct?" 

"Aye, and she's running a white flag" 

"Wonder what she wants?" asked the captain of the Leppard, eyeing the approaching sails with distrust. 


Head shrugged. "I don't know Joseph, but make sure Michael knows she is coming so he can keep Harry out of 


sight" 

"He knows, he's already signalled the Ray that he is going to pull back a bit" 

"Good, that way if it's a trap he can use the three of us to get a head start away." 
"Should we prepare for boarding, Captain Head?" 

"Cautiously prepare Adrian, Cautiously." 


"The Helloween is pulling back." 


"| don't like this Captain Dickinson, one would be bad enough, two a nightmare but four pirate ships?" 
"Your concern is noted Mr. Dickson" 

"Captain, | really think..." 

"Your thinking is what landed us in this position | suggest you stop." 


Cautious enough to think before sailing into a circle of some of the most heavily armed and volatile crews on 
the high seas, Bruce dropped anchor a bit outside the circle and ordered several longboats to be lowered. 
Taking position in the first one along with Kirk and several other crewmen, he ordered the first mate into the 


second. "You know what you are here for. | do not expect to have to save your arse again" 


Turning, he burst into laughter at Kirk. "Traveling undercover?" Kirk grinned back, adjusting the hooded cloak to 
hide his face. 


"| want to surprise Edward." 
"Oh, he'll be surprised. He can't have seen you yet or | think we all would have heard." 
"And Steve?" 


Bruce shook his head. "No sign of him. He may not want to see me. | haven't been the most welcoming of hosts 


when he's tried." 

"I am sure he will Bruce. He just does not know why you are here." 

Within a few minutes, the first boat slipped alongside the Maiden, hands grabbing ropes and holding her steady 
as ladders were unrolled. Bruce was the first to climb onboard, nodding to Adrian and Janick as they greeted 


him. "Where's Head? | have something of his." 


"What could you have of mine that | would be interested in, Dickinson?" The tall figure of the hron Maidens 


captain strolled closer. 


‘Oh, this?" Grinning, Bruce stepped out of the way and let the slight figure behind him climb onto the deck. 
Throwing back the hood, Kirk cocked his head to the side. 


"Permission to come aboard, Captain Head?" 


The rumble of a laugh started in the captain's chest, radiating up until it burst from his throat. "Permission 


most happily granted. I'll be damned, how in the hell..?" 


"| told them | wanted to come back and Bruce was kind enough to offer to bring me." Kirk's hands fumbled with 
the strings of the cloak. "Are you not happy to see me?" 


Edward snorted, crossing the deck in several long strides and untying the wayward laces. "Do you want me to 


show everyone how happy?" 
Bruce groaned. "Please, save that for later." 
Head turned his eyes to Bruce. "Thank you. Although I'm sure you have your own reasons for being here." 


‘Several, in fact. First off, | would like to apologize for the behavior of my crew and also to inquire about your 


crewman and how he is recovering." 
"He does well, or as well as he can And your other reason?" 


Bruce's cheeks flushed. "| was wondering how your first mate was; that is, if you had heard anything since his 


escape." 
"He's not here" 
"Oh" 


Edward grunted as Kirk's small fist dug into his ribs. "However, if you go with Sascha, | think he might know a 
bit more than | do." 


"My thanks." Spinning on his heel, Bruce urged Sascha toward the longboat, throwing orders over his shoulder 


to the crewmen that had accompanied him. 
‘| will be staying here for a bit. Return to the Dragon and await orders. And stay out of trouble." 


Climbing down to join Sascha, Bruce watched the two boats make their way back toward the Naval vessel. 
Sascha snorted. "Should we make it look better by waiting until they are back on your ship?" 


"Nay, but | would like to have someone keep their eye on Dickson. He is not happy about being made to look the 


fool for his actions.” 
"| will tell Captain Weikath." 
"So, Steve's on the Helloween?" 


"Nay, he is not with us. But he was on the Helloween last; the captain will tell you more." 


"Oh, | thought..." Sascha hurriedly wiped the smile from his face at the crestfallen expression on Bruce's. 
Neither man spoke until they were alongside the Helloween, Bruce climbing the ladder and trying to greet the 
captain with as much cheer as he could muster. 

"It is good to see you Bruce! To what do we owe this honor?" 

"| brought Kirk back to the Maiden And | was hoping...” 

"Ah, Harry? He is not here, he needed some time to recover so he is comfortably staying with friends." 
Throwing a companionable arm around Bruce's shoulders, he guided him toward the crew quarters. "I was just 
about to have dinner, would you care To join me?" 

"Aye, my thanks. He was hurt in the escape?" 

"Oh nay, but he had some trouble when he got back and several old wounds required new care." 

"Head punished him?" 

"He did not know he had already been punished Bruce. He is aware of his mistake." 

Opening the door of his quarters, Weikath stepped back and waved Bruce inside. 

Bruce sighed, stepping over the edge of the door and walking straight across the cabin to stare out of the 
windows. Lost in thought, he was unaware of a figure moving up behind him until a soft laugh sent a ghost of 
air over his cheek 

"Need a hand with something, Bruce?" 

Spinning on the balls of his feet, Bruce's jaw dropped "Steve?" 

"Aye." Cocking his head to the side, dark eyes studied the captain of the Dragon 

"| thought..." 

"| know." 

Bruce felt himself starting to grin "You alright?" 


Steve snorted. "Most of me is." 


"Ah, | think | will leave you two alone." Giving them a wink, Captain Weikath withdrew from the cabin, motioning 


to Sascha. "No one gets in unless it is with direct orders from me." 


Sascha nodded, setting himself in front of the door. 


Eyes seeking answers, Steve and Bruce stared at each other. Running his tongue over suddenly dry lips, Bruce 


finally broke the silence. 
"So, care to give me a hand with some things?" 


Steve grinned. "Thought you'd never ask." 
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"| wasn't sure you'd want to see me." 


Steve frowned, face screwed into a look of intense concentration. "Now why would.’ Oh, might that be because 


the last time | tried | ended up getting flogged, jailed, sentenced to hang and flogged again?" 
"When you put it like that it sounds bloody awful." 
"Wasn't too much fun from my end Bruce." 


"I know Steve. This wasn't supposed to happen. It's so easy for me to hate Head, so | could fit you right in 
beside him." 


Steve snorted. "Wasn't what | had planned myself Bruce. When | followed the crewman back to your lodgings 
that night and realized | had the chance to rid the Maiden of you before you even had the chance to hunt us | 
could hear the laugh Head would have gotten from it all. And hear my own as well. The Royal Navy's latest 
attempt to rid itself of us, slain in his bed before his ship even had a change to get her sails wet through." 


"So what changed your mind?" 

"Your arrogance. | thought it would be more of a lark to see if you were as cocky as you appeared." 

"My arrogance? | seem to recall you were pretty bloody arrogant yourself" 

‘I'm not saying | wasn't, it was..." Steve broke off at a knock on the door. "Come!" 

Sascha opened the door and let several of the crew in, placing trays down on the table before backing out with 
cheeky grins. "Captain thought you might like to have dinner here. And he said not to worry about the cabin, 
he'll make do somewhere else tonight. He does request that you try not to break anything including each other. 
If you need anything else, I'll be outside, again under his orders so no one will disturb you." Ducking back out, 


he shut the door firmly. 


"| shouldn't stay. All it would take would be a single word in the wrong ear and I'd be back down to scrubbing 
the ship instead of being captain of it" 


Steve shook his head. "Then go, Bruce." 

"| didn't say | was going to go, | said | should” 

"Your job. Is being a captain that important to you that it takes precedence over all else?" 

"And yours doesn't?" 

Steve's eyes narrowed. Rising to his feet, he pulled his shirt loose and carefully eased it over his head, turning 
to present his back to Bruce. Bruce swallowed hard, wincing at the marks that crisscrossed Steve's back. "Not 


enough to keep me from what | feel is the right thing to do." 


"Fuck Steve..." Bruce came up behind him, shaking his head. Using the tip of a finger, he gently traced the ridge 
of one of the cuts from the bullwhip, hearing the indrawn hiss of breath from Steve. "I.. fuck... 


Turning to face Bruce, Steve shook his head. "Never seen anything such as that before have you? Oh, you 
may have seen the results of a flogging, or even seen the skin when it's healed, but this is what it goes 
through between. And it's something you may as well get used to Bruce. For any prisoner you take that you 
need information from you will find yourself involved in their torture. It's no different for me on the Maiden 
For all the differences in the worlds we walk, they are much the same." 

"How can you forgive me for that? Or will you?" 

"Same as | forgive Head for what he has done. He is my captain, and | owe him my loyalty." 

Bruce sighed, rubbing his hand over his forehead. "It would be so much easier to hate you." 

"Aye, and for me to hate you. But | cannot, so | accept that at some point that will most likely be my death." 
"Why?" 

"There are not many old pirates, Bruce. And those that there are were not only the best at what they did but 
damn lucky as well. And because of who | associate with | have a price on my head that tempts even many of 
my so called friends." 

"So walk away. Give it up." 

"Even if | did there is still a price on my head. And at some point | would be called upon to answer for what 
happened with the Baron's son. And | would have no more chance of staying off the gallows for that than for 


my activities with Head." 


Bruce gave Steve a rueful smile, his voice tinged with sadness. "Why couldn't you have been a coward?" 


"Then would you be here?" Steve's grin was filled with irony. "Its because of who | am that you stand here, 


and because of who you are that draws me to you" 

"So we take what we can and not think about the morrow” 

Steve nodded. "Aye. And now let's eat. | intend to take full advantage of Captain Weikath's hospitality tonight" 
"Right, so we meet after breakfast on the Ray and we'll finalize the plans and everything?" 

The other three captains exchanged grins. "Edward, are you a bit impatient to get back to the Maider?" 
Head leered at Elliott. "I am indeed Joseph. As would you be in my position So if that is all." 

"Oh, Edward, are you not the least bit curious where the esteemed Captain Dickinson is 


"Nay Michael, as I'm sure he's implementing the same plans | will be as soon as you stop giving me a hard 
time and let me get back to my ship!" 


"A hard time? A rather telling choice of words wouldn't you agree, Kai, Joseph?" 
With a growl and a single fingered salute, Edward left the Leppard and the three laughing men. 


"Captain Elliott? Since Captain Dickinson is staying on the Helloween tonight we thought it best to set up a 
guard on the Dragon just to be sure nothing goes wrong." 


"Excellent idea Sav, and I'm sure some of the crew from the other three ships would be happy to assist you 


in this." 


"Aye, Dani and Rob will take a turn from the Helloween, and Kai if you can have Henjo pair with Andi we can 


handle it without involving the Maidens crew." 

"Henjo will be happy to. | have a cold feeling in my spine Michael, | just cannot pinpoint where it is from." 
"Dickson. The Dragon's first mate." Refilling his pipe, Weikath stared across the darkening water at the outline 
of the Dragon "He is not happy with the orders he has been given. Sascha is standing guard outside of my 


cabin tonight and | would not think it amiss to have a guard outside of Edward's as well." 


‘If it is alright with you, I'll have Viv and Phil do that. They are both quite good at blending into the darkness 


and can remain unseen unless needed." 


Captain Elliott nodded. "Make it so, Sav." 


"Any sign of trouble have them sound a general call to arms Savage." With that, Captain Weikath rose, bidding 
the others good night and heading off to return to the Helloween and dispatch Andi, Rob and Dani for their 


assignments. With a nod, Captain Hansen followed, promising to send Henjo back directly. 


"l agree with Kai, Sav. There is something not quite right in my mind tonight. And now would not be a good 
time to get caught with our guard down" Bidding his first mate a good night, Captain Elliott headed for his 


quarters. 


Kirk squeaked and nearly fell from the bed when the door flew open, admitting a wildly grinning Captain Head. 
"Finally! Wordy bastards!" Crossing the room in several long strides, Edward threw himself onto the bed, making 
the mattress bounce hard enough to send Kirk rolling toward the edge. Snagging the laughing figure with one 
arm, Edward tossed him back onto the pillows, propping his chin on his hand and leering at him. "And where do 
you think you are going?" 


"Out the window if you are not carefull" Climbing up on his knees, Kirk pushed Edward onto his back and 
straddled his waist. "I'm going to need to tie myself on before | end up overboard!" 


Edward smirked. "Hmmm, tie you on me..now that could be quite fun" 


A knock set off a howl of displeasure, changing to a sheepish grin as Nicko stuck his head in the door. "Ready 
for dinner Captain?" 


"Indeed | am Nick!" 


Sweeping Kirk up into his arms, Edward carried him to the table and set him in a chair. "And what are we 


having?" 

"Don't know Captain, you'll have to ask your cook" 

"My cook?" 

Kirk slapped Edward's arm. "Aye, your cook. Now sit down and be quiet!" Laughing, Nicko watched as several 
trays were carried in and set on the table. Shooing out the galley helpers, he bowed, wishing them both a good 
right before retiring out the door as well. Edward took a deep breath, looking at Kirk with a puzzled expression. 


"Delicacies from your island?" 


"A traditional welcome feast for a returning warrior.” Edward grinned at the flush that appeared on Kirk's 


cheeks. 


"Ah, and you went to this trouble for me?" 


"Was no trouble, Edward" Kirk reached for the lids and slid them off the trays, the room filling with the 
various fragrances from the dishes contained therein. Edward whistled, looking in appreciation at the loaded 
table. Kirk grinned, slipping from his chair and going to Edward and arranging himself in the captain's lap. "Now, 
the best part is that as the returning hero your lover feeds you." 


Edward growled softly, wrapping his arm around Kirk's waist and pulling him closer. "Indeed, | think that may 
well be the best part" 


Kirk picked up a piece of honey coated fruit and held it to Edward's lips. "Just wait till you see what | have for 
after dinner." 


Bruce shut the door behind the crewman who had come to retrieve the trays. Turning, he wiped his hands on 
the thighs of his breeches, for some reason feeling unusually nervous. Steve laughed, watching him through 
dark eyes. "What's wrong?" 

lm not sure. Every time we've, well.” 

"There's no need for urgency tonight, is that what you're saying?" 


Bruce nodded. "I feel like a bloody virgin” 


Steve snorted. "Trust me, you are no virgin" Ducking away from the playful swing, Steve hissed in pain. Bruce, 


contrite, winced in sympathy. 

| don't want to cause you any more pain Steve." 
"Then don't play the shy maid Bruce. Come here." 
Bruce rolled his eyes. "Shy maid?" 


"Aye" Steve caught Bruce's wrist, spreading his legs and pulling him to stand between his thighs. Placing his 
hands on Bruce's ribs, he ran his hands down over his flanks. Tracing the thick line of muscle over the front 
of Bruce's thigh, Steve slipped his hand between Bruce's legs and up, cupping his balls before pressing his 
thumb against the base of Bruce's shaft and rubbing slowly up toward the tip. A low groan and a forward 
thrust of his hips against Steve's hand as Bruce's eyes drifted closed, his hands curling into fists at his sides. 


Steve rose to his feet, keeping the steady strokes of his thumb over Bruce's rapidly hardening cock moving 
from base to tip. Tilting his head, he ran his tongue over the line of Bruce's jaw, grinning at the sudden 


shudder that ran through the smaller man. "So shall we take this to the bed?" 


Bruce nodded, his voice unsteady. "Or the floor because that's where l'm going to be in a minute it you keep 
that up." Another hard groan, Bruce's hands finding Steve's arms and curling his fingers around his biceps as 
short fast thrusts of his hips matched his breathing, seeking more of the firm contact from Steve's hand 
which had moved down to roughly massage his balls. 


"Steve..wait..." Bruce backed away, his hands fumbling with Steve's breeches. Loosening the panel, Bruce slid 
them down over Steve's hips, crouching down in front of him and drawing them down the long muscles of his 
thighs. Removing trousers and boots, Bruce uncoiled from his haunches, grinning wickedly as he guided Steve 
back to sit on the edge of the bed. Grabbing a pillow, Bruce gently pushed Steve over to lean on his elbow, 
keeping his back from rubbing against the sheets as he kneeled in front of him, carefully lifting Steve's leg and 
resting the heel on the edge of the wooden platform. Steve groaned, running his hand through the long strands 
of Bruce's hair, tipping his head back as the warm current of breath washed over his skin. The position left 
him completely exposed to Bruce's hands and mouth, the ends of Bruce's hair tickling his thighs as he leaned 


forward and inhaled the scent of musk and sex of Steve's groin. 


A soft hiss from between Steve's teeth was the only sound in the cabin with the exception of a long wet lick 
up the sprawled inside of his thigh, Bruce's tongue darting into the crease of Steve's leg before licking higher 
and digging through the thatch of hair to find the base of his cock, the thick vein on the underside of the 
shaft traced by a slow lap up the shaft until it reached the ridge behind the head, Steve groaned, his hand 
sliding behind Bruce's head to cup his neck and urge him forward. Pinching the hood between his fingers, Bruce 
rolled it up over the wedge shaped head of Steve's cock, taking the tip in his mouth as he rolled it back down, 
his hand tightening around the shaft and stroking it slowly down to the base before chasing his hand with the 
tight clasp of his lips, his tongue rubbing over the velvet soft skin 


Steve groaned, his fingers tightening on the back of Bruce's neck as his hips rocked up to meet the wet heat 
of his mouth, his cock enveloped in a cauldron of slick fire that oozed and engulfed it from root to tip, his balls 
cupped and rolled in strong fingers. Bruce's free hand stroked his chest, finding the hard buds of his nipples 
and pinching first one, then the other, moving back and forth between the nubs as his head moved faster on 
the throbbing cock in his mouth. Every downward spiral of lips, teeth and tongue was met but a push from 
Steve's hips, soft grunts coming from his chest as he ground his teeth to keep from ramming his cock balls 
deep into Bruce's throat. 


A scrape of teeth over the head of his cock brought a hard tug on Bruce's hair, Steve snarling down at the 
amused chocolate brown eyes looking up at him. Slipping Steve's cock from between swollen lips, Bruce nuzzled 
his face into his thigh before pushing himself to his feet and watching Steve as he drew his shirt over his 
head. Steve nodded, his eyes narrowed as he slowly fisted his cock, watching as Bruce slowly undressed in 
front of him until he stood with his cock hard and leaking precum down over the head, his breathing matching 


Steve's as he copied the slow motions of Steve's hand on his own cock. 


Steve growled, starting to sit up. "Nay." Bruce moved forward, throwing back his head and groaning as Steve 
wrapped his hand around Bruce's cock, tugging him forward and running his tongue over the slit, rolling the flap 
of skin slowly back and forth as he sucked the head into his mouth. Bruce's hand tangled in Steve's hair, his 
hips thrusting lightly as more of his shaft slid into Steve's mouth, a sharp cry ringing out as with a hard suck 


Steve took him deep. Rough fingers cupped the heavy sac of Bruce's balls, massaging them to a level of 
pleasure bordering on pain, Steve's mouth tight around the shaft of Bruce's cock as he fucked him with his 
mouth. Bruce's hand tightened in Steve's hair, his other hand rubbing and scratching over Steve's thigh as he 
spread his legs and thrust against the sucking friction of Steve's mouth, his cock dragging over the flattened 
tongue and stopping to let the tip lash at the head. 


Letting go of Bruce's balls, Steve gave his cock a firm squeeze, forcing more precum from the tip and 
gathering it on his fingers, reaching around Bruce's hip and slipping the wet tips into his crack, spreading the 
thick liquid over his hole. Bruce groaned, shuddering as the tip of Steve's finger pushed inside him, welcoming 
the slight burn as it spread him open. Bringing his fingers to his mouth, Bruce wet them and reached back to 
rub the moisture over Steve's fingers, adding to the slickness and letting Steve's finger move deeper inside 
him, a second added and thrust slowly into his hole, spreading him wider as Steve's mouth sucked a little 
harder, the tight clasp of his lips rubbing over every ridge and vein on Bruce's shaft. 


Bruce's fingers tugged Steve's hair, his moans rising in intensity as he felt his legs beginning to tremble, 
Steve's mouth and fingers fucking him faster and harder. With a yelp Bruce twisted away, staggering back and 
grabbing the edge of the table. "You're going to make me fucking come!" 


Steve grinned. "That was the point Bruce." 
Bruce shook his head. "Fuck me." 
Steve's eyes narrowed, his cock twitching. "Aye, Come here." 


"Nay." Holding out his hand, Bruce drew Steve to his feet, grabbing several pillows from the bed and dropping 
them on the floor. Steve looked puzzled but let Bruce guide him down to sit on the floor, adjusting a pillow 
under Steve's knees before turning his back and straddling him, lowering himself until his back was against 
Steve's chest. Reaching between his legs, Bruce held Steve's cock upright as he eased himself onto it, groaning 
as the head stretched him open before, with a shudder, it popped inside the tight ring. Settling himself down 
onto Steve's thighs, Bruce leaned his head back, arching as Steve buried his face in his neck and nipped him 
gently. 


"Look." 


Steve opened his eyes, letting out a soft hiss. The mirror was right in front of them, reflecting the entire 
lengths of their bodies, Bruce's broader form in front of Steve' longer shape, Bruce's skin pale next to the 
weathered bronze of Steve's. 


Steve reached around, running his hands up over Bruce's stomach and combing through the hair on his chest, 
the glistening wetness of Bruce's cock reflecting in the mirror from the light of the lanterns scattered around 
the cabin. Reaching back, Bruce carefully placed his hand on Steve's neck, lifting himself with his thighs and 
groaning at the sight of Steve's cock appearing between them before he lowered himself back down. Steve 
wrapped his arm around Bruce's waist, lifting up as he flexed his thighs, his other hand curling around the 


thick shaft of Bruce's cock and stroking it slowly, matching the rising and falling of Bruce over his thighs. 


The sounds of their bodies slapping together, sweat covered skin rubbing together as they ground their teeth 
and fought to make every second of the slow fucking last, Bruce's cock so wet with precum that every pull on 
the skin nearly slid it from Steve's grip, their eyes locked together in the reflection of the mirror as they 
panted hard, their moans filling the cabin and carrying out into the ship. Steve sank his teeth into Bruce's neck, 
biting and sucking the skin, drawing a loud cry of pained pleasure from his throat. The pain from the open 
scores forgotten , Steve arched his back, letting out a howl as his cock was caught in a vise of soft heat, the 
grip of Bruce's arse dragging the skin on his shaft. 


Bruce threw back his head, exposing his throat to a hard scrape of Steve's teeth down his neck, his cock 
throbbing in Steve's hand as his balls tightened, the first shot of come arcing over his chest. The pulse of his 
orgasm sent a ripple of strong waves down Steve's cock, causing him to thrust violently up as he came, his 
seed spilling into the milking walls of the tight heat surrounding him. 

Bruce cried out, several lesser shots of come spilling over his stomach and Steve's hand, those strong fingers 
wringing him dry as his arse pulled the last drops from Steve's balls, their combined howls filling the quiet 
night. 

With a final gasp, Steve fell backwards, catching himself on his elbows before his back hit the floor, Bruce 
slumping down over his thighs as he fought for breath. With a quiet groan, Bruce eased off Steve, his legs 
shaking as he turned on his knees to face him. 

Steve shook his head, struggling to sit upright. "So much for the shy maid" 

Bruce grinned. "Wait till you're healed, we'll see who's the shy one then" 

Getting to his feet, Bruce helped Steve up from the floor, the two of them staggering to the bed and laughing 
as they collapsed. Bruce arranged the pillows, rolling onto his back and stroking Steve's hair back from his 
shoulders as he curled next to him, resting his cheek on Bruce's shoulder. 

"Steve?" 

"Aye?" 


"How can we do this?" 


Steve lifted his head, gaze thoughtful. "I don't know Bruce, but we'll find a way.’ 


"Enough." Edward's voice was rough, vibrating from his chest and sending a tremor through Kirk's body as he 
rubbed against the hard cock under him. "My hunger for food is no longer what | am looking to satisfy.” 


With a sweep of his arm, Edward sent dishes and tableware clattering to the floor, clearing a space in front of 
him. Lifting Kirk, he set him on the table, grabbing the soft material of his breeches in his talon like fingers 
and ripping it open. Kirk gasped, arching his back as the cool air washed over the dripping flesh of his cock, the 


gasp rising to a wail as Edward's mouth swallowed him to the root. 


Pushing his hands under the cloth of Kirk's shirt, Edward's fingers tugging and twisted the rings through his 
ripples, his head taking Kirk's cock deep and then pulling up with a hard suck, using his elbows to pin the wildly 
squirming body under his assault to the table. Cries and moans of pleasure filled the captain's ears, the 


precum flowing heavily over his tongue as Kirk's hips forced their way up to meet his mouth. 


With a snarl, Edward released Kirk's cock from his mouth, ignoring the insistent tugs on his hair and the 
breathless pleas for more of the rough contact, running his tongue down the underside of the shaft and 
curling it around Kirk's balls and drawing them into his mouth, laughing at the shriek from the man. Rolling the 
sac in his mouth, Edward took Kirk's cock in his hand and wanked it slowly, twisting his wrist as he pressed the 
firm eggs to the roof of his mouth and rubbed them against the rough palate. 


Reaching up, he pushed two fingers into Kirk's mouth, groaning as Kirk clamped his lips around them, sucking 
hard, fucking his mouth with the length of the digits. Soft grunts met every deep suck, Kirk's legs drawn up to 
his chest as he twisted under Edward's mouth and hand, the cabin filled with the sounds and smells of sex. 
Kicking his chair back, Edward jumped to his feet, snarling when Kirk's hands fumbled at the laces of his 
breeches, finally freeing his aching cock. Taking his spit wet fingers, he pushed them against Kirk's hole, 
spreading the saliva around and pushing the tip of one inside. Kirk cried out, arching up to meet the questing 
finger. 


Small, incoherent mewls of pleasure came from Kirk's throat, his hands twisting in the cloth covering the table 
as he shuddered from the spiraling feelings of Edward's mouth and hands, his balls nipped, licked and sucked as 
rough fingers stroked his shaft, a second finger working its way into his arse and fucking him with long slow 
strokes. With a last hard suck, Kirk's balls popped free from Edward's mouth as the captain leaned over him, 
freeing his fingers from the grasping hole and letting Kirk's aching cock slap wetly against his stomach. 


"Edward..please..." 
"Oh | intend to Kirk. Just my way." 


Scooping Kirk up, his arms under Kirk's thighs and reaching up to brace his shoulder blades in his palms, 
Edward guided the head of his cock to Kirk's arse, settling him down onto it with a long, steady pull. Kirk 
grabbed his shoulders, eyes wide as he felt Edward's cock fill the soft tunnel of his arse until the heavy 
wrinkled sac was pressed against his cleft. Resting his arse on the edge of he table, Edward lifted the slight 
weight of Kirk's body until the head remained inside before yanking him back down the shaft. 


The manner in which Edward held him left Kirk in his complete control, unable to move to force Edward's cock 


faster or deeper inside him, at the captain's mercy as he filled him with long, slow strokes. Kirk's pleas fell on 


deaf ears, Edward taking his time even as Kirk begged for him to fuck him faster and harder, if anything, he 


would slow his thrusts until Kirk was practically screaming for more of the thick cock 


Ramming Kirk's body down onto his cock, Edward curled his arms, pulling him to his chest and dipping his head 
down to lick and suck at Kirk's sweat dampened skin, lifting him slowly before driving him back down Kirk's 
cries grew in volume and intensity, his arse clutching at the cock battering his hole. Edward growled, feeling 


the tightening of his balls as they prepared to unload into the grasping confines of Kirk's arse. 


With a final howl, Edward arched his back, grinding his cock into Kirk's arse as he came, feeling the thick 
warmth of Kirk's seed spilling from his cock and coating their bodies, the small man shuddering and moaning as 


he rocked frantically on the rigid pole stirring around inside him. 


Staggering several steps, Edward rolled onto the bed, keeping Kirk on top of him and feeling the last shivers 
run through their bodies, both men gasping for breath as their hearts pounded in their chests. Giving a weak 
push with his heel, Edward moved them back onto the bed, pulling the blankets over them and rubbing Kirk's 
back gently as they gathered their wits after their mind blowing orgasm. 


"Bloody hell, | need a drink." 
Phil snickered. "| need something more than a drink." 


"Well that's the best we'll get for now but remind me if we ever pull guard outside of Head's cabin again to 


bring several large blocks of ice." 

"Remind me to ask for a different assignment." 

Viv snorted. "Do you want something? I'm going to get some water." 
"Nay, just don't be gone long." 


Viv nodded, slipping out of the corridor and onto the deck of the Maiden Spying a water barrel, he headed for 
it, pouring the first dipper over his neck and taking several deep breaths. 


Phil heard a soft noise coming back into the cabin area. Grinning, he ducked back into the shadow, planning on 
giving Vivian a fright when he got closer. Straining his eyes, he made out a shape coming toward him. Another 
soft sound behind him made him freeze for a moment before beginning to pivot slowly toward it. Lights 
seemed to burst inside his head as something hit him hard, taking him down to the ground with his eyes rolled 
back, unable to do anything but watch as a figure stepped over him. Trying to raise the alarm he opened his 
mouth, letting out a groan as a booted foot connected with his ribs. Helpless to move, Phil could only watch as 


the door to Head's quarters was slowly opened. 


The figure raised what could clearly be seen to be a pistol, pointing it at the bed and steadying himself. The 
sound of a single shot tore through the silence of the night, ripping a hole in the darkness as if to make room 


for the echoes of the sound. 


With a start, Bruce and Steve sat up, eyes wide in the darkness. 
"Head." 


Scrambling to their feet and unmindful of their state of undress they tore open the door, shoving a protesting 
Sascha out of the way as they sprinted for the deck. Weikath was already there, screaming for the planks to 
be laid and hurrying across them to the deck of the Maiden, calling for order as Phil's unconscious body was 
carried out onto the deck. Hurrying to Edward's quarters, Weikath stepped through the door, staring at the 
body lying on the floor, a large pool of blood spreading over the planks from the gaping wound in his chest. 


Ten 
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Bruce shoved past Captain Weikath, groaning as he stopped by the man on the floor. "Dickson." 
Head looked up, holding a pistol in his hand and shaking his head. 

"He came through the door - and before | could do anything someone shot him from outside. 
"What's he doing on the Maider?" 

"| dont know, Harry. We were concerned something might happen so we had posted guards" 

"You can't think that | knew anything of this?" Bruce's face was pale as his eyes searched Steve's 


"Nay Bruce. No one is thinking that." Captain Weikath placed a hand on his shoulder. "However, | would suggest 
you nip back to the Helloween and dress before beginning to try to find out what happened 


Bruce looked down at himself, flushing as he realized that he was as naked as a newborn babe. Steve snorted, 


shrugging and laughing. "Aye, | think | had best join you in that" 


Captain Elliott stepped back and watched with raised brows as Bruce and Steve slipped through the door, 
heading back to the Helloween to dress. Edward straightened up from the floor, going back to the bed and 
soothing an obviously frightened Kirk who burrowed into the tall pirate and peered out at the scene from 


behind the thick black fringe over his eyes. 
"What happened? And where is Viv?" 


"Right here, Captain" Viv looked rather embarrassed, his eyes downcast instead of meeting the fury on Elliott's 


face. 
"Where were you? What the fuck happened, Viv?" 


| went to get a cup of water Captain, everything was fine. | wasn't more than half a deck away but before | 
could get back | saw someone holding a pistol aim into the room and fire a shot. They ran, but | lost sight of 


them before they got to the galley." 


"Who fired the shot?" 


"Couldn't see him Captain. Tall and thin, best | can tell you." 
"Vivian. A little less flippancy and a little more information 
| don't bloody know Captain!" 


"Alright, calm down. Everyone out of the cabin. Have Nicko rouse some help and bring tea and coffee up on the 


deck, we'll assemble there and wait for Bruce to return and see what he can find out." 


Edward chuckled, watching everyone automatically do as Captain Weikath bid, even the other ships’ masters 
obeying without question. "Pretty good there, Michael" 


"All in the way you speak, Edward. Now you, you would bellow and wave your arms and everyone would scatter 


in fear." 
"Works though, doesn't it?" 


"Aye, it works. My way is just smarter." Grinning, Weikath went to the door, stopping and looking at the body 
on the floor. "Edward, it is good he did not shoot you.” 


"Thank you Michael, | think so as well." 


"Aye, would have been a much bigger mess to clean" Ducking through the door, Weikath's laugh could be heard 
fading down the hall. 


Edward sighed. "Come Kirk, let's dress and join the rest" 


"Edward? | don't think he's dead." Kirk's eyes were watching the unmoving figure, his brows drawn in 


concentration. 

"What?" Edward jumped up from the bed, kneeling beside the figure and placing his hand on the side of his 
throat. With a loud curse, he stood, going to he door and shouting down the corridor for Nicko. "He's not. How 
could all of us have not noticed something that obvious?" 

"What's wrong, Captain?" Andi and Henjo crowded through the door, weapons at the ready. 

"He's not dead." 


"He's not?" 


Edward snorted at the dumbfounded looks on Andi and Henjo's faces. Andi shrugged, scratching his head. "Well, 
fuck, better get the healer back here then" 


Carefully stepping back to the bed, Edward handed Kirk his clothes, keeping half an eye on him as he dressed, 
the other watching the new flurry of activity around the unconscious would-be assassin Pulling on his own 
breeches and boots, Edward tugged a shirt over his head, sweeping a now fully dressed Kirk up in his arms 
and lifting him over the healers now working feverishly to keep Dickson alive. Carrying him from the cabin, 
Edward set him down, giving him a none too gentle slap on his arse to get him moving in the direction of the 


captains and crews assembled on the Maidens deck. 


"What the fuck was he doing?" 
"I think that's obvious, Bruce. He was trying to kill Captain Head." 


Bruce groaned, dropping onto the edge of the bed and resting his elbows on his knees, burying his face in his 
hands. "But why? And how am | to explain that while he was sneaking onto the Maiden to kill the captain | was 
so occupied with fucking the first mate of that same pirate ship that | didn't know what he was doing?" 


Bruce's glare only made Steve laugh harder. "First, | do not think you need to tell them any more than you 
were asleep when it happened. From the lack of activity on the Dragon, it appears there is no one on your ship 
who was any the wiser than you, Bruce. Second, you're the captain. No mater what, your word will carry the 
most weight in any decision. And who is to know he wasn't after Kirk? After all, it was Kirk who brought the 
charges against him, correct?" At Bruce's nod, Steve shook his head. "Stop worrying before you need to. Lets 
just find out what happened, and who shot him." Slipping his shirt over his head, Steve grinned. "Oh, and if 


memory serves me well, you were not fucking anyone; you were, in fact, being fucked" 
‘lm glad you find this so bloody funny Harris!" 


"Right, just stay down here out of the way and let them sort this out. Naval officer on one ship in bed with 
the pirate with the second highest price on his head in the fucking sea. Another one sneaking onto a ship to kill 
a captain. Or the man in the captain's bed. Or someone." With a sigh, Nicko dropped into a chair, gently cupping 
his arm. "And not to mention the same one who came to kill the captain is the one responsible for me arm. 
And add in here the sneaking off to rendezvous, jail, hangings - well, almost hangings - floggings and its no 


wonder me poor head hurts." 
A loud crash inside the cupboard behind him made Nicko leap to his feet with a yelp. "Who's there?" 


Silence greeted him, his heart hammering so hard in his chest he could feel the blood rushing through his 


ears. 


"I know someone's here, come out before | get really pissed!" 


Another clatter from the cupboard was the only response. Watch, Im standing here having a bloody row with a 


rat, or even worse that annoying cat. 


"| mean it! If you aren't out by the time | count ten, l'm coming in after you! One, two, three, four..oh for 


fuck's sake!" 

Nicko slid down the wall, setting his pistol in his lap and trying to load it with one hand, sweat running down his 
face from the effort and the tension running like quicksilver through his veins. He swore loudly as the pouch 
of powder slid off his leg, spilling over the floor. "Ah fuck!" Throwing his head back, Nicko yelped as it collided 
with the wall. 

"You alright?" 

The quiet voice sent Nicko's heart leaping in his chest. "Aye, just whacked me head." 

‘lm not going to shoot you." 

Nicko grinned. "Good to hear. Want to come out of there and let me get a look at you?" 

"Nay, | think its better if | just stay here." 

"You can't stay in the bloody cupboard forever. At least tell me who you are." 


"Nicko?" 


Nicko swore, turning his head and looking at Harry. "Who the fuck are you talking to? Setting the jug on the 
table, Harry drew his cutlass, nodding toward the cupboard. 


"That bloody cat. She's in the cupboard and won't come out, and I'll thank you to put that away Harry Harris 


as | do not feel like scrubbing cat guts out of me best cooking pots." 


Harry snorted but slid the cutlass back through his sash. "Fine, you crazy old woman. | came to see if there 


was more coffee." 


"Aye, you know where it is." Nicko watched as Harry refilled the jug, giving him a weak grin as he left the 
galley. Waiting a few seconds to be sure he was really gone, Nicko gave a sigh of relief. "Right, he's gone, now 


get your arse out here. My old heart can't take all this." 


A deep sigh came from the darkness before the sounds of pots being moved drifted out of the open door. 
Nicko tensed, looking around for some sort of a weapon in case..the sight of doe like eyes peering nervously at 


him made the cook roar with laughter. "Bloody hell, you're but a pup!" Eyes darting frantically around, 


Alessandro crawled out of the cupboard, sitting down opposite Nicko with his back to the wall. Gentling his 
voice, Nicko spoke softly. "Why are you hiding in there? Wouldn't have something to do with the Dragon's first 
mate getting shot would it?" 

Alessandro nodded, biting his lip hard enough to send a trickle of blood rolling down his chin 

"You come over to help him?" 

A violent shake of the boy's head made Nicko wince. 

"Easy lad, no one is going to hurt you. Then why are you hiding? 


Another anxious look, soft eyes filling with tears, the boy's voice but a whisper. "I shot him." 


"Psst! 

Captain Weikath frowned, looking at Edward. Edward stared back, eyes wide. "What? 
"What yourself, Edward" 

"Why are you looking at me like my head is on fire Michael?" 

"Why are you making noises like you have a leak Edward?" 

"l'm not! | think you need some more sleep old man, you're talking nonsense." 
Weikath sighed, letting his mind drift again as the discussion continued around him. 
"Pset" 

Throwing his hands up, Weikath glared at Edward. 

"Enough! If you want my attention just say so Edward!" 

"Michael, | am not trying to get your attention" 

"Fine!" Crossing his arms over his chest, Captain Weikath took a hard pull on his pipe. 
"Psst! Captain Weikath!" 


With a snarl, Weikath spun in his chair, stopping short at the sight of Nicko waving frantically from behind the 


stairs. Shaking his head, Weikath stood and went to the cook. "It is you who is leaking, Nicko?" 

"Aye, Captain. | need your help." Frowning, Weikath followed Nicko into the ship and down to the galley, stopping 
when he saw the young cabin boy from the Dragon perched on a chair. The boy was terrified, and seeing the 
decidedly unfriendly visage of the Helloween's captain didn't help. 

"Nicko, what's going on?" 

Nicko sighed, moving to stand next to the boy. "He's the one everyone is looking for, Captain Weikath." 

"Ah, and he is here because..2" 


"Found him hiding in the cupboard." 


Weikath nodded. "So, who are you again? And why did you shoot your first mate? Or did you simply miss the 


one you were supposed to hit?" 

"My name is Alessandro. And no, he told me he was going to kill Captain Head and collect the reward because 
Captain Dickinson was under some sort of spell from the demon and he wasn't thinking clearly and once he was 
dead everything would be fine and then Captain Dickinson wouldn't be sinning with the pirate like he was but it 
was all his fault that Nicko got hurt and | just wanted to stop him and | didn't mean to kill him and now l'm 
going to hang because he's an officer and Captain Dickinson will have to turn me in and they hang people for 
killing officers and | don't want to hang and so | hid but Nicko heard me and..." 

"ENOUGH" Weikath shook his head. 

"He's a bit rattled Captain" 


"Just a bit" Pulling his pipe from his pocket, Weikath took a seat and began filling the bowl. "So, what should we 
do with him Nicko?" 


"That's why | came for you. I'm not willing to turn him over to Dickinson to be hung for saving Head's life” 
"Ah, Well then, best to bring Harry in and let Alessandro tell him his story" 

"Harry?" 

"Aye, why should | be the only one with bleeding ears?" 


Steve and Bruce crossed back onto the Maiden's deck, joining the group waiting for word from below on the 
condition of the Dragons first officer. 


"He's not dead?" Bruce gnawed his lip, glancing back and forth between his ship and the open doors leading to 
Head's cabin. "| should fetch our healer as well then, but.does anyone know who shot him?" 


"Not yet, and where did Weikath vanish to?" 


"I am here Edward, did you miss me?" Grinning, Weikath blew him a kiss. "Harry, | need to speak with you. Come 
with me please." 


"Can it wait Captain Weikath? I'd really like to." 
"You can hold Bruce's..hand.later Harry. It cannot wait." 
Motioning the blushing pirate to follow him, Captain Weikath left the deck and headed back into the holds. 


"What is he up to?" 


Captain Hansen shook his head, frowning as the pair disappeared into the corridors. "I don't know, but my guess 


is Michael knows something." 


Leading Harry to the galley, Weikath took his seat again, waving Harry to a chair. "Sit, you will find yourself 


needing to." 

Nicko gave Harry a weak grin. "So, how are things?" 

"What's going on?" Harry's eyes went back and forth, watching both with suspicion 

"Just don't yell, Harry." Nicko opened the pantry door and stuck his head in, speaking quietly for a few 
moments. Stepping back, he held the door for someone who slipped through and sat at the table, his head down. 
Harry frowned, recognizing the cabin boy from the Dragon 

"Someone want to tell me why we're here?" 


The boy looked up, eyes full of fear and unshed tears. "I shot him. | didn't know what else to do." 


Harry sat down with a thump, dropping his head onto the rough planks and groaning loudly. "Start from the 


beginning.’ 


"He has been angry since the hearing. He thought he did the right thing and when Captain Dickinson said we 

were bringing the pirate's lover back to him Mr. Dickson didn't think we should. Its a sin, and he thought that 
anyone who would do..that.with a pirate was not the kind of person we should help and since Captain Dickinson 
was under some sort of heathen spell and he wanted to see his lover which is wrong too and even though its 


not my place to say it goes against the code and God and Mr. Dickson said we should do something about it 


and if Head was dead then the spell would be broken and Captain Dickinson could get rid of the rest of the 
pirates and stop sinning in the eyes of God and the King." 


Weikath coughed, eyeing the expression on Harry's face as he raised his head, mouth set in a thin line and 
eyebrows raised. 


“Alessandro, right?" At the boy's nod, Harry forced his face into a grim approximation of a smile. "Do you know 
who Bruce is sinning with?" 


"And what is all this worry about sin? The alternative is no fun, lad" 
Harry snorted. "Captain Weikath, with all due respect, shut up and don't help.” 


Alessandro nodded. "With you. And he keeps telling me its a sin, even though..." The boy broke off, blushing 
furiously. 


"Aha!" Captain Weikath burst into laughter. "It is only alright if you are not a pirate Harry!" 


"Captain Weikath. Please, sir, shut up. And sin is different for everyone Alessandro, and it matters not what he 
thinks. Why did you shoot him? Can we just get to the pertinent parts of the story?" 


Harry shot Nicko a grateful look as he set a steaming mug in front of him. Weikath raised a finger, giving 
Nicko a wink when he placed the same in front of the pirate captain 


"He said he was going to kill Captain Head. And | know he's a pirate, but it wasn't right that he wanted to shoot 
him in his sleep and since we had come to try to fix the problems he started | didn't think that now would be 
a good time. So | followed him. And when he aimed at the captain, | just pulled my own pistol and shot him. | 
didn't think I'd kill him." 


"You didn't. Not yet anyway. He's still alive." The relief on he boy's face was short lived when Harry shook his 
head. "He won't last till we get him to port, though." 


"I didn't mean to kill him, | just didn't want him to hurt anyone else." Nicko moved next to the boy, giving his 


shoulder a gentle squeeze. 

"IIl be alright, lod” 

"They'll hang me wor't they?" 

"They might But you were trying to stop him." 


"Nay, they won't 


"Nicko, they will take the circumstances under advisement but you cannot say what a Naval court will do." 
"| don't care, Captain Weikath. l'm not going to let them hang him." 

"Nicko..." 

"For fuck's sake Harry, he's just a boy!" 

Captain Weikath raised an eyebrow. "Aye Nicko, he is. So how do you propose we keep him from hanging?" 
"He can stay here." 


Harry groaned, his head hitting the table again. "Nicko, we give them enough reason to hunt us. Now we add 
harboring a fugitive they want for killing one of their officers?" 


"Would it be different if he was the one in your bed and not Dickinson?" 


Harry raised his head, a look of utter disbelief on his face. Staring first at the stunned captain of the 
Helloween, he turned in his chair to eye the Maidens cook. "l'm going to forget you said that, Nick" 


"Nay Harry, you are not. Would it be?" 

"Nay it would not" 

"Liar" 

Captain Weikath rolled his eyes. "This is not getting us anywhere." 


"Liar?" Harry stood, placing his knuckles on the table and leaning forward. "Watch your tongue Nick, when all's 


said and done | am still your superior on this ship." 

"For the moment you are. When we reach port, you will no longer be." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"It means l'm leaving the Maiden and staying in port, Harry. lim no use to anyone anymore so why bother. And 
| will take Alessandro with me and you won't need to trouble yourself about his welfare or what happens, 
because if he is caught | will be the only one to hang with him." 


"Nick, don't be rash!" Harry threw his hands up. "You are not leaving the Maiden" 


"If there is a concern, Nicko and Alessandro are welcome to join us on the Helloween" 


"Thank you Captain!" Nicko shot Harry a smug grin. "You'll like the bunch on there Alessandro, much less 


stuffy." 

"Wait a bloody minute! No one is going anywhere!" 

"Well Harry, if you feel taking Alessandro on would be too much of a risk.. 

‘| didn't say we wouldn't, Captain Weikath! Of course he can stay as long as Captain Head agrees." 
"Well you know Edward will listen to your advice." 

"Then I'll tell him | agree with it. Nicko, just..you..he... 


Harry stopped, scratching his head. Brown eyes narrowed as they looked round the room, finally meeting a 


very amused ice blue gaze. 


"Thanks Harry, | knew you'd help us out. See Alessandro? Told you he's a great bloke and friend! Come with me, 
Ill show you where you'll be staying while Harry talks to Captain Head and Captain Dickinson’ 


The low chuckle from the Helloween's captain brought a snarl from Harry's lips as they watched Nicko lead 
Alessandro from the galley. 


"What the fuck just happened?" 
Weikath reached over and gently patted the top of Harry's head. "You jumped right through that ring like a 


well trained puppy!" Still laughing, the captain rose from the table and left, hearing the long groan followed by 
another thump as Harry's head hit the table. 


"Where the hell have you been?" 

"Ah Edward, | have been watching a masterful display of control and manipulation" 
"Michael, what the fuck does that mean?" 

"Excuse me, Captain Weikath? Have you seen Steve?" 


"Indeed | have Bruce, and he will need to speak with you and Edward very shortly. In fact, if you go to the 


galley I'm sure you will find him there pondering the meaning of life, among other things." 


Unsure of the meaning of the last statement but unable to resist finding out, Edward and Bruce made their 


way to the Maidens galley, indeed finding the first mate looking thoughtful with his hand wrapped around a tall 


glass of rum, an open keg in front of him. Exchanging looks, they took a seat on either side of him, watching as 
he rose without speaking and fetched two more glasses, pouring a drink and sliding it in front of each before 
sitting back down 


"Harry? Something wrong?" 

Bruce reached over and touched Steve's arm. "Steve?" 

Steve tipped his head back and sighed. "| hate cooks and | hate cabin boys. And smug arsed ship's captains, too." 
Edward and Bruce glanced at each other, Edward shrugging at the puzzled expression on Bruce's face. 


‘lm going to say this once. When I'm done, I'll answer questions. So don't interrupt" Taking a deep breath, Steve 
drained his glass and slammed it back down on the table. "Alessandro shot Dickson to keep him from shooting 
Edward. He's been telling him that Edward, or |, have you, Bruce under some sort of spell that could only be 
broken when he died. Alessandro didn't mean to kill him, he just wanted to stop him. He hid in here, Nicko found 
him. Nicko seems to have a soft spot for him and is acting like an old woman and has thrown a fit and 
threatened to leave the Maiden unless we let Alessandro stay so they won't hang him. Wait!" Steve held up his 
hand as Edward started to speak. "I'm not finished. Dickson was telling the boy that the ..er..goings on with 
Bruce and myself and Kirk and you, Edward, were some sort of sins, yet at the same time | have the feeling 
he was taking advantage of the boy's innocence. | told Nicko we could not keep him on the Maiden, it would 
simply make one more reason for us to be hunted and only complicate things more.” Pausing, Steve poured 
more rum into his glass and downed it. "Of course, then the ever helpful Captain Weikath informed them that 
they could come on board the Helloween, and without thinking | told him that was nonsense and no one was 
leaving the Maiden So, in short, we have a new cabin boy who by all rights should be returned with Bruce and 
somehow I've given my word that won't happen" 


Edward coughed several times, beginning to sputter before giving in to the laughter that spilled from his 


mouth. Bruce scratched his head, a grin tugging the corners of his mouth at the expression on Steve's face. 


"Well, | wasn't sure what to do with him since | don't want to see him hang either. | will present it as a case of 


self defense and let them know Alessandro left the Dragon with my blessing." 

"Self defense of what Bruce?" 

"Unwanted advances from a superior officer." The three looked up to see Captain Weikath standing in the 
doorway. Joining them, he snagged Edward's glass and took a long drink. "They were invited to stay on the 
Maiden with their captain. In the night, Dickson went to the quarters assigned to Alessandro and tried to..have 
his way with him. In his panic, Alessandro grabbed his pistol and it went off 


Bruce winced. "It will destroy Dickson's reputation" 


"Better his reputation than the boy's life Bruce. He was only trying to keep anyone else from getting hurt. And 


if you do not agree to this, blame the death on me and the boy comes on the Helloween Nicko as well if he 


chooses: 
"| agree with Michael, but they both stay here’ 
Bruce nodded. "Aye, but he should come back and." 
'Nay!" 


Bruce turned to face Nicko, shaking his head at the sight of Alessandro cowering behind the cook. "No one is 
going to hurt you, Alessandro. And Nicko, I'm not saying to have him arrested, but to clear things up." 


"For him or for you?" 

Harry growled. "Nicko, you are making it hard for anyone to help you." 

"No one need help, when we get to port... 

"Nicko, shut up. You're staying, Alessandro is staying and | need a drink. Coming Michael?" 


Weikath waved, grinning as he followed Edward from the galley. Bruce sighed, cocking his head and giving Steve 
a rueful grin. "We'll work this out too right?" 


Steve snorted. "Aye, we will” 


Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy and for all that are still sailing the seas. And for Lia-~you are missed babe. *smooch* 


The gathering on the deck of the fron Maiden was an assortment of which the likes had never been seen. The 
captains of the Maiden, the Helloween, the Leppard and the Gamma Ray as well as the captain of the Dragon, 
their first mates and several members of each crew all sitting in a loose group discussing the finer points of 


pulling the wool over the eyes of the Royal Navy in regards to the death of one of their own. 


"You are thinking too much Bruce." Knocking the ashes from his pipe, Weikath turned the stem and used it to 
emphasis his point with short jabs. "The best plans are the ones that are thought out carefully, but leave 


space for unforeseen things that may happen. And you should rely on spontaneous wit sometimes." 
‘Spontaneous wit?" Edward snorted. "This is the Royal Navy, do they even have wit?" 

Bruce roared his frustration, setting off a round of laughter. "Bloody hell, you're starting to sound like Captain 
Head." Steve caught Bruce's wrist as he took a swing, shaking his arm lightly. "Just tell them that he tried to 
attack Alessandro, who shot him in a panic. And he, as well as one of the longboats, vanished from the Maiden 
in the confusion" 

"Harry's right Bruce. The more difficult you make it, the more room to fuck it up there is." 

"| agree Edward." Captain Hansen leaned forward, staring intently at Bruce. "He is in no condition to be moved, 
so you will have to remain here for another night. And of course, you will do your best to return the body, 


but it is not always possible." 


"Excuse me, Captain Elliott? What should we do with the prisoners? They were only supposed to be on the 


Leppard until we arrived and to be frank Lars is really causing problems." 

Edward and Michael grinned at each other. "Lars? Problems? Never!" 

‘Cor, | had forgotten about them." Harry sighed. "Bring them back over, Sav, hand Lars off to Jan or Dave, 
Jason to Ade and James, well, | don't think Nicko needs to worry about him so for now tell Ade to keep a look 


out on him as well." 


"Thanks Harry, | was hoping you'd say that" Savage hurried off, his actions showing just how anxious he was 
to rid the Leppard of the trio of captives. 


"What if | helped Nicko? Could you still use James there?" Kirk flushed as all eyes turned to him. "I should earn 


my keep as well, and with Alessandro and me there James will have to behave." 
Edward ran a finger down Kirk's cheek. "You earn your keep, and earn it well." 
Weikath rolled his eyes and gagged dramatically. "We do not need to know details Edward." 


"Oh, the details might be quite interesting Michael" Edward's forehead drew down, eyes lightly red as he looked 
at his old friend. Before he could answer, Kirk's light tones rendered them all speechless, even the normally 


never-at-a-loss Captain Weikath left openmouthed. 


"He's got a huge cock that will stay hard forever, and his tongue is so nimble he can lick places inside you that 
no human could ever reach." Kirk's expression was unfocused, eyes soft and sensual with remembrance. "His 
taste is like spices from the farthest shores, he makes sure that you receive as much pleasure as he does 


and the only thing sweeter than feeling him inside you is going to sleep with him next to you." 

Several moments passed before Harry began to laugh, Bruce quickly joining in and the rest following suit as the 
smug grin on Edward's face grew wider. Kirk blushed again, hiding his face in Edward's shoulder. Clearing his 
throat, Edward tugged a black curl gently. "As | said, you earn your keep well.” 

Weikath snorted. "Suddenly l'm starting to think of you in a whole new way, Edward." 


"You don't have to stay on the Dragon, Bruce. Just let them know what's going on and tell them you're staying 


on the Maiden in case he worsens." 


Bruce ran a hand over his eyes. "Nay, | should return. They're my crew and I've left them wondering what's 


going on since last night." 
Steve's hand slid under Bruce's hair, cupping the back of his neck and pulling him forward to rest their 
foreheads together. "There is nothing you could have done Bruce. What Dickson did was from his own sick mind, 


and better that he is gone now than left to fester amongst your crew.’ 


Bruce closed his eyes, "Aye, you're right. And | would rather spend the night with you than dealing with the 
reality of it all." 


Steve grinned. "| could always sneak onboard." 


Bruce swore, pulling away and turning his back, staring out over the darkening sea. "That's not funny Steve. I'm 
going to regret...” 


| wasn't trying to be funny Bruce." Moving to stand against Bruce's back, Steve reached his arm around and 
gently ran his hand over the soft material of Bruce's shirt, feeling the hardness of the muscle underneath. 


"You cannot change what happened, so just move past it" 


For a moment, Bruce gave in to the feeling of the lean strength behind him, letting his back rest against 
Steve's chest and hissing as strong fingers found his nipple. "Aye, | know. But tonight | have to be the Dragon's 
captain and forget about everything else." 


"Then | will see you in the morn. And if you change your mind, you know where to find me." Giving Bruce's 
shoulder a nip, Steve ran his hand down over the flat stomach and stroked Bruce's cock several times before 
stepping away. Bruce grumbled, throwing a smile over his shoulder before heading over to bid the rest of the 
group a good night and embarking on his return to the Dragon 


Quiet descended on the small fleet of ships, a vigil still held as the wounded man clung to a thread of life as if 
it contained his only solace from Hell itself. Harry relaxed in his quarters, for the first time in days feeling the 


comfort of his own surroundings. 


Bruce threw the pen down, for the hundredth time it seemed, and ground the heels of his hands against his 
eyes. This would never work. And he didn’t deserve it to. Here he was, thinking more about the taste and feel of 
Steve's body than the fact that his first mate was dying, if not dead on the pirate shp. And his duty? That had 
become the biggest joke of all No matter what his reasons, Alessandro should be made to answer for what he had 
done. But in order fo protect the cabin boy - and himself - he was willing to throw away the reputation of a man 
who had been misguided but not inherently evil. And evil - well, that brings Head into it. How can | sit and break 
bread with that cretin after what hed done? And Steve. He was no less guilty of the crimes Head had committed 
but Im willing to forget all that just to feel and taste and touch.. 


With a sudden scream of rage, Bruce grabbed the lantern and flung it against the cabin wall. Hurried footsteps 


preceded a banging on his door, the guards nearly breaking it down before he could rip it open. 
"Lower the boats, man them with a full guard. We're going across to the Maiden" 


"Jan, is that Captain Dickinson?" 


Janick peered through the darkness, seeing several fully manned longboats on a course for the Maiden "Aye, it 
is." Raising his voice, Jan hailed the approaching boats. "Do you intend to board, Captain?" 


"Aye! In the name of the King | order you to lower your weapons and prepare for boarding!” 
Davey swore quietly. "I'd better get Harry." 


Janick nodded. "I'll stay here. Get Captain Head as well." 


"Captain Head is right here. What's all the noise?" 

"Not sure, sir. H's Captain Dickinson saying he's boarding in the name of the King." 

Head groaned. "Oh fuck, now what? Dave, get Harry." Davey sprinted off, hearing Head snarl as the loud sounds 
of several grappling hooks thudded into the Maiden’s deck. Before Janick could lower the rope ladders, several 
crewman swarmed up the ropes and took a stance in front of them, weapons held at the ready as the Dragon's 
captain climbed onboard. 


"Dickinson, what is the meaning of this?" 


"Hold your tongue Head. | am here for Alessandro. He will be returned to port to face charges for the murder 


of the Dragons First Mate Alex Dickson. | demand that you hand him over." 

"You demand? On my ship?" 

"If you do not surrender him at once we will search for him. 

Edward threw his hands in the air. "He's in Nicko's cabin. Janick, go fetch him!" 

Bruce signaled to several of his men. "Accompany him." 

"What's going on?" 

Edward turned, cocking his head to the side and crossing his arms. "Your lover has lost his fucking mind" 


Steve frowned, hearing the gasp from several of the Naval crewman, Bruce's face blanching. "I'm sorry 


Captain, | didn't hear you correctly. How has Captain Dickinson lost his mind?" 

"Captain Dickinson! We found him but the cook is refusing to let us take him!" 

Bruce spun around, glaring at Head. "You convince your cook to let us have him or they both go." 
"You dare tell me what to do? You're a bit outnumbered here Dickinson!” 


"My crew has orders to fire all weapons at my signal Head. I'll send this ship to the bottom of the sea before 
you have time to blink!" 


"That would not be wise, Bruce." Unseen and unheard, Captain Weikath and a good sized part of his crew had 
appeared on the deck of the Maiden "There are three other ships with their guns trained on the Dragon as we 
speak. Your ship is surrounded and can be boarded like that," a sharp snap of Weikath's fingers made them all 


jump, "and your crew will have no chance against the seasoned fighters they will face." 


At Weikath's signal, his crew moved in and gently plucked the weapons from the Dragon's crew's hands. 


Rounding them up, they herded them to the other side of the deck, watching them carefully. 
"Bruce." Steve's voice was soft but ringing with tension. "Whats wrong?" 


Bruce shook his head. "I can't do this. I've worked my arse off and I'm throwing it all away for nothing. | have 
to take him back Steve. | have to." 


"You ignorant little pissant!" Head's hands shot out, grabbing Bruce's shirt and yanking him forward, lowering his 
head to snarl directly into the Naval officer's face. "How fucking dare you! | should tie you to the mast and 
flog you as you flogged Harry!" 


"Nay! Captain, let me handle this!" Iron bars wrapped around Edward's wrist, Steve's fingers digging into the 


tendons. "Please sir!" 


Flaming eyes stared at Steve, the soft voice of Captain Weikath talking quickly from the other side of the 
enraged pirate captain "Let him go Edward. You do not need another charge on your head. Let him go. | will be 
here to assist if Harry needs me. Go to your quarters, Edward, go stay with Kirk" 


With a snarl, Head shoved Bruce away from him, sending the smaller man crashing to the deck. Stalking away, 
his own crew scattering from his path in fear, the lean figure never looked around, instead disappearing into 


the blackness of the ship. 


Steve went to Bruce, grabbing his arm and yanking him to his feet, twisting his wrist behind his back and 
marching him toward his quarters. "Harry, if you need anything... 


Spoken through gritted teeth, Steve's words carried clearly back "Aye Captain Weikath, | know, but I'll manage." 
Hissing at Bruce to be quiet, Steve shoved him through the door to his quarters, slamming and locking it 
behind him, slipping the key under the cloth covering the table. "What the fuck is wrong with you! He could 
have killed you and not thought twice!" 


Bruce rubbed his wrist, his face red with anger. "So why didn't you let him?" 


"Fuck, Bruce!" In his own agitation, Steve forgot his back for a moment, remembering with a loud curse when 


he flung himself down in a chair. "Why would | want you dead?" 
Bruce shook his head. "I am an officer of the Royal Navy. It is my duty to see that the laws are kept and 
anyone who breaks those laws punished. Alessandro broke those laws, therefore it is my duty to see he is 


called accountable for them." 


"If | wasn't so bloody pissed at you I'd laugh. You pretentious bastard." 


"You have nothing to lose, Harris. Your life is already ruined by your past" 


Steve stood up, the chair crashing over, his face livid "I've never deried to you or to anyone who or what | 


am, Bruce." 


"Nay, you haven't. And what you are is a pirate. You care nothing about anyone or anything unless it behooves 


you to act like that." 


| care nothing? So, everything that I've gone through for some scrap of consideration from your holier than 
thou morality is nothing?" 


Bruce hesitated. "Nay, | know you..fuck..” Bruce's voice faded to a whisper. "And when you tire of this game | 
will be left with nothing. Everything | have will be gone and | will find myself nothing but an embarrassment to 
my family and everything | have worked so hard for will be but a memory." 

"What are you saying?" 


Bruce groaned. "I don't know. I'm tossing my career away and for what? How soon before this means nothing?" 


"You aren't tossing your career away. You're simply reacting to something you've never dealt with before. And 


rot very well, | might add" Steve's smile was gentle, tempering the harshness of the words. 
"Thanks." Steve breathed a sigh of relief when Bruce gave him a tentative grin in return 

"Bloody hell Bruce, and to come onto the Maiden and attack Head like that? What were you thinking?" 
Bruce shrugged. "What do you want me to say Steve? You have no idea how hard this is for me!" 


"| do Bruce. It's not easy for me either though. Everything I've lived for years is telling me how fucked up it is 
for me to want to do more than slit your throat. But that's the last thing on my mind right now." 


Bruce cocked his head. "And what's on your mind?" 
"That you're my prisoner now." 
"He's going to make me go back!" 


Nicko shook his head, making soft soothing noises at the wild eyed boy. "No, they won't let him. | won't let him. 


Just calm down." 


Alessandro paced, wringing his hands and jumping at every creak and groan from the ship. "They'll hang me 


Nicko! | don't want to die! | didn't mean it, | didn't mean to hurt him." 


Nicko caught Alessandro's arm, pulling him closer and trying to get him to stop frantically walking back and 
forth. With a nervous cry. Alessandro tried to yank free, crying out at Nicko's bellow of pain as their arms 


collided. "Nicko l'm sorry! Now | hurt you!" 


"Ale" Through a red haze of pain, Nicko somehow managed to keep his voice even, carefully lowering himself 


onto the bed. "Come here and sit. Its alright lad, really, its alright." 


Alessandro cautiously perched on the edge of the bed, the soft eyes sad as he studied Nicko's drawn face. 
"Are you alright?" 


Nicko grinned. "Aye, I'm fine. Or | will be in a bit” 

Alessandro sighed, surprising the cynical old cook by curling up on the bed and laying his head in Nicko's lap. 
Nicko gently smoothed the errant curls, stroking them back from the flushed face and letting them run 
through his fingers. With a sigh, Ale snuggled closer, his eyes drifting closed as the slow movements of Nicko's 
hand continued. 

Nicko tipped his head back, quietly banging it against the wall. This was a boy. A child compared to him who had 
seen the age this boy was more years ago than he cared to think about. And trust? The lad turned those doe 
eyes at you and it just made you want to... If he shifted his head back just a bit he'd find Nicko's care and 
concern wasn't near as innocent as he thought, now wouldn't he? And the boy had been taken advantage of 


already. Leaning back against the pillows, Nicko closed his eyes. He'd worry about all that later, but right now 
he was quite happy where he was. 


"What do you mean, I'm your prisoner?" Bruce crossed his arms, looking none too pleased at the smug grin on 
Steve's face. 


"Just what | said" 
"You're telling me | cant leave?" 

Steve shook his head slowly. "Nay, Bruce" 

"Bollocks!" Bruce strode to the door, turning the handle and tugging ineffectively on it. "Open this door!" 
"Nay, Bruce" 


"You cannot keep me here!" 


Steve nodded. "Aye, | can. And | will” 
With a snarl, Bruce grabbed Steve's arms, slamming him back into the wall. "Open the fucking door!" 


Steve's eyes opened wide, his face draining of color as his back crashed against the rough wood. Fingers closing 
desperately on Bruce's forearms, he struggled to stay upright before falling forward and retching violently. 
Bruce paled as well, trying to support Steve's weight and keep him from falling, instead lowering them both to 
the floor and leaning over him. "Oh God Steve, lm sorry." Drawing the shirt up over Steve's back as carefully 
as he could, Bruce let out a silent prayer of thanks at the sight of the still closed wounds, no bright red of 
fresh blood visible amongst the welts. Lifting him as best he could, Bruce got to his feet, taking as much of 
Steve's weight on his shoulder as he could and leading him to the bed, easing him down on the edge of the 
mattress and taking a seat beside him, turning slightly to gather him back against his chest. 


Gradually Steve's breathing steadied out, the violent tremors running through his body coming slower until 
with a shuddering sigh they stopped. The dark head lifted, eyes cold and blank as they found Bruce's. "The key 
is under the cloth on the table." Making no other sound, Steve turned himself around and crawled up onto the 
bed, stretching out on his side and closing his eyes. 


Bruce stood and stripped down to his shirt and breeches, leaving him clothed the same as Steve, before 
slipping back onto the bed behind him, moving close enough to rest his hand on Steve but leaving a distance 
between his chest and Steve's back Neither man said a word, Bruce's hand stroking over the strong bone of 


Steve's hip. 


Nicko had decided that this was indeed hell. Alessandro had shifted in his sleep, his cheek now resting on Nicko's 
stomach, his lips pursed and sending soft currents of air down over the front of Nicko's breeches, the 
warmth adding to the uncomfortable pressure of his half erect cock. It was only through the most vile 
thoughts of torture and mayhem that it hadn't reached full erection, but every glimpse of that sweet 


innocent face was making it more difficult to keep his lust under control. 


Shifting slightly, Nicko's fingers moved from combing through the soft locks of hair to stroking the downy soft 
cheek, a low groan leaving his throat as he brushed the tips of his fingers over those pouting lips, reminding 
himself again and again that this was a child who had already had his trust taken from him and a lecherous 
old pirate in heat for his body would not make things better. Lecherous old one armed pirate, at that. Nicko 
sighed, his gaze wandering off as his mind drifted, unaware that his hand had stopped with his palm cupped 
around Alessandro's cheek, his thumb lightly rubbing under his eye. 


The warm hand that had been resting on his thigh moved, dragging up over the rough cloth and stopping with 
only a hair's breadth between the palm and Nicko's groin. Instinct made Nicko grunt, his hips lifting from the 
bed and seeking more contact with that hand The first tentative brush of those fingers over the swell of his 


cock brought another gasp, this one louder and deeper. 


"Alessandro. Lad, it might be best if you sit up and..." 
Nicko groaned. The boy looked as if he'd been slapped, sitting up and ducking away from the pirate. 
‘lm sorry." 


"Nay lad, sorry isn't part of it. But in case you couldn't tell, parts of me like parts of you quite a bit and | 
don't want you to think I'm going to force you into doing anything you don't want." 


lts alright Nicko. m sorry” 

Nicko blew out an exasperated breath. "Ale, don't be sorry!" 
"Even if you don't like me, will | still be allowed to stay?" 

"| do like youl" Too much That's the problem 

"Then why don't you want me near you?" 


"| do want you near me! Its just that.oh fuck it!" Gathering a handful of Alessandro's shirt, Nicko pulled him 
forward. Staring into the eyes now wide with wonder, he brushed his lips over the lad's, his cock leaping to full 
erection at the sweetness of that pursed mouth. Another brush, this one met by Ale, a longer contact before 
pulling back to stare into each other's eyes for a moment. With a deep groan, Nicko covered Ale's mouth with 
his and leaned into the kiss, sweeping his tongue over the soft bottom lip before pressing the tip inside and 


slowly exploring. 


A soft moan filled Nicko's mouth with Alessandro's breath, the first shy lick of the lad's tongue over his 
sending a rocket of heat to Nicko's cock. Slipping his hand around Ale's neck, Nicko pulled him closer, deepening 
the kiss, using the tip of his tongue to stroke the insides of Ale's cheeks and over the ridges of his teeth 
before tickling the roof of his mouth. 


Swearing, Nicko broke the kiss, his voice shaking as he made one last attempt to quell the boy's fears. "You 
don't have to do this Ale. I'll still make sure no one gets you." 


Biting the swell of his bottom lip, Ale climbed carefully up on his knees and leaned across Nicko's chest, resting 
his head on the cook's shoulder. "I want to. | just don't know what to do." 


Nicko's delighted laugh made Alessandro blush. "Just let me take care of all that then. First, sit between me 
legs and lean back like so.." Guiding the lad, Nicko held his injured arm out of the way as Alessandro turned, 
settling between Nicko's spread thighs and letting himself be drawn back into that strong chest, the boy 
gasping as the long thick cock pressed against his arse. "Never mind that now, are you comfortable?" Ale 
nodded, his blush deepening. Nicko hooked several pillows with his elbow, stretching his arm out away from 
their bodies and wrapping his good hand around the boy's waist, letting his fingers tease over the soft swell of 


his stomach. 


"Now..." Running his hand up Ale's chest, Nicko lifted his chin, exposing his neck. Dipping his head, Nicko ran his 
tongue over the line of Ale's jaw, feeling him shudder and moan, the sound increasing as Nicko rasped his 
tongue over the spot just below his ear before taking the lobe in his teeth and biting it gently. Sucking it into 
his mouth, Nicko's hand began stroking over Ale's chest, finding the already hard buds of his ripples and lifting 
and pulling them carefully. 


Turning his head, Ale sought Nicko's mouth, pressing his lips against Nicko's and seeking the warmth of his 
mouth with his tongue. Nicko groaned aloud; Ale's unsure touch was more erotic than the touch of a skilled 
lover, the boy eager to explore the feelings that the deep kisses were invoking in his body. Each brush of 
Nicko's fingers made him moan and arch, seeking as much contact as he could get from the feather like 


strokes. 


Running his tongue down over Ale's chin, Nicko nipped and sucked his neck, his fingers untying the stock at the 
boy's throat and spreading the cloth, his mouth moving lower and finding the hollow of his throat and sucking 
gently. Ale's hand reached back, fingers tangling in Nicko's hair as he twisted and moaned, rubbing himself 
against the length of Nicko's body. Nicko lifted his leg, wrapping it around Ale's thighs and holding him still as 
he twitched open the ties of his shirt, sliding his hand inside and stroking the smooth skin of his chest. Ale 
arched, pressing his cock against Nicko's leg and grinding hard, his breath panting into Nicko's ear. 


"N.Nicko..." 


Shh...” Nicko nipped Ale's neck gently, letting his hand wander lower under the boy's shirt. Ale cried out, 
twisting harder, driving his hips up to press harder against the cook's leg, soft whimpers marking every motion 
of his hips. Pulling the shirt open, Nicko's hand fumbled at the laces of Ale's breeches, groaning against the 
sweat slick skin of his neck as he finally made room for his hand to work its way under the tight cloth. "Help 


me Ale..." 


With hands shaking as hard as Nicko's Ale frantically undid the rest of the laces and pulled the breeches open, 
his hands finding Nicko's thighs and digging his fingers in with a cry as the cook's hand closed around his cock. 
Drawing it free Nicko hissed, wrapping his hand around the base and giving it a squeeze, burying his face in 

Ale's neck and sucking the skin as he slid his hand up the shaft and ran his thumb over the tip, spreading the 


clear wetness around. 


"Watch." Nicko's voice a growl against his neck, Ale struggled to keep his eyes open as Nicko's hand moved 
slowly up and down his shaft, stopping to cup his balls and roll them with strong fingers. Circling his thumb 
and forefinger around the base, Nicko drew his hand slowly up, keeping his leg over Ale's thighs to hold him 
down as he thrashed and shook, trying to thrust into the firm grip surrounding his cock. Reaching the head, 
Nicko used his broad, flat palm to press the stiff cock against Ale's stomach, rolling it around and then gripping 
it firmly once more, giving it several long strokes before teasing the head again and playing with the soft sac, 


each stroke and touch making Ale struggle for more. 


Ale panted, his body shaking between Nicko's legs, his hips thrusting wildly up to meet Nicko's hand. Soft cries 
and nonsense spilled from his lips, the entire shaft glistening with the copious amounts of precum leaking from 
the slit. Wrapping the width of his hand around the shaft, Nicko held still, lifting the weight of his leg and 
letting Ale fuck his hand, short frantic thrusts of the lad's hips using the rough hand to stroke from base to 
tip. 


Every forward thrust brought the heel of Nicko's hand hard against Ale's groin, every down motion dragging 
the length of the shaft through Nick's fingers until the ridge was gripped and squeezed. Turning his head, Ale 
wildly sought Nicko's mouth, lips and teeth and tongues clashing as he pounded his cock into that grasping hand. 
Nicko felt Ale's cock swell, the lad's thigh muscles giving a last hard thrust and locking as he ground against 
Nicko's hand, his cries of orgasm sending a wave of breath into Nicko's lungs, his seed spilling over the head of 
his cock and coating the gripping fingers wrapped around his shaft. 


Nicko twisted his wrist, drawing another shuddering spurt from Ale, milking the shaft to get every drop 
before slowing the strokes down and nuzzling Ale's neck as he crashed back onto the bed, gasping and 
shuddering. 


Lifting his hand to his mouth, Nicko licked Ale's come from his fingers, staring down at the heavy lidded eyes 
watching him closely. Last drop cleaned, Nicko dipped his head and kissed Ale gently, a bit surprised at the 
eagerness of the boy to taste himself on the cook's lips and tongue. Stroking his thumb over Ale's cheek, Nicko 
gathered him close to his chest and sighed. "Alright?" 


Ale nodded, biting his lip and letting his fingers brush against Nicko's chest. "Can | do that to you?" 
Nicko grinned. "You sure you want to? You don't have to you know." 
Alessandro nodded. "| do." 


"Right then. Turn round and kneel facing me." Ale quickly did as he was told, kneeling between Nicko's sprawled 
thighs. Licking suddenly dry lips, Ale raised trembling hands to Nicko's breeches and unfastened them slowly. 
Spreading them open, Ale's eyes widened at the thick hair surrounding the base of Nicko's cock. Brushing his 
fingers over the root, he took the shaft in his fingers, starting when Nicko hissed. "Cor, no don't stop." 
Covering Ale's hand with his own, Nicko tugged his swollen cock free. 


Ale's eyes widened. Nicko's cock was longer and thicker than his, the head shiny and swollen, the skin so 
engorged it looked as if it might split. Precum leaked heavily from the slit, running down over the wedge shaped 
head and onto their hands, the slow combined stroke of their fingers spreading it down the length of the shaft. 


"That's good, just like that." Nicko drew his hand back, caressing and stroking Ale's hair as the boy's hand 
began moving slowly up and down his shaft, his grip light but steady, the softness of his hands letting every 
ridge and vein feel the velvet touch. Biting his lip in concentration, Ale mimicked some of Nicko's motions, 
palming the head and sliding his hand down to cup the heavy ball sac. Nicko groaned, shifting and arching to 
meet the touch of Ale's hands, wanting to increase the contact but wanting Ale to feel he was doing it on his 


own. With a soft grunt, Nicko wrapped his fingers around Ale's. 


"Tighter, like this..." Nicko closed his fingers around Ale's, holding them firmly in place and fucking his cock up 
to meet the slow wanking motions. Ale tightened his hand, moving it faster and twisting his wrist as Nicko 
arched up, the cook's hand wrapping around the boy's neck and dragging him in for a kiss, thrusting his tongue 
into Ale's mouth then drawing his tongue forward and sucking it gently. Soft panting breaths puffed Ale's 
cheeks as Nicko's thrusts increased, his cock slipping easily in the lad's tight grip as precum coated the shaft. 


Nicko's hand fumbled between them, finding the stiffening shaft of Ale's cock and jerking it in rhythm with 
Ale's hand on his, both men panting and groaning as the room filled with the sounds of wet flesh sliding and 
slapping, the smell of sex cloying the air. Ale turned his head, licking a bead of sweat running down the side of 
Nicko's neck and delighting in the shudder from the cook, the hand on the back of his neck urging his head 
lower as he slid back on the bed. The rasp of his tongue over the head of Nicko's cock made him shout, 
Nicko's eyes flying open as he realized his cock was being sucked into the wet heat of Ale's mouth. Sucking and 
licking the head, Ale continued to stroke the shaft, hand and mouth meeting on the shaft before moving away, 


Nicko's cock throbbing as he moved closer to orgasm. 


Nicko's hand pumped Ale's cock hard, drawing squeals and groans, the sounds clear through the vibrations 
along Nicko's cock as it fucked Ale's mouth and hand. Nicko wanted to warn Ale he was about to come, until a 
scrape of teeth on the sensitive ridge behind the edge sent him over with little warning, his cock giving a hard 


throb inside Ale's mouth before filling it with Nicko's thick seed. Ale choked, then gamely tried to swallow, 


tears running down his face as Nicko's balls pumped jet after jet into his mouth. 


Unable to keep from choking, Ale lifted his head, arching his back as Nicko's hand squeezed and jerked his cock, 
his mouth opening and crying out as he came again, Nicko barely managing to bend far enough to take the 
head between his lips and suck hard, drawing another load of come from Ale's balls. With a last lick over the 
head, Nicko gave the shaft a final squeeze and sat back, gasping for breath, grinning at Ale as he slumped 


forward onto Nicko's chest. 

Turning his head, Nicko lapped the come that had escaped from Ale's mouth off his chin, releasing his 
softening cock and wrapping his arm around the lad's waist and pulling him down onto his chest. hearts still 
pounding, neither spoke for a few moments, both still trembling from the force of their orgasms. 

Ale sighed, his head tucked against Nicko's shoulder, shivering as the cook's fingers stroked his arm. Nicko 
lifted his chin, leaning forward and giving him a light kiss. With a sigh, he closed his eyes, wrapping his good 
arm tight around the sleepy warmth of Ale's body. 

"Nicko?" 

"Aye?" 


"Can we do that again?" 


Nicko laughed. "Not right now, but aye Ale, we can" 
"Good! 

Nicko cleared his throat. "Ale, have you ever..2" 
Alessandro sighed. "Nay, but will you show me?" 


Nicko grinned, thanking whatever God he could think of. "Will be my pleasure, Ale.” 


Twelve 
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Steve rolled back, moaning in his sleep before shifting forward and resting again on his side. Bruce lifted his 
head, easing himself closer and running his hand down Steve's arm, finding his hand and twining his fingers 
through Steve's. Another sharp movement from the pirate brought a hiss of pain as he tried to turn, his back 
colliding with Bruce's chest. "What are you doing here?" 

"| didn't want to leave until | knew you were alright." 

‘Im fine." Steve shifted back onto his side, untangling his hand from Bruce's and closing his eyes again 

"Steve, |..." 

| thought you wanted to go back to your ship, Captain Dickinson?" 

"Don't Steve. | beg you, don't” 

Steve frowned, sighing and sitting up, wincing at the pull along his back. "What do you want me to say?" 


Bruce curled his body around, laying his head on Steve's thigh. "That you forgive me. Again." 


This was about more than the row. Steve sighed, pushing Bruce's hair back and looking down at him in the 


moonlight filled cabin. "What is it, Bruce?" 
"You'll think me a coward." 
Steve laughed softly. "Nay, you are many things, but never a coward." 


"When you said | was your prisoner, it brought back.the last time | was a prisoner on this ship. It was a 


nightmare for me. One that | still have." 
Steve swore quietly. "I didn't think about that, Bruce." 


"| panicked. | just wanted to know | could leave and | didn't care how | did it" Bruce was quiet for several 
moments, his fingers plucking at the sheet covering Steve's leg. "The only way | do not feel | am cowering from 
Head is by standing up into his face. And no matter how many times | do it, | am aware how easily he bested 


me before. So to be at his mercy again is something | just cannot allow." 


"You aren't at his mercy Bruce." 


"Aye, | am Steve. He could have snapped my neck before you could have done a thing about it. | am the captain 


of my own ship. And yet he reduces me to a sniveling coward" 

"You are not a coward. And he has that effect on a lot of men Bruce." 

"He doesn't on you." 

"Nay, he doesn't. But I've served him for a long time now Bruce, and I've had to ride every range of his 
emotions in that time. And with the things that have happened,” Steve's voice softened, something almost 
tentative creeping into the tone. "I can't say I'm not less trusting of him" 

Bruce turned onto his back, looking up at Steve. "What did he do to you?" 

There was no humor in the smile that flitted over Steve's face. "Same thing he did to you." 

"What?" Bruce sat up, shock clearly written on his face. "He whaf" 

"Punishment for Kirk being taken away from him. It was his way of trying to break me." 


Bruce swore quietly. "Why do you stay?" 


Steve shrugged, drawing his leg up to his chest and wrapping his arm around it. "What else am | to do? Captain 
Weikath offered me a place on the Helloween, but that wouldn't be fair to Markus." 


"Why do you not have you own ship?" 


"Bloody hell Bruce, it's not that easy," Steve laughed, leaning his shoulder into Bruce's chest. "Even if | had the 


money to buy one, or managed to take one, | would need a crew’ 

Bruce snorted. "More than half of this crew would follow you Steve" 

"Aye, they would. But most are indentured to Head! 

"And he would not let them go?" 

"They are the best at what they do; he would not be happy to see any of them leave the Maiden’ 

Bruce was quiet for a bit, letting his head drop and inhaling Steve's scent through the soft cloth of his shirt 


Rough fingers suddenly stroked the inside of his thigh, making him groan and turn his head into the curve of 


Steve's neck, shifting closer as those fingers moved higher. "Still want me even if you know my fears, Steve?" 


Steve laughed, letting the tips of his fingers brush Bruce's cock. "Aye Bruce, maybe more so because of 


them." 


Bruce sighed, the warmth of his breath drifting over Steve's neck causing him to shudder, the flesh pebbling 
under Bruce's lips as they tasted across the skin, finding the strong pulse and sucking it gently. Steve hissed, 
tilting his head to allow Bruce more access to his flesh, his strokes over the hardening shaft between Bruce's 
thighs becoming bolder. Bruce shifted up on his knees, pushing his crotch into Steve's hand as his mouth 
moved slowly up the side of Steve's neck, groaning into his ear as the manipulations of his cock continued, the 


head pinched through his breeches, slow rolling thrusts of his hips instinctively begging for more. 


Turning his head, Steve's mouth found Bruce's, teasing the swell of his bottom lip with a swipe of his tongue 
before delving it inside, wrapping a fistful of hair around his hand and holding Bruce's head tightly even as his 
fingers slipped lower and lifted Bruce's balls into his palm, massaging them with firm rolls of his fingers. Bruce 
panted into Steve's mouth, spreading his knees wider and gripping Steve's biceps, digging his fingers in and 
sucking hard on the tongue exploring his mouth. 


A sharp knock on the door made Steve snarl, his mouth not leaving Bruce's as he ignored the summons. Bruce 
heard the sound faintly through the red haze of lust tearing through his body, unsure if what he heard was 


any more than the frantic pounding of his pulse in his ears. Another knock, louder and more insistent, broke 


them apart, Steve bellowing in frustration, Bruce dropping his head onto Steve's shoulder and groaning. 
" What" 

Janick's voice was contrite but insistent. "Harry, Head needs you, now." 

"It cannot wait?" 

"Nay, he said now" 


Grumbling, Steve slid from the bed, looking down and shaking his head at the hard bulge of his cock. Grinning at 


Bruce, he wiggled his eyebrows. "Remind me where we were when | return 


Bruce flopped back on the bed, tucking one arm behind his head and reaching down and rubbing his cock slowly 
with his other hand. "If | wait." 


Steve growled, narrowing his eyes, "You'd better, you bastard" 


Bruce laughed, sitting up and grabbing the front of Steve's shirt, pulling him back to the side of the bed and 


rasping his tongue over Steve's jaw. "Just don't take too long." 


Muttering, Steve retrieved the key, unlocking the door and yanking it open, startling Janick. Shouldering past 


him, Steve stomped off down the corridor in the direction of Head's quarters. Janick shot Bruce an apologetic 


look before following the Maiden's first mate. Bruce groaned, leaning back on the bed to allow his cock more 


room, fighting the urge to give it a rub to ease the low ache in his balls. 


Steve stopped outside the captain's quarters, taking several deep breaths before knocking on the door, opening 
it and stepping inside at the sharp summons from Head. The captain sat at his desk, naked save for his 
breeches, open carafe of wine in front of him, papers strewn across the wood. Kirk was curled in the bunk, 
sleeping quietly, the cabin dimly lit so as not to disturb him. Head looked at Harry, his eyes flicking up and down 
until the obvious bulge caught his eye, making him chuckle. 

"Interrupted something did |? My apologies Harry, | forgot Bruce was with you." 

It's alright sir, however if we could keep this brief..." 


Head snorted. "Aye, | imagine you would prefer that. Well, I'm afraid its not going to be. So you may as well 


take a seat and set your mind to something other than your waiting lover." 
"Begging your pardon Captain Head, but what is it that can't wait until morn?" 
"It is ship's business Harry. Which takes precedence over your dick" 

"Sir, I'm not saying...” 


"Where is your loyalty, Harris? Is it to the Maiden or to him? | am very disappointed in you Harry, never did | 
think a fuck would be more important to you than the Maiden" 


Steve silently took a couple of moments to collect himself. "The Maiden is the most important thing to me sir.” 
Head waved his hand. "Just go, I'll discuss this with Adrian" 


"Captain Head, you wanted me to come and I'm here. What more proof of my loyalty to the Maiden do you 
need?" Steve spoke through gritted teeth, his eyes black with anger. 


"Why is it that everything has become a means to a discussion with you, Harry?" 


‘lm not sure what you are saying. | simply asked was this something that could wait until morning, not just 


for myself but also for your comfort” 
"Bah! My comfort is fine. You know | require no sleep." 


And damn us that do. "What is all this?" Steve gestured at the desk. 


"The charts for plotting the best area to intercept the merchant fleet. | am not sure we should be quite as 
open in our pursuit, although they are far less weapon heavy, the sheer bulk of them will make them hard to 


bring down and | would prefer not to have to do it in a full speed chase." 

"And the other captains think that is best?" 

"Elliott and Hansen do. But you know Elliott, he loves the chase and takes great pleasure in the death of a ship 
ten times the size of his own. And Hansen, well, he is simply still too new at the game to understand that 
discretion is the best course at times." 


"What does Captain Weikath say?" 


Edward snorted. "He agrees, but he also enjoys the chase. Gives him more time to fire those bloody pumpkins 


of his." 
Harry grinned. "Aye, he does enjoy that.” 


"Edward?" Both men turned, looking at the sleepy eyed Kirk as he yawned and pushed his hair back from his 
face. "What are you doing? And hello Harry." 


"Go back to sleep Kirk, we're just going over..." 

"Edward, it's the middle of the night. That can't wait until morning?" 

Harry turned his back, biting his lip hard. Edward grumbled, shuffling papers and looking rather embarrassed, 
avoiding answering Kirk's question. With a sigh, Kirk wrapped the sheet around himself and rose from the bed, 
coming to stand next to Edward . "Edward? Why are you keeping Harry here?" 


im not! | just..." 


"Harry, go back to Bruce. Edward, blow out the lantern and come to bed" Still muttering, Kirk flashed Harry a 
smile and returned to the rumpled bed, crawling back in and glaring at Edward. "Edward! Tell Harry good night!" 


Harry snorted, coughing and sputtering as Edward growled. Glaring at his first mate, the most feared pirate 
ever to sail meekly rose from his chair and flapped a hand at Steve. "Go back to bed, Harry." 


"Aye, sir." Harry ducked out of the room, pulling the door shut and doubling over as he staggered down the 
hall, hearing Kirk's continued bollocking of his captain loud and clear. 


Entering his quarters, Harry laughed softly. Bruce was fast asleep in the middle of the bed, a sheet draped 
over his groin, his discarded clothes in a heap on the floor. Locking the door, Harry this time left the key in 


the lock before stripping himself and easing in beside Bruce, twitching the sheet off his body and leaning over 


his sleeping form. 
Bruce moaned and shifted in his sleep, his eyes flitting back and forth under closed lids. 


Cool fingers slipped between his thighs, pushing them apart and stroking the strong lines of muscle, working 
their way up until they nudged behind his balls, making him spread his legs wider to allow them more access 
to his flesh. Rough pads were dragged over his balls, the sac palmed and a thumb rubbing firmly over the 
eggs, a warm set of lips finding his hip, kissing and sucking the skin as warm breath washed over his flesh, the 
face nuzzling closer to his groin until the first wet lick of a tongue along the thick patch of hair made him 


arch. 


The brush of hair over his groin as that tongue found the base of his cock, lapping the very root before 
nuzzling it with hair roughed skin and soft lips, nudging it up to lay on his stomach as blood began to pulse 
though the veins, the shaft thickening and starting to rise. 


Bruce gasped in his sleep as a series of nips found their way up the thick vein on the underside of his cock, 
the spike of pain making him writhe under the touch. 


A long lick up the shaft, soothing the bites, the underside of a tongue that was both soft and rough rubbing 
over the slit. A wet heat enveloped the head of his cock, drawn into a slick cavern that surrounded the tip and 
brought another groan from deep in his chest, his hands fisting the blankets in his sleep, his head tossing from 
side to side. 


A slow, deep suck, drawing more of the shaft into that searing heat, the rasping tongue licking and lapping at 
the swelling flesh until the soft lips reached the base, breath stirring the thick patch of hair as Bruce's cock 
was held firmly inside, his balls lifted to rub against hair roughed skin before the circle of heat drew back up 
the shaft, now standing tall with the influx of blood, reaching out to keep itself buried in that grasping warmth. 
Bruce shivered, arching his hips and moaning as he sought to push his cock back into Steve's mouth, hissing as 
teeth scraped carefully over the head. 


Steve let the head slip from his mouth, pursing his lips and blowing a stream of air over the wet flesh, 
grinning as Bruce whimpered and shuddered. Running his tongue up the underside, he lapped the head before 
getting up on his knees and nuzzling his face in the hair on Bruce's stomach, nipping and sucking the skin as he 


moved up to his chest. Lifting his head, he rolled his eyes. "What the fuck do | need to do to wake you up?" 


Bruce shifted under him, moaning again and thrusting his body up, seeking more contact. Steve snorted, 
dropping his head and circling his tongue around Bruce's nipple, catching the bud in his teeth and tugging gently. 
Bruce's hands came up from the bed, grasping at air; Steve wincing as the flat of Bruce's palm smacked his 
head, the fingers then clutching at his hair and holding his head tightly, soft grunts from the strong body 


under him matching the rolling motions of his hips. 


Bruce tugged Steve's hair, lifting his leg and wrapping it round Steve's hip and pulling him down, the first 


contact of Steve's cock against his making him cry out. Steve rocked his hips, rubbing their cocks together in 
slow thrusts, grinning down at the still sleeping form as Bruce's other leg came around, those strong thighs 


gripping Steve's waist as he arched to meet him. 


Bracing himself on his knees, Steve growled, powerful thrusts of his hips grinding their groins together, fucking 
Bruce as if his cock were buried inside him , the rough hair of their bodies trapping the silken hardness of 


their cocks between them, precum mingling and providing a delicious friction of skin upon skin. 


Wordless sounds fell from Bruce's lips, his head tipped back and his throat working as he swallowed hard, 
Steve's mouth finding the hollow at the base of his throat and licking the skin, the room filling with sounds of 
harsh breathing and slapping flesh. Steve grit his teeth, fighting the urge to spill his seed between them, the 
twitches from Bruce's cock as it rubbed against him letting him know Bruce was not far from doing the same. 
A sudden sharp cry and Bruce's eyes flew open, his cock leaping between them as warm wetness splashed 


over their stomachs. 


Steve arched against him, lips rolled back as he bared his teeth and snarled, his come spurting between their 
straining bodies and mixing with Bruce's. With a shudder, he dropped his body down, feeling the tremors stil 
running through Bruce's thighs around him. Bruce moaned, shifting under him, pulling Steve's face down and 
kissing him hard. 


Laughing, Steve caught Bruce's bottom lip between his teeth and tugged it gently. Propping himself up on his 


elbows, he grinned down at the stunned expression on Bruce's face. "So, that's how to wake you?" 
| thought | was dreaming." Bruce tightened his legs, grinning back up at Steve. 


"You have some interesting dreams, Dickinson" Steve ran his hand over Bruce's hip and back to his arse, 


fingers finding his cleft and rubbing over his hole. Bruce grunted, arching up into Steve and biting his lip. 

"lim awake now." 

"Aye, you are" Giving a huge yawn, Steve sat back on his knees, turning his head to hide the smirk on his face 
as Bruce grumbled at the loss of Steve's touch. Steve backed up until Bruce dropped his legs, moving to grab a 
pillow and stretch out on the bed, turning onto his side and closing his eyes. "Now | need a bit of a nap." Biting 
his lip to keep from laughing at the curse from behind him, Steve tugged the sheet over himself and rolled 


onto his stomach, burrowing his face into the pillow. "Night, Bruce." 


"You are not amusing Harris." Bruce cocked an eyebrow, rolling onto his side and propping his head on his hand. 


"And you are not asleep." 
"Not yet, but if you'd just shut up...” 


"Hey!" Bruce's finger poked Steve's ribs. 


"Bloody hell, Bruce! Go to sleep!" 
Bruce made a face at the back of Steve's head. "I'm not tired!" 
"Well, | am. Go to sleep!" 


Bruce sat up, mouth open to say something rude when an idea struck him, the irritation changing to a wicked 


grin. 


Steve waited, eyes closed to mere slits. The soft touch of Bruce's fingers on the back of his thigh nearly made 
him jump, fighting down the urge to shift under the strokes that slipped between his legs and up to nudge the 
cleft of his arse, feigning complete relaxation To cover the reaction to those fingers teasing their way up his 
crack, Steve let out a soft snore, turning his head deeper into the pillow. Bruce rolled his eyes. "You cannot be 


asleep already." 
Another soft snore was the only response. 
Bruce grinned. Right, lets see how asleep you really are. 


Bending over Steve, Bruce pushed the sheet down onto his thighs, running his tongue over the small of Steve's 
back and down over the swell of his arse, fingers finding their way between those strong thighs and nudging 
Steve's balls. With a snort and a sigh, Steve's legs parted, allowing Bruce's hand more room. 


"Asleep my arse.” Bruce leaned down and bit Steve's arse, laughing as he bellowed and reached back to swat at 


his head. 


"Damn it to hell Bruce!" Steve lifted his head, shooting a fierce looking glare at Bruce. "It's bad enough | have to 


worry about my back let alone having you make it so | can't sit either!" 


Bruce soothed the spot with his tongue, his fingers working their way under Steve's balls and massaging them 
gently. Steve hissed, dropping his head back into the pillow. Scooting closer, Bruce spread Steve's crack, running 
his tongue slowly down the cleft and stopping just above his hole, feeling Steve tense under him. Flattening his 
tongue, Bruce let it drift lower, feeling the shudder that ran through Steve when the underside rasped over 
the pucker, stopping and using the tip to circle it slowly before another broad lick made him groan. 


Rising on his knees, Bruce moved to kneel between Steve's legs, reaching up and grabbing a pillow. "Lift 
yourself" Steve hesitated, warring with himself in placing his trust in Bruce and whatever he had in mind. 
Setting the pillow down, Bruce placed his hands on either side of Steve's body and leaned over him, very gently 
nuzzling the back of his neck above the welts. "Let me do this." 


Bruce's voice was as soft as the touch of his lips; Steve let his breath out slowly, and nodded. 


"Aye. 


Bruce sat back, sliding the pillow under Steve's stomach as he raised himself from the bed. Running his hands 
down Steve's thighs, Bruce moved back and lowered himself, bringing his hands up and using his thumbs to 
gently part the cleft of Steve's arse. Using the flat of his tongue, he gave a long lick up the crack, feeling 
Steve shift slightly, almost forcing himself to relax as Bruce's tongue roamed back down. Long, slow circles 
around the hole, stopping to blow a soft current of air before lapping his tongue over the entrance, Bruce felt 


Steve begin to push back to meet the wet swipes of his tongue. 


Steve groaned as the tip of Bruce's tongue probed the center of the ring, his fingers digging into the bed as it 
pushed inside him. Bruce's hands stroked his hip, his tongue pressing a bit deeper before withdrawing to lick 
him slowly. Steve shifted, reaching under himself and adjusting his hardening cock. 


"Alright?" 
Steve nodded, dropping his head back onto the pillow. 


Bruce pressed the tip against him again, pushing more of his tongue inside, feeling the tension in the ring relax 
a little and allowing more of the wet muscle to slip into Steve's body. Drawing it back, Bruce pushed it forward 
again, stretching Steve open with slow thrusts of his stiffened tongue. Steve's breathing deepened, slow rocking 


motions bringing him back to meet the deepening strokes of Bruce's tongue into his arse. 


Placing his hands on Steve's hips, Bruce urged him up onto his knees, his tongue delving deep past the ring 
before pulling back and thrusting forward again. Reaching around, Bruce's hand wrapped around Steve's cock, 


pumping it slowly, rolling the flap of skin forward and back before giving the shaft a careful squeeze. 


The movements of Steve's hips became stronger, soft groans as Bruce's tongue strained inside him, his cock 
slipping through Bruce's firm grip. Lifting his head, Bruce lapped up Steve's crack, his hand shaking as he 
pressed his finger against the relaxed entrance. Steve hissed, freezing as the tip of Bruce's finger worked its 


way inside him. 
"Trust me. If it hurts, tell me and I'll stop." 
Steve nodded once, closing his eyes and willing himself to relax. 


The tip eased inside, pushing forward to the first knuckle and then pulling back; Bruce frowned with 
concentration, his other hand still wanking Steve's cock with slow strokes, running his fingers over the head 
before taking the shaft back in hand and pumping it several more times. Pulling his finger back, Bruce pressed 
it forward again, letting a litte bit more slip inside and stopping, teasing the rigid cock until Steve relaxed again 


Bruce looked up, eyes searching the room for something to use to make the entrance easier on Steve. Finding 
nothing and not wanting to stop to ask, he ran his fingers over the head of Steve's cock, gathering the precum 
and bringing his hand round to smear it over his finger and Steve's hole. Steve grunted, arching his back as 


the finger slid deeper, moving easier into his passage with the added wetness. Moving closer, Bruce rested the 


glistening head of his cock right below Steve's hole, dragging the tip around and adding his own natural lube to 
Steve's. 


The touch of Bruce's cock made Steve tense, his arse clamping around the finger inside it. Bruce placed his 
palm on Steve's lower back, rubbing it gently, ever mindful of the welts just above his fingers. Beginning the 
slow thrusts of his finger, Bruce pushed it a bit deeper each time until it was fully inside, Steve pushing back 
as Bruce curled it carefully inside him. Hearing the low moan, Bruce bit his lip, turning his wrist slightly and 
feeling his cock twitch hard as Steve clamped down around him, Bruce's finger gently probing his prostate. 


Pulling his finger back, Bruce reached back around Steve's hip and took his cock back in his hand, holding it 
firmly as he pressed a second finger into Steve's hole, the ring stretching around both digits. Steve shifted, 
tugging hard on the sheets, a soft keen drifting back to Bruce as he began running his hand up and down the 
straining rod again, his fingers moving easily inside Steve's tight hole. 


The panic had faded, being replaced with a fullness and a pleasure that radiated from deep in Steve's body and 
out to his shaking limbs, instinct overriding indecision and making him push back to meet every probing thrust 
of Bruce's fingers inside him, his cock throbbing in the warm grip surrounding it. He cursed when Bruce's 
fingers slid free, not wanting to lose the feeling of having them deep inside his body, only a flash of fear racing 
through his brain as the tip of Bruce's cock replaced them at his hole. With one smooth thrust, Bruce's cock 
slid inside, a slight twinge of pain as Steve's hole was stretched wider immediately cast aside by an intense 


feeling of lust and heat, the walls adjusting around the thickness and holding it in a velvet soft vise. 


Bruce threw his head back, groaning as Steve's arse clutched his cock, the tightness dragging over the skin as 
he withdrew, waiting to envelop it in a slick heat as he thrust forward. Steve rocked on his knees, his groans 
not only from the pleasure but also from the feeling of trust as he let himself go, moving faster and harder 
back to meet Bruce's cock and hand, his mind focusing on nothing but the spikes of delight that radiated from 
the center of his body. 


Bruce leaned forward, keeping his weight off Steve's back but allowing himself more of an angle to use the 
powerful muscles in his flanks, thrusting his cock deep at a steady but unhurried pace, wanting to make sure 
that Steve felt nothing but satisfaction and pleasure. From the sounds and motions under him, Bruce knew 
Steve was no longer feeling vulnerable to the assault of cock and hand, his arse slapping back against Bruce's 


thighs with every thrust, his cock wet and throbbing in the slippery grasp of Bruce's hand. 


Steve felt his balls tighten, his arse clinging to the thick rod as it glided in and out of him, each breath moving 
him closer to exploding into Bruce's firm grip, the hand now pumping him hard, matching the quickening strokes 
in his arse. His cock thickened; with a last hard drive of his hips back against Bruce, Steve cried out, his come 
bursting from the tip of his cock and falling in long thick ropes on the bed under him. Bruce felt the shaft in 

his hand twitch, Steve's arse wringing his cock with tight spasms, pulling his balls tight to his body and sucking 


the come from inside. 


Grinding against Steve, Bruce shouted, filling the tight passage with his come as he milked the last of Steve's 
from his balls, both men convulsing as they came, until both had nothing more to give. Steve dropped onto the 


bed, groaning as he felt Bruce’ cock pull from his arse, Bruce's weight falling beside him as both waited for 


their vision to clear, hearts and breaths frantic. 


Carefully gathering Steve to his chest, Bruce pushed the long locks of sweaty hair from his neck and rested 
his face in the curve of Steve's shoulder, his hand gently stroking the heaving chest. 


Steve closed his eyes, bringing his hand up and locking his fingers with Bruce's, waiting until he could take a 
deep breath before speaking. 


"Not what | thought it would be." 


Bruce lifted his head, frowning down at Steve. Steve's eyes were focused across the cabin, his face set in 


puzzled lines. "What do you mean?" 

Steve's voice was soft, tinged with sadness and a bit of wonder. "The only time I've done..that.was when Head...” 
Bruce groaned. “Why didn't you tell me?" 

Steve shrugged. “Because | didn't want you to think | didn't trust you." 

"Are you alright with it? | didn't hurt you did |?" 

Steve grinned, turning his head to look into Bruce's worried eyes. "Nay, you didn't hurt me. And aye, I'm fine 
with it" Steve blushed, cutting his eyes away in a gesture Bruce was beginning to recognize as Steve at his 


most vulnerable. "It was..nice." 


"Nice? Nice?!" Bruce snorted, watching the blush color Steve's face. "Wonderful, mind blowing, incredible yes, 


but nice?" 
Turning his head again, Steve nipped Bruce's chin. "Aye, it was." Closing his eyes, Steve sighed. 


Bruce grinned and wrapped around him, making sure his chest was barely pressing Steve's back before closing 


his eyes as well. 


Thirteen 
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A quiet but insistent knock on the door wormed its way into Steve's mind, forcing his eyes open with a groan 
Pale light filled the cabin, the sun not quite all the way up and with the disturbed sleep of the night before... 
Steve grinned, turning his head and looking at the relaxed face on the pillow behind him, a quiet flow of breath 
the only sound from Bruce. Easing himself from under the weight of the leg Bruce had thrown over his, Steve 
stretched carefully before going to the door and unlocking it, cracking it open and peering out. 


Adrian's face was sober, ‘Sorry to wake you Harry, but | thought | should tell you. Dickson is dead." 


"Fuck, not unexpected but still." Steve looked back at the bed, shaking his head. "I'll tell Bruce. Prepare the body 
for transfer back to the Dragon" 


Adrian nodded, turned and heading off even as Steve closed the door. With a sigh, he returned to the bed, 
sitting on the edge and laying a hand on Bruce's shoulder, shaking him gently. "Bruce." 


A soft grunt and Bruce turned, pulling his shoulder away and burrowing into the pillows. Steve rolled his eyes. 


Giving his shoulder a harder shake, he raised his voice. "Bruce!" 


More of a grumble this time, Bruce pulling the sheets up over his head. Steve laughed, resorting to poking his 


finger into Bruce's ribs. "Bruce!" 
"Bloody hell! What?!" Bruce sat up, yanking the sheet off his head and glaring at Steve. 


Steve ran his thumb over Bruce's jaw, keeping his voice soft. "Dickson is dead" The range of emotions that 


flickered over Bruce's face went from resign to relief. Swearing quietly, he turned his head. 
"Then it is time for me to return to port." 
"Aye, as regretful as | am for that." 


Bruce turned back, his eyes seeking reassurance in Steve's. "| was afraid to be the only one feeling regret for 


myself and not for the loss of his life." 


Steve cupped the back of Bruce's neck, pulling him forward and resting their foreheads together. "Nay, you are 


not wrong nor the only one." 


Bruce grumbled softly. "Before it becomes any more difficult to leave this bed | should be going.’ 

Sliding his thumb under Bruce's jaw, Steve tipped his head up, tilting his own head to the side and leaning in, 
letting his mouth brush over Bruce's lips. Bruce pressed forward, opening his mouth under Steve's and letting 
the tip of his tongue trace the swell of Steve's bottom lip before slipping into his mouth and finding a willing 
playmate in Steve's, their tongues twining and tugging back and forth, the kiss deepening until breaths were 
shared and teeth clashed. With a gasp, Steve broke the kiss, shaking his head and giving Bruce a shaky grin 
"Much more and you won't be leaving this bed" 


Bruce leaned back on the pillows, kicking the sheet off and reaching down to grasp his cock, watching Steve as 
he drew his hand up the hard shaft. "We have to give them time to prepare things do we not?" 


Steve laughed, covering Bruce's hand with his and joining in the slow wanking. "Aye, we do." 
"Good morning Edward!" 

Head rolled his eyes at the cheerful grin on Michael's face. "What's so bloody good about it?" 
Black eyebrows shot up above laughing ice blue eyes. "A thorn in your bed last night Edward?" 


"More like a bloody thorn in my side Michael. | am surrounded by insolent pups who seem to think they control 
my ship." 

Giving an amused snort, Captain Weikath took a seat next to Head, nodding his thanks to the crewman who 
brought a steaming jug of coffee and sat it next to him. Taking a mug, Weikath poured a cup before leaning 
back and studying the face of his friend. "So, tell me who is trying to take over your ship?" 


"Harry. Well, no, he just would rather spend his time fucking than worrying about the plans for taking these 
ships." 


"And you would not rather spend your time doing the same? And speaking of that, where is Kirk?" 


"Sleeping. Or moving things around the cabin Or changing things to suit him. Whatever he wants. | have no say 


Michael, he is turning my cabin into a.a." 
"More of a home than a hovel?" 
"Laugh, you bastard, go ahead and laugh." 


Weikath did just that, several members of the crew stopping to look at the loudly guffawing pirate. "Edward," 


wiping his eyes, Michael tried to rein himself in. "what are you on about?" 


Head sighed. "Last night | had Harry come to my cabin after Kirk had fallen asleep. | wanted to go over a few 
things. When he arrived, looking none too pleased | might add, he had the nerve to ask me could it wait till 
morn!" 

"Edward, wasn't Bruce..?" 

"Aye, he was, but what of it?" 

Michael rolled his eyes. "Could it have waited?" 


"| didn't want it to wait!" 


Weikath burst out laughing again at the petulant tone of the Maiden’s captain. "And there was a time when 
Harry would have willingly sat there until dawn going over the details of something like this!" 


"Aye, and there are times when he still would. However, when you have a warm and willing partner in your bed 


that is not one of those times." 
"I had one in my bed and | was willing!" 
"Ah yes, but Kirk was sleeping was he not?" 


"He was, but we woke him. And then, Michael, he made me let Harry go back to bed and told me come to bed 
myself! And when | went all he wanted to do was go back to sleep" 


Captain Weikath made a heroic effort to contain himself through the tirade, the whiny note of Edward's voice 
on the last word being his compete undoing. Laughing so hard all that could be heard was a gasping wheeze, his 
face red and tears rolling steadily down his cheeks, he finally fell over face first onto the table. Edward threw 


up his hands, cursing friends and lovers alike. 


Biting his lip to keep from laughing solely at the Helloween's captain, Nicko approached the table. "Good morning 
sirs! Would you be wanting some breakfast on this fine day?" 


Edward glared at him, arms crossed over his chest and jaw set in a pout. Michael raised his hand, waving a 


finger around as he continued to choke and snort. 
"Ah, that would be a yes from Captain Weikath and a maybe from you Edward?" 


"Bloody hell, what's wrong with him?" Harry and Bruce joined them, Harry looking back and forth between the 
two captains, Bruce standing with raised eyebrows staring at the hysterical Weikath. 


Nicko grinned. "I'm not sure Harry, but whatever it is only one of them seems to see the funny side of it.” 


With several last hiccups, Captain Weikath raised his head and used his sleeve to wipe his face, taking deep 
breaths. "Ah, Edward, you never fail to amuse and amaze me my friend." Looking around, Weikath grinned. "And 
good morn to you Nicko, Harry and Bruce." 

Harry nodded. "Morning captain. | see you're in good spirits." 


Michael snorted, "As are you despite your interrupted sleep!" 


Harry flushed, dropping his head. Bruce's eyes widened. "Good Lord, does everyone know everything that goes 


on here?" 
"Only when you confide in friends with mouths larger than a bloody cannonball" Edward glared at Weikath. 
"Oh Edward, | am not laughing at you, well, actually | am so..." 


Nicko scratched his head. "I think I'm going to go see about breakfast. Harry, Captain Dickinson, will you be 


joining them?" 


Bruce shook his head. "Nay, we will be pulling anchor as soon as we return to the Dragon But my thanks Nicko. 
Oh, and please, tell Alessandro not to worry, everything will be taken care of." 


Nicko breathed a sigh of relief. "Thanks, | was kind of worried you might still be planning on taking him along. 
Have a safe journey, sir." Nicko left, still looking puzzled. 


Bruce turned to Captain Weikath. "My thanks for everything, including your interference the other night" 


Michael nodded. "You have been thrust into quite a bit in your first time as captain Bruce, and you are not 
expected to always know what is best." 


Bruce shook his head. "I'm starting to wonder if | know anything. l'm standing here with men | should be loading 


onto my ship and taking to hang and l'm wondering why I'm not concerned with it” 

"Perhaps you are learning that underneath it all we are not so different from each other." 

Bruce looked at Head, a flash of uncertainty in his eyes. "Aye, maybe not. My thanks for your hospitality 
Captain Head, now if you will excuse me it is time | took Mr. Dickson home." Turning, he walked toward the open 


rail. Harry turned to follow, the two stopping a short distance from the waiting crewman and speaking quietly 


for a minute. 
"He is torn, Edward." 


"Aye, he is Michael. He feels much more than he thought he would and it's causing a war within himself" 


"Let us hope he does not find himself losing the battle." 


The two captains watched as Harry came back to them, Bruce climbing down the ladder and settling himself in 


the longboat for the return trip to the Dragon 


Harry took a seat, looking at the two men, their expressions thoughtful as they studied his face. Flushed, he 


shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "Is my head on fire?" 


"Nay, but other parts of you seem to be." Michael chuckled as the flush deepened. "Do you think we can 


concentrate of the plans today or should we let you have a nap first?" 


Harry's eyes narrowed. "| am not in need of a nap, thank you." Pouring himself a mug of coffee, he raised it to 


his mouth. 


Michael nodded, his lips starting to twitch. "Good. Then if we can convince Kirk to let Edward come out and play 


we will be good." 


Harry choked on his coffee, sending a spray of liquid across the table, both he and Captain Weikath bursting 
into laughter. Edward rolled his eyes, staring out at the Dragon as her sails were raised. "Funny, both of you, 


very funny. Now would you kindly shut the fuck up?" 


Bruce stood on the deck of the Dragon, watching as the ships slipped into an obscure tangle of shapes, one no 
longer discernible from another. The mood on the Dragon was somber, by now all the crew knowing the events 


that had occurred on the Maiden, well, the version of the events it had been decided to put forth. 


Without both Dickson and Alessandro there was a loss felt throughout the ship; even if the first mate had 
been rather tiresome in his state of self importance the sweet, shy cabin boy had been a favorite with the 
crew. There had been some rumblings over leaving him, but given the circumstances the crew seemed to 
understand why he didn't want to have to go back and tell his story. Who would have thought that the prim 
and proper Dickson was forcing him to..well that did not bear thinking about. 


The Maiden now gone from his sight, Bruce sighed and turned to face the new direction He had no way of 
knowing when he would be able to find a way to cross Steve's path again and already he was regretting not 


staying just one more night. 


"| don't care Edward, the Helloween is more suited for a frontal attack. Cry all you like about the Maiden's 
superior firing power and gunners, but the Helloween has been fitted with more movable guns than the 


Maiden" 


"Bah Michael! You just want the glory of being the first ship they see!" 


"Edward, Michael, could we sit down and talk about this in a rational manner?" Joseph rolled his eyes at Kai, 


the smaller man biting his lip to keep from laughing at the two grumbling at each other. 

"Harry!" Steve looked up from his charts, frowning. 

"Aye, Captain?" 

"A frontal assault, which ship, the Maiden or the Helloween?" 

"The Helloween She has more movable guns." 

Michael shouted in triumph, shaking his finger under Edward's nose. "From the lips of your own first mate! Hal" 


Harry rolled his eyes at the other first mates around the table. "Bloody hell, I'm not sure if Head is set on 
being a bastard today or if Weikath is just looking to make him see red" 


Markus snorted "Both. | am not sure what happened, but Weiki has been poking at him all day." 


Henjo drained his glass, leaning forward and lowering his voice. "Hansen said that Head has been in foul temper 


all day." 
"And we all know Head hates to be poked" Savage grinned, elbowing Harry. "So what is he poking him about?" 
Harry held up his hands. "Do not ask me, | am not turning his ire in my direction" 


Ignoring the continuing arguments from the captain's table, the four returned to making the plans that suited 
their ships the best, regardless of ego. 


Night had fallen before the final details were complete, the final decision being that the Helloween would 
approach from the front, the Maiden and the Leppard angling in on the side and the Ray bringing up the rear. 
There would be three ships, all three masted, square rigged carriers, each outfitted with guns but with such a 
small crew they would be unable to man more than three or four. With the firepower and quick 
maneuverability of the four pirate vessels, quick work could be made of the large floundering ships. 


The plan was to use a first round of chain shot and specialized ammunition to damage the masts and sails, the 
ships needing to be disabled without being sunk in order to collect any goods that they carried. Once the ships 
were disabled, they would be boarded by the crews from the Helloween, Maiden and Leppard, leaving the Ray to 
remain a threat to sink any of them that decided fighting was their only option Unsure of how many or which 
ships carried passengers, the crews had orders to use only the force needed until a thorough examination 


could be made, at which time it would be decided what to do with the human spoils. 


The course plotted, all four ships pulled anchor and set sail, the spirits of the pirates high as the keels cleaved 
through the dark water, heading for a point in the middle of nowhere that promised riches and rewards, both 
of the pocket and of the flesh. 


Harry knocked on the door of Head's cabin, waiting until the growled invitation was heard before opening the 
door and stepping inside. He stopped short, nearly biting the end of his tongue off to keep from laughing, the 
murderous glare in Head's eyes enough to keep in check. Kirk smiled at him from his perch on the window seat. 
"Hello Harry! Would you like something to drink or..?" 

"Kirk." Head's growl made the smaller man frown. "This is not a social call" 

"It doesn't have to be Edward, you can still be polite. Harry, can | get you anything?" 

Harry shook his head, his voice shaking with laughter. "Nay, but thanks Kirk. You wanted to see me, sir?" 


"Aye, is everything ready?" 


"It is. Although, | am still not too sure of Jason. He seems to be fitting in, but there is just something about 
him that makes me feel as if he is up to something.” 


"Make sure you watch him. And what of Alessandro? Will he be joining in the taking of the ships?" 


"Nay. To be fair to him, he is not made of enough to let him effectively kill. What happened with Dickson was 


panic, and unless we scare him half to death before the call to board he would be of no use to us." 
"And Nicko?" 

"For his own safety, | would suggest he remain below deck" 

Head winced. "Aye, | was thinking the same." 


"Nicko's not going to like that." Kirk shrugged, turning his head and staring out into the darkness. "He's already 
been fussing about being treated differently.” 


"Aye, he has. But he has to know this is for his own good." Harry sighed. "And it would be me who has to 
inform him of this, right?" 


Head cleared his throat. "If you would be so kind, Harry.’ 


"As you wish, sir." Turning to leave, Harry hesitated, unable to keep himself from turning back and mustering 


the most sincere looking grin he could "Oh, and the curtains are a nice touch, makes the cabin look quite 


homey." 


"Nicko, throwing things around is not going to help." Alessandro ducked as another pot flew the length of the 
galley. 


"I know it will happen! Useless! They think me useless!" 

"You aren't useless." 

Ale squeaked, nearly throwing himself on the floor as a tray came very close to clipping his ear. A shout of 
surprise made him turn, starting to laugh as he saw Harry peek around the edge of the door to check for 
more flying objects. 


"Bloody hell Nick! You trying to take my head off?" 


Nicko glared, holding his arm tight to his body. "And here he is! Mr. Harry Harris, come to tell the old cook 
that he'd best hide away so he doesn't get hurt!" 


"Nicko, it's not like that. But aye, Captain Head feels it would be best if you...” 
"Bah! Fuck Harry! I'm supposed to sit on me arse and do nothing?" 
"Your arm isn't even healed, Nick." 


Nicko waved his other arm wildly. "I still have a good one Harry! And what of Rick over on the Leppard? He 
fights with one!" 


"His is not a new injury Nick, he's learned to do without, as you will. But until then its best if you stay below 
deck." 


Nicko glared, his face red and chest heaving, his words spat through clenched teeth. "Are you ordering me to 
Harry?" 


Harry threw up a silent prayer to whomever might listen that his next words wouldn't damage his friendship 


with Nicko anymore than it already was. "Aye Nicko, | am." 
Nicko drew himself up, his face showing a flash of hurt before being schooled into a mask. "Aye, sir 


Ale threw Harry a look of pity as he sighed and turned to leave. Pulling the door shut behind him, Harry leaned 
against it, hating Dickson with every fibre of his being for the ongoing damage he had dore. 


Ale crossed the galley, stopping behind Nicko and placing his hand lightly on the rigid back. "He is only doing it 


because he is worried for you." 


Voice breaking and full of bitter agony, Nicko shook his head. "He thinks me less of a man that cannot defend 
what is mine." Lifting his head, Nicko turned pained eyes to Ale. "And just as she is his, the Maiden is mine" 


Ale moved closer, wrapping his arms around Nicko's waist and holding him carefully, mindful of the thickly 
bandaged arm between them. "You are not less of a man Nicko. And I'm sure he doesn't think that." 


Nicko managed a wan smile, combing his fingers through Ale's hair. "Ah, to see life from eyes as unjaded and 


innocent as yours again" 


"I am not that innocent Nicko." Ale leaned closer, running line of soft kisses down Nicko's jaw. Nicko groaned, 
tilting his head and closing his eyes. Since the events of the other evening, he had carefully kept the boy at 
arm's length, even when sharing the bed at night. 


"Ale, | am too old for you. | am..." 
"You are you, Nicko" With the simplicity of that statement, Ale kissed him. 


Sweet. Nicko didn't know how, why or where the taste came from but the burst of flavor over his tongue 
from the touch of Ale's mouth was sweeter than the costly sugar he so carefully doled out. And the tongue 
that touched his, soft and unsure yet demanding a response from his own, no thought needed for it to wrap 
around and pull Ale's deeper into his mouth. His low groan made Ale smile against his lips, the boy's tongue 
tentative as it traced the roof of his mouth and swept over his cheek, becoming bolder in its exploration of 
his teeth and the underside of his own tongue until with a soft moan Ale broke the kiss, the soft sucking 
sound of their mouths parting sending a surge of blood to Nicko's cock. 


"Ale, you don't..." 

Gentle fingers stroked Nicko's cheek. "Nicko, please stop telling me | don't have to. | want to." 

Nicko grabbed Ale's hand, practically dragging him through the door and down the corridor to their room, Ale's 
laughter as he stumbled over his own feet trying to keep up making Nicko grin. Pulling him onto the room, 
Nicko paused long enough to kick the door shut behind them before spinning Ale around and pulling him into his 
chest. "You sure this is what you want?" 


Ale nodded, his eyes shy. "It is." 


"Thank fuck" Nicko dropped Ale's hand, sliding his hand around the back of the lad's neck and drawing him in, 
this time taking control of the kiss, Ale's hand gripping Nicko's shirt as their teeth clashed, tongues no longer 


gentle but demanding entrance and wrestling for control, the obvious evidence of their arousal rubbing against 


each others thighs. 


Clothes, Ale, help me.." Ale carefully lifted Nicko's shirt, pulling it over his head and tossing it to the floor, his 
hands shaking as he undid the tight breeches. Nicko helped push them down, moaning as Ale stopped to kiss the 
head of his cock as he knelt before him. Drawing Nicko's boots and breeches off, Ale brushed his fingers over 


Nicko's balls, smiling up at him as the cook swore and shivered. 


Standing up, Ale put his hands on Nicko's' chest and pressed him back until his knees hit the edge of the bed. 
Nicko grinned and scrambled up onto the mattress, arranging himself in the middle and watching as Ale undid 


his shirt and tugged it off, the boy's face flushing as the cook licked his lips and whistled softly. 


"Cor, you're something." Nicko moaned, his cock throbbing as Ale undid his breeches, sitting on the edge of the 
bed to draw off his boots before standing and sliding the tight cloth down his legs, bending over and making 
Nicko groan with the view of his tight arse. Grinning, Ale climbed onto the bed and crawled over to Nicko, 
throwing his leg over his thighs and sitting down carefully. 


Wrapping his arm around Ale's waist, Nicko drew him closer, nipping his chin before running his tongue over 
the smooth skin of his throat, tasting that incredible sweetness that just seemed to be a part of the boy. Ale 
sighed, throwing his head back to allow Nicko more flesh. Sucking and nibbling onto Ale's chest, Nicko felt their 
cocks rubbing together, each touch sending a shudder down Ale's back. Slipping two fingers into his mouth, 
Nicko wet them thoroughly, pulling them out and using his arm to urge Ale up on his knees. 


His hands on Nicko's shoulders, Ale rose high on his knees, his cock rubbing against Nicko's chest as the cook's 
fingers stroked the back of his thigh, reaching the cleft of his arse and slipping between. Ale moaned, dropping 
his head forward when Nicko's fingers brushed the pucker, rubbing it gently and spreading the saliva round. 
Nicko turned his head, pressing his cheek against Ale's. "Are you ready for this lad?" Ale nodded, catching his 
lower lip in his teeth as the tip of Nicko's finger pressed against him, spreading the ring around it and working 
slowly inside the tight muscle. 

Ale whimpered, causing Nicko to stop. "Nay, please Nicko, don't..." 


Nicko swore, withdrawing his finger and wrapping his arm around Ale's waist. "I'm sorry, it's alright lad, we 


don't have to..." 
"Nay Nicko, don't stop, it was getting better." 


Nicko pressed his forehead to Ale's chest, sighing as long fingers combed through his hair. "Lad, | just think 
this isn't a good idea." 


Ale pulled back, looking down at him, his face set in a pout. "Do you want me?" 


Nicko snorted. "Aye." 


"Then why do you keep saying all this? Am | not good enough because | don't know what to do?" 
"Nay, lad, it's not that. | just don't want you to do this because you're thinking you have to.” 


Ale's eyes narrowed. Bringing his hand up to his mouth, he spit on his fingers, watching Nicko as he reached 
behind himself and wet his hole. Nicko's eyes widened as Ale hissed, pushing his own finger inside, moaning and 
arching his back as he worked it deeper into his arse. Taking his cock in his other hand, Ale wanked it slowly, 
pushing his finger in and out of his arse as he played with his cock. 


Nicko groaned, his cock twitching and sending a thick ooze of precum running down over the head, the sight of 
the boy fucking himself nearly making him come on the spot. Running his fingers over the weeping head of his 
cock, Nicko reached around and spread the thick liquid over Ale's hole, making it easier for that long finger to 
move back and forth. Nicko pressed his finger in alongside Ale's, hissing at the spasm that gripped around 
them both, Ale throwing his head back and keening as the second finger fucked him slowly. 


Nicko licked a path across Ale's chest, rasping his tongue over the tight nipple and then sucking it hard, his 
finger moving easily alongside Ale's, the rocking motions of the slim hips bumping the head of Ale's cock 
against Nick's chest with every stroke. Nicko's tongue wove a path down over Ale's body, ducking his head and 
lapping the head of his cock, drawing another wail of pleasure from the boy's throat. Pulling his finger out, 
Nicko tugged Ale's wrist to empty his hole, putting his hand on his hip and guiding him above Nicko's straining 


cock. 


Pressing down, Nicko shifted slightly, feeling his cockhead brush behind Ale's balls, the slippery head sliding back 
over the skin until the edge of the ring was pressed against the tip. Ale reached back, holding Nicko's cock and 
looking down to stare into his eyes. Nicko swallowed hard, his fingers digging into Ale's hip as the boy lowered 
himself, biting his lip as the wide head of Nicko's cock spread him open until it suddenly popped inside, both 
letting out the breath neither had been aware they were holding. 


Nicko wrapped his fingers around Ale's, stilling the movements of his hand on his cock. Ale slowly lowered 
himself, moaning as the thick shaft moved deeper inside him, stopping and lifting slightly before lowering 
himself again, taking a little more each time. Nicko groaned; Ale's arse was not only hot but tight, the walls 
wrapped around his cock like a butter filled vise. Ale stopped with only a few inches left outside his hole, his 
eyes screwed shut as he felt the indescribable fullness of Nicko's cock inside him. Taking a deep breath, he 
lifted himself again, opening his eyes and smiling at Nicko before dropping hard and taking all of it inside. 


Nicko howled, arching up off the bed and grinding against Ale, trapped from tip to root in a velvet heat that 
pulsed around him. Ale rested his forearm on Nicko's shoulder, waiting for his body to adjust around the rod 
before starting to lift and fall slowly, soft whimpers and cries marking his movements. 


Nicko leaned back, pulling Ale's hand from his cock and taking over the long strokes, pinching and rubbing the 
head and then pumping the shaft from base to tip, each slow motion matched by a rolling thrust up into the 
gripping heat of Ale's arse. Ale placed his hands on Nicko's chest, rocking forward and back as well as up and 
down, thrusting his cock into Nicko's hand as he rode him slowly. 


"Easy lad, nice and slow." 


Ale nodded, fingers digging into Nicko's chest as he rose and fell on his cock, shuddering as Nicko flexed his hips 
up to meet him, feeling Nicko's balls press against his arse every time he reached the base of his cock. Nicko's 
hand never stopped moving, tugging and twisting the straining cock in his hand, speeding his strokes up to 


match Ale's pace as he bounced a bit faster, driving his arse down harder. 


Nicko bent his knees, shifting Ale forward and lifting his body to fasten his teeth on the smooth column of his 
throat, drawing a cry from the lad as he nipped him sharply, sucking over the throbbing pulse and the line of 
his jaw until he reached his mouth. Panting in each other's mouths, they kissed hard, tongues chasing back and 


forth as Ale moved faster, needing more of Nicko's cock inside him, more of the strong hand wrapped round 


his shaft. 


Ale straightened, reaching back and resting his hands on Nicko's knees and using the leverage to lift himself, 
his motions jerky and uncontrolled as he slammed his arse up and down, driving Nicko's cock as deep as he 
could. Nicko grunted, the dragging grip of the pulsing walls inside Ale's arse pulling and wringing his cock, his 


balls drawing up, his vision starting to swim. 


Ale cried out, his arse clamping down on Nicko's cock as he drew himself up, legs shaking as he dropped back, 
again, once more until he arched violently, his cock leaping in Nicko's hand, sending long stringy ropes of come 
over Nicko's chest and stomach. Nicko bellowed, the tight grip around his cock had become nearly painful in its 
intensity, sending him into spasms, arching up off the bed and grinding into Ale as he came. 


With a last hard shudder, Ale sank down, falling forward onto Nicko's chest as tremors ran through his thin 
frame. Nicko grunted, thrusting up again, feeling the last of his come sucked into the heat of Ale's body. 
Working his hand from between them, he wrapped his arm around Ale's shoulder, bringing his hand to his face 
and licking the come from his fingers. Ale watched him through heavy eyes, his cheek on Nicko's shoulder. 


Nicko grinned, letting out a sigh and letting his body melt back onto the bed, the twin hammering of their 
hearts and heavy breaths gradually slowing. Ale made a move to climb off, stopping when Nicko tightened his 
arm. "Nay, stay there lad" Ale nodded, burrowing closer and closing his eyes. Nicko watched him, seeing his 
face relax as he slipped into sleep. With a contented sigh, Nicko then closed his own eyes, wrapped in the 


warmth of Ale's slumbering form. 


‘Ships ahead! 


Harry felt the familiar lurch of his heart, the blood starting to sing through his body as the quarry was 
sighted. Head appeared beside him, eyes red and sparking. 


"Ready Harry?" 


"Aye sir, everything in place." 
"And Nicko?" 


Harry snorted. "He was mad enough to draw and quarter me last night but today he's as content as a babe at 


the breast." 


Head slapped Harry on the back. "Might be we have Alessandro to thank for that. He was moving a bit stiffly 


when he came to my cabin this morn" 


"Aye, we might indeed" Harry watched as the Leppard swung away, the Maiden veering off opposite, the 
Helloween still holding point. "The Ray should be behind them already." 


"They are certainly coming as if they are being chased" Head grinned at him. “Positions Harry, and if all goes 


well | will see you on the deck of one of those beauties. If not, | will see you in Helll" 

Head strode away, leaving Harry to check the crew and gumers one last time. 

The three merchant ships were surrounded; the Gamma Ray on their heels, the Helloween sailing into their 
throats, and the hon Maiden and the Leppard pacing them from the sides. The Helloween fired the first shot, a 


notice to the merchants to lower their sails and avoid any bloodshed, the warning going unheeded, 


Captain Weikath raised his arm, Markus watching him to shout the command. The movement seemed so 


insignifigent until the quiet of the morning was shattered by the roar of the guns. "Fire!" 
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Four cannons on the Helloween, immediately echoed by six on the Maiden and another six on the Leppard, the 
whistle of the flying ammunition a screaming angel of death for the proud ships. 


Chain shot smashed into the masts, smaller ball and shot ripping gaping holes in the billowing sails, screams of 
fear and death as burning canvas and shot fell to the decks, uncaring of who or what was in its path. 


A loud creak and the sound of tearing timber signaled the falling of a mast, the second ship in line the first 


victim as the mizzenmast snapped and slowly fell, crushing everything under it as it smashed into the deck. 


A second volley of thunder rang out, the first and third ships taking the brunt of fire as the second 
floundered in the water. 


"Harry! Third ship has opened the ports and is preparing to fire!" 

"Reload with ball, Adrian, but only one volley. We don't want to sink her. Not yet anyway." 

The roar of the merchant's cannons froze the crew on the deck of the Maiden for a moment, listening the 
incoming whistles on the balls to judge, readying themselves for impact. The first never reached the Maiden 
and fell into the water, the second hitting mid deck and injuring several, the third and fourth arching over the 
ship to splash harmlessly on the other side. 


Adrian grinned. "Cor, | love these ships. Never have a fucking clue how to aim. Fire!" 


The Maiden did. As did the Leppard The first ship in line had fired as well, her shots aimed at the Leppard on 
the other side, only two actually hitting the ship and those doing minimal damage. 


The balls from the pirate ships were much more deadly. Screams of pain and fear could be heard across the 


water as the heavy spheres tore through the ships, flattening everything in their path. 


"Reload and be ready!" Harry watched through the spyglass as the second ship, already too damaged to sail, 


ran up a white flag. "Bring us in next to the Korn and prepare to board!" 


On the other side, the Leppard moved in as well, her target the Masterplan The Helloween headed for the 
floundering Rammstein, the Ray sitting back and waiting to see where it would be of the most use. 


The Maiden within range, grappling hooks were thrown up onto the deck of the Korn, the iron claws sinking into 
the gun walls and holding fast. With a series of rushes, the Maiden's crew swarmed up the ropes, charging 
onto the deck of the Korn and taking control of the ship and panicked crew. 


Several shots rang out as the crew from the Leppard boarded the Masterplan, more of a token resistance 
than an actual battle as the ship was quickly taken by the pirates. The Helloween had an even easier time, with 
the crew of the Rammstein suffering heavy causalities from the initial attack. 


The three ships were maneuvered next to each other, lashed together with heavy planks laid from deck to 
deck to allow the pirates to cross back and forth with ease. The tedious job of rounding up the captives began, 
the decision made to place all officers on the Masterplan, the ship's crews on the Korn and any passengers on 
the Rammstein 


For all their size, the three merchant ships carried little crew, outnumbered by the smaller pirate vessels at 
more than three to one, making taking the ships after boarding a task of relative ease, the majority going 
meekly to their appointed places with a minimum of prodding. The officers blustered a bit more, but quickly 
asked for quarter for themselves and their ships, huddling together on the Masterplan and awaiting the 
appearances of their pirate counterparts to ascertain their fate. 

It was always the rounding up of the passengers that was the most interesting, never knowing who or what 


might be traveling to distant ports, the people ranging from terrified to brave, some quietly following orders 


and others..well..some of them never knew when to shut up. 


Captain Elliott boarded the Masterplan, going directly to Sav and getting an account of injuries to his crew. "Ah, 
not bad, sir. Two dead from the volley fire, and several injured during boarding, but none of those appear to be 


serious." 
"And from the Masterplan?" 


Sav grinned. "Apart from insisting they be given quarter and several doing their best to disappear into the 
decks when they saw the Helloween, they suffered little loss as well" 


Elliott frowned at his first mate. "And the state of the ship?" 

"She is holding well, minimal damage and still quite seaworthy." 

Elliott sighed. "Sav, what the fuck did you find that has you practically leaping around?" 
"Thought you'd never ask! Come see for yourself 


Elliott rolled his eyes and followed his first mate to the ring of captives being guarded by his crew. Sav stood 


on his toes, searching the group before letting out a triumphant cry and diving in, dragging several men back 


out despite their protests at his handling. Elliott's eyes widened, a grin spreading over his face. 
"Well, well, well. Sav, | afford you the pleasure of telling our friend about this." 


"Aye, Captain Elliott, will indeed be my pleasure!" With that, Sav sprinted off. Elliott laughed, shaking his head at 


the two men. 


"Oh, is someone going to have fun with this...” 


Captain Weikath boarded the Rammstein, Markus waiting for him to give him a full account of the battle 
before leading him to the gathered passengers. Mostly men, several women and even a few children made up 
the now terrified group, the cold look of the man examining them sending tendrils of fear down even the 


previously brave spines. All but one. 

As Weikath turned at the sound of Sav's voice calling his name, a little girl of no more than five or six years 
broke from the group and ran for the doors leading to the passenger quarters, running full tilt into the tall 
captain's legs and bouncing off to land hard on her arse, setting up a loud series of wails. Frowning, Weikath 
looked down at her, slowly bending and grabbing her arm and setting her back on her feet. 

"Don't touch her you bastard!" 

The motion on the deck froze, all eyes swinging round to the source of the cry. Weikath's eyebrows shot up, 


watching as a woman made her way through the group and scooped up the girl, glaring at him even as she 


rubbed the small back and soothed the child 

"Madam, | do not like children | find them loud, annoying and a bother. However, | was simply...” 

"And that is why you enjoy frightening them?" A very unladylike snort made Markus cough to cover his laugh. 
"If it is not enough you cannot leave us alone you have to add intimidating and frightening children to your list 
of accomplishments?" 


Weikath looked at Markus. "Who is she?" 


"She's from the Masterplan, sir. Traveling with, " Markus' eyes searched the group, finally pointing to a man 
cowering near the back, "him, and also another child." 


"Ah." Weikath turned cold eyes back to the woman. "Madam, | would suggest you do as your husband then 


and... 


"He is not my husband." 


"Fine, he is not. However, | would..." 
"Aye, you would scare small children and strut about like a peacock." 


"A peacock?" Markus couldn't cover the snort this time. Weikath shot him a glare. "You are trying my patience 


madam, and that is not a good thing for you." 

Tilting her chin up, the woman met Weikath's eyes. "You do not frighten me." 

Weikath laughed, stepping forward and glaring down into her face. For the first time, she looked unsure, her 
eyes darting around before coming back to meet the cold blue stare. "You should, madam. Your fate, and that 
of the others, is in my hands." 

Spinning around, Weikath walked away, hiding the grin that flitted over his face. It was rare for a man to stand 
up to him, let alone a woman, and this one certainly had. He'd have to keep an eye on her. Sav trotted to meet 
him, his face creased in a huge grin. 

‘Captain Weikath, you're needed on the Masterplan" 

Weikath frowned. "Is there a problem, Sav?" 

Sav shook his head. "Not for you." 

With a shrug, Weikath followed the Leppard's first mate, stopping and turning to look at the group of prisoners. 


The woman had made her way back to the man Markus had pointed out and was arguing furiously with him. 


Shaking his head, Weikath turned back and crossed the planks to the other ship. 


The Korn had by far the most tense atmosphere, the Maidens crew watching the gathered crews from the 
other ships carefully. The arrival of Captain Head brought mixed reactions, some of the crewmen hissing and 
staring with undisquised hate, others cowering back and a few just looking terrified at the sight of the strange 
figure. Harry grinned, turning to meet him. 

"All ready for you sir." 

Head nodded, looking over the gathered crews. "Anything of interest?" 

"Aye, one or two. But wait till Captain Weikath sees who awaits him on the Masterplan" 


Head frowned. "Don't speak in riddles Harry." 


‘lm not, Captain Head, but I'll let him tell you. | saw Sav go fetch him while we were waiting for you." 


Head grinned. "Must be good then. Perhaps I'll stroll over there myself and see. If you have everything under 


control here?" 
Harry shrugged. "Just waiting for orders sir." 


"Good. The plan is still to sail the ships to Boar's Head and take stock there. Unless any of them are too 


damaged to sail." 
A sudden roar of laughter from the Masterplan snapped everyone's attention round, Captain Weikath could be 


seen literally hanging on to the Leppards captain to keep his feet as he bent double. Head chuckled. "And with 
that, | shall go see. Carry on, Harry." 


Head walked up behind Weikath, giving Sav an inquisitive look. 
"He's alright Captain Head, just enjoying the moment: 


Weikath straightened and pointed at two men standing in front of him, gasping for breath. "Oh Edward, is this 


too fumy or is it not?" 

Edward turned, cocking his head to the side and looking momentarily puzzled before recognition dawned in his 
eyes. "Oh fuck me bloody, this is..." With that, he burst into laughter as well, sending Weikath into another fit 
of hysterics. 

Finally, Weikath pushed himself upright, wiping his eyes and grasping Edward's shoulder. "Oh please, these two 
are mine. And the ship. You may take anything you want from the ship but the ship itself and these two are 
mine." 

‘lam in full accord with that Michael, and | don't think Joseph or Kai will object." 

"Object to what?" 


Michael and Edward turned to face Joseph and Kai. "I implore you both to allow me discretion over these two 
and their ship." 


"What about..?" 
Michael waved his hand. "You may have whatever it contains." 


Kai's eyes nearly popped from his head. "Is that..?" Oh, damn me, it is!" 


"Oh Michael, how could we deny you? With my blessing!" Joseph stepped back, giving the Helloweer's captain a 
playful punch on the shoulder. 


"And mine." Kai grinned. "Any plans?" 
Michael smiled, the blue eyes remaining cold. "Not yet, but | am sure something will come to mind” 


The damage to the Rammstein made her unfit to sail, the decision quickly made to scuttle her where she sat. 
Any items of interest were removed and placed either on the Masterplan or the Korn, the prisoners halved and 
moved as well. A final check through the ship was made, Nicko going through the galley stores and dividing the 
supplies between the four pirate ships. Finally, the ship was picked clean, resembling more a skeleton than the 
proud vessel she had been a day ago. Nicko joined Edward on the Maiden, clutching a small brown bundle of fur. 


"Nicko. What is that?" 

"The Rammstein's cat sir. | couldn't leave her to drown" 

Kirk squealed, lifting her from Nicko's arms and cuddling her. "Oh she's adorable! Can we keep her Edward?" 
"We have a cat, Kirk. We do not need two." 

"But she's so little Edward! Please?" 

Edward sighed. "Kirk. We have to..." Turning his head, he looked down at his small lover, those large almost black 
eyes pleading up at him. "Kirk, we do not..." Edward groaned at the slow blink of black lashes. "Kirk! That is not..." 
Several more slow blinks, throwing in a pout of those full lips. Edward threw up his hands. "Fine!" 

Kirk let out a delighted cry, grabbing Edward's arm and pulling him down to kiss his cheek. "Thank you Edward!" 
Walking off, Kirk rubbed his cheek on the cats head, her booming purr echoing back to Edward and Nicko as 
she vanished into the ship with her new master. 

Nicko made no attempt to cover the snorts of laughter. "Ah, Edward?" 

Edward sighed. "Shut up Nicko, just, shut. Up." 


Surrounded by the four pirate ships, the Korn and the Masterplan set sail, heading for the relative privacy of 
Boar's Head Cove to divide the spoils and make the determination of what to do with the prisoners. For several 


their fate had already been decided. On the deck of the Helloween, Roland and Uli stood shivering after several 


dips into the water, naked save for their breeches. They had thought at first they would be keelhauled, their 
relief at not being dragged under the ship short lived as they realized that what was happening now was only 
the beginning. 


Weikath chewed on the stem of his pipe, grinning at the two. "Well, Uli, | admit my quarrel with you is more 
for your lack of taste in companionship than anything else so | might just send you off the plank and be done. 
Much more merciful death." Markus turned his head, hiding the amusement on his face as Uli blanched. 


Taking his pipe from his mouth, Weikath pointed the stem at Roland. "You, however. You, | have a problem with. 


Several, in fact." 

“Captain Weikath, |..." 

"He is speaking. Did | tell him to speak Markus?" 
Markus shook his head. "Nay, you did not." 


"Ah, | thought not. Then why are you speaking?" Weikath shook his head. "You will never learn to keep that 


mouth of yours shut will you?" 


Roland opened his mouth, grunting when Uli's elbow slammed into his ribs. Shooting Roland a look of pure 


venom, Uli tried his luck. "Captain Weikath, | know we've..." 
Weikath sighed "Markus, now he is talking." 
Markus nodded, grinning. "He is. He is learning from Roland not to shut up." 


Weikath placed long fingers against his forehead. "Well they have given me a headache. Tie them for now, | will 
have to decide what is to be done later. Oh, and Markus? Do not forget the gags." 


Markus nodded, watching as Weikath turned and headed for his cabin. Motioring Dani and Rob forward, he 
inclined his head to the two men. "You heard the captain. Tie, gag and watch them." 


Night was falling as the ships entered Boar's Head Cove, dropping anchor with the backdrop of the setting sun, 
some wordering if this sea of colors blanketing the horizon would be their last. Officers, crew and passengers 
were rounded up and taken to the island, longboats filled and emptied several times as they made the journey 
back and forth. The cooks from the merchant ships found themselves pressed into service, a feast being 
prepared in the golden sand, spirits brought from the ships, a celebration of a job well done for the pirates. 


Head prepared to leave the Maiden, eyeing the two left behind to guard his ship. "You will have your turn, but 


for now...” 


A loud crash from his cabin made Head swear. "That blasted cat! Why Kirk insists on keeping her | do not 


know!" Striding away from Jason and Davey, Head went to investigate the noise. 
Davey grinned. "Never thought I'd see the day Head let someone run him the way Kirk does." 


Jason snorted. "He's quite enamored of him it seems." A streak of motion across the deck caught their eyes, a 
small bundle of brown fur heading for the other side of the ship in chase of something only it could see. "Isn't 


that Kirk's cat?" 
Davey frowned. "Aye, then what..2" 


Jason sprinted towards Head's cabin, Davey following almost immediately. Plunging through the door, Jason 
spotted Head nearly on his knees, his hands caught under a garrote wound tightly around his neck, struggling 
with an assailant intend on removing his head. Without thought, Jason pulled his cutlass, wrapping an arm 
around the would-be assassin's neck and pulling his head back, drawing the blade over the exposed throat, a 
great arch of blood leaping from the wound. The man's hands opened, his fingers going up to clutch Jason's 
arm as his body staggered and jerked in a dance of death. 


Dropping the still twitching corpse, Jason kneeled beside Head, eyes searching the cabin as Davey came through 
the door. "Make sure there are no others!" Davey nodded, searching the cabin before taking position in front of 
the door and watching the dark corridor. 


Head pushed himself to his feet, covered in blood and snarling. Turning, he grabbed the dead form and lifted it, 
staring at the face of his attacker. A howl of rage filled the night as he flung the body aside. Davey glanced 


down, gasping as he recognized him. "Paul?" 


"Aye! Where did he come from?" Head grabbed a crystal decanter, ripping the top off and taking a long drink of 
rum before wiping his mouth and offering the bottle to Jason. Jason shook his head. 


"Nay, in case there are more | would rather have my wits." 


Head nodded. "My thanks Jason. He damn near had the best of me." Edward looked at his hands, flexing his 
fingers. "When | came through the door he dropped it round my neck; | barely got my hands up before it 
tightened too far." 


"He was with one of the crews on the ships today." Jason kneeled next to the corpse, turning the head and 


taking a careful look. "I believe it was the Korn" 


"Throw him over the side. Let him feed whatever lives in these waters." Jason set his cutlass down, lifting the 
body under the arms and dragging it toward the door. "Oh, and Jason?" Jason stopped, staring at Head. "You 


have earned your place in my crew a thousand fold today." 


Jason inclined his head. "I'm honored, Captain Head." Resuming his task, he pulled the limp form from the cabin 


and headed for the deck. 

"You alright sir?" Davey glanced at Head. 

"Aye Davey, but best to clean this up before Kirk comes back And no mention is to be made of this” 

Davey nodded. "Aye, sir’ 

"And when Jason comes back | want both of you to check the ship. Once you find it clear, the two of you head 


to the island and have some fun. Tell Kirk | will be along directly, and send a couple of the crew back to take 


your places. | think you've earned your time to play.” 


Rolling up the last of the charts Edward tied them shut, leaning back and sighing. The cabin was cleaned up, no 
trace of blood remaining for Kirk to find when he returned and now it was time to join him on the island. A 
noise in the doorway brought Head around with dirk in hand, growling. 


"Head." 


"Well, Captain Dickinson! To what do we owe this honor? And sneaking onto my ship in the middle of the night 
at that!" 


"You couldn't leave it alone could you?" 
"What are you talking about, Dickinson?" 


Bruce sighed. "The merchant ships. Did you not think about there being a reason for them sailing with no 


guards?" 
"Stupidity." 


"Nay, as soon as | returned to port | was informed of it. They set you up. One of your prisoners is the 


admirals son" 
Head grinned. "Oh really? And pray tell, which one?" 


"| have no choice now Head. | only came to tell you because of Steve. There is a fleet that will set sail in a 


week, the sole reason being to hunt you and the other ships down and end this once and for all." 


"Ah Bruce, you have to catch us first 


Bruce snorted. "Seems I've caught you on several occasions Head" 

"Aye, but your balls are more geared toward being emptied than taking me down" 

"If it wasn't for Steve | would have taken you down already." 

"Brave little man you arel" Head rose, stalking over to Bruce and staring down at him. "I could crush you." 
"You could try." Bruce glared back, hands on hips. "You don't scare me Head. You are a bully and a coward." 
Head's eyes flared red. "A coward?" 

"Aye, relying on others to do your dirty work. And there is no one here, so why should | fear you?" 


Head's hand shot out, grabbing Bruce by the throat. "Oh, you wound me Dickinson. | am quite capable of doing 


my own. And there is no Harry here to save you, this time." 

Bruce stumbled behind the long strides of the captain as he half dragged him onto the deck. Slamming him 
against the mast, Head laughed as Bruce fell to the planks, trying to push himself up even as he fought the 
waves of darkness filling his mind from the lack of air, gasping and choking as he tried to catch his breath. 
Grabbing a length of rope, Head tied Bruce's arms to the mast, his chest against the rough wood. Going behind 
him, Head grabbed the collar of Bruce's shirt, rending the cloth in two with a hard yank. 


Bending closer, his breath washed over Bruce's skin. "This is going to hurt you much more than it will me." 


Grabbing the cat, Head raised his arm. 


The cook flopped down in the sand, pulling Alessandro down with him and grinning drunkenly at Harry. "Tis quite 


a party!" 

Harry laughed. "Aye, it is. You look as if you are having fun" 
Nicko nodded. "I am. And I'm sorry Harry." 

"For what Nick?" 


"For acting like an arsehole when you told me to keep me arse below deck." 


"lts alright Nicko." 

Nicko grinned wolfishly. "It is. An’ you know why?" 

Harry raised an eyebrow. "Do | want to know?" 

Nicko snickered, pulling Alessandro closer to him. "Cause of him." 

Harry laughed at the flood of color that stained Ale's face pink. "And that's all | want to know Nick" 

Nicko gazed fondly at Ale. "He likes me, Harry." 

Harry snorted. "You're a likable sort, Nick" 

Nicko rolled his eyes. "Nay Harry, he really does." Ale gave Nicko a shy smile, the cook groaning softly and 
leaning forward to kiss him, the pair falling back onto the sand. Harry rolled his eyes and stood, wandering off 
and leaving them to their own devices. Spying Captain Weikath, he wandered over to join him. 

“Something wrong, Captain Weikath?" 

"Not wrong Harry, but...” 

Following the direction of Weikath's eyes, Harry saw the woman from the Masterplan surrounded by several 
crewman. So far she was untouched, but they were having a good bit of sport with her, using their dirks to 
flick away scraps of her dress as she spun to face first one, then another. She wasn't crying or begging 
though, instead daring them to their best for she would see herself dead and those she could reach horribly 
maimed before she would let them touch her. 

"She's spirited." 

"Aye she is. She gave me quite a bollocking earlier. Called me a peacock." 

"A peacock?" 

Weikath grinned. "Aye. | have been called many things Harry, but never before a peacock" 

“Should | stop them?" 


Weikath signed. "Nay, but | think | will” 


Harry's jaw dropped as the tall captain strode into the center of the game. The crewmen ceased immediately, 
waiting to see what he was up to by placing himself in the middle of their fun. The woman turned, finding 


herself facing the cold eyed captain from earlier. 
"Youl You have come to take your turn?” 

Weikath sighed. "Nay madam, actually | came to." 

"| will tell you same as | did them! | will die first! 

Weikath rolled his eyes. "Do not think yourself so important that would matter, madam" 


The sharp sound of hand on flesh made Harry wince, the crewmen all standing openmouthed as the red imprint 


appeared on Weikath's pale cheek 

"Did she just strike him?" 

Harry glanced over his shoulder at Markus. "Aye." 

Markus whistled. "Oh, this is not going to bode well for her." 

Weikath spoke quietly through gritted teeth. "Madam, | would offer you some advice...” 


The second slap brought a roar of anger from the Helloweer's captain. Markus started forward, stopped by 
Harry's hand. "Wait!" he hissed, "watch." 


Weikath suddenly scooped up the woman, throwing her over his shoulder and walking with long purposeful 


strides toward the beached longboats. "Markus! Harry!" 


Kicking and struggling, the woman fought until Weikath raised his hand and brought it down hard on her arse, 
making her shriek. "One more move and | tie you!" Dumping her into the boat, he climbed in, glaring at Harry 

and Markus as they joined them. "If you would be so kind as to row us to the Helloween" Trying to hide their 
grins, the two first mates pushed off the beach and clambered into the boat, taking up the oars and rowing 

strongly toward the anchored ship. 


The woman made a move to get away, stopped by long fingers that gripped her arm. "Oh no madam, you have 
had your say. Now you will hear mine." Icy fingers clutched her spine at the quiet hiss of words. Turning her 


head, frightened brown eyes stared into ice blue. Maybe she had pushed it too far.. 


The first cut of the cato'nine on Bruce's back cleared the cobwebs from his mind, replacing them with a pain 
that burnt to his very soul. Grinding his teeth to keep from giving Head the pleasure of hearing him scream, 
Bruce arched from the second, the thought and memory flitting through his mind of what had been done to 

Steve, the agony tripled in his mind knowing that it was his doing that had caused this kind of pain. A third 


lash, the scream fighting to come out, swelling inside Bruce's throat until it felt as if it would explode. The 
fourth brought him up on his knees, fire running from his shoulders down to the small of his back, the first 
trickles of blood and sweat running down his skin and burning into the cuts. The fifth his folly, the scream 
finally bursting free as he writhed, trying to escape the next, each lash now punctuated by cries of pain that 
rang through the night. 


The longboat scraped the beach, returning from dropping Captain Weikath and the woman on the Helloween 
when the sounds of screaming carried across the water, both Harry and Markus turning to look at the cluster 


of ships. 
"Where is that from?" 


Markus shrugged. "It is probably Roland or Uli. Captain Weikath may be demonstrating how lucky the woman is 


or what will happen if she does not cooperate." 
Harry listened again. "Maybe we should check" 


"Nay Harry. There are guards on every ship, if we are needed they will signal. There are several prisoners out 


there, it could be any of them." 
"Aye, you're right. So shall we get back before they leave us nothing?" 
Markus grinned. "We shall." 


Pulling the boat up onto the sand, the two first mates rejoined the celebration on the beach, quickly forgetting 
the pain filled cries. 


Pain layered upon pain, stacking up into an agony that burst from every pore, no measure enough to define 
something that seemed to rip pieces of your very soul and leave them fluttering in the night. Each fall of the 
lash drove Bruce forward, the rough wood of the mast scraping his chest raw, his teeth bared and throat 
burning from the neverending screams that were torn from a place so deep inside him that the power burst 
several blood vessels in his eyes, the whites filling with red as the blood dripped down his back. Tiring, Head 
switched hands, bringing the lash down again, his manical laughter ringing out as Bruce was pulled up on his 
knees as if on invisible strings, his body grinding against the mast in a perverted parody of an intimate caress 


in his effort to escape. 


It was only when Bruce slumped to the deck, his body taxed beyond reaction, his mind finally giving it blessed 
relief and shutting down, letting him escape the searing torment that racked his being that Head stopped, 
breathing hard as he stared at the captain of the Dragon Tossing the cat aside, Edward kneeled next to Bruce, 
reaching out and running his finger over one of the bloody welts and grinning. Bringing his hand to his face, 
Head licked the gore from his finger. 


"So Bruce, want to go to a party?" 


Brown eyes watched the pacing figure of the Helloween's captain as he moved from one end of the small room 
to the other, over and over, muttering to himself. He halted abruptly, spinning on his heel and crashing his fist 
down on the table next to her, making her jump. 

"Now! Madam you will listen! You have tried my patience from the moment | set eyes on you today! First with 
that small noisy child, and now this! If | were several other captains you would be lashed to the mast and 
flogged for your behavior, but luckily for you | am not much for hitting a woman." 

Grabbing his pipe, Weikath sat down across from her and filled the bowl, still muttering as he struck a match 
and puffed hard, sending up billowing clouds of smoke. A soft cough and a wave of a delicate hand made him 
narrow his eyes. 

‘Could you kindly put that out? It stinks." 

Weikath rolled his eyes. 

"Excuse me? Could you put that out please, it stinks!" 

Weikath took the pipe from his mouth. "Nay | will not! This is my cabin and | like the way it smells!" 

"Could you open the window then? The smell is making me lightheaded." 

Weikath roared. "Nay | will not! This is not about your comfort madam! This is about..." 

"Ella" 

Weikath stopped. "What?" 

"Ella, my name is Ella. Could you please stop calling me madam? You make it sound a curse." 

"Ella" 

"Aye, Ella" 

A sudden scream of pain from the darkness outside the ship brought Weikath to his feet, Ella going pale and 
cowering in her chair. "Stay here!" Weikath left the cabin, going out on deck and staring at the direction of the 
Maiden, the night too black to see. Closer, the sounds of a flogging could be heard, Weikath relaxing as he 
figured Head could well be punishing a prisoner and that there appeared to be no threat to the ship itself. 


Going back to his cabin, he took in the wide eyes and pale face. "Is nothing, punishment being given on one of 


the other ships." 


"Nothing? A human being is screaming in pain like that and it's nothing?" 


‘Our way is different from that which you are used to." Fetching a bottle of wine and two glasses, Captain 
Weikath poured some of the blood red liquid into both and set one in front of her. "Drink that, it will help settle 


you." 


| do not need to be settled" 

"Do you argue with everything?" 

"Do you always act so arrogant?" 

Weikath snorted. "Do you have any idea who | am?" 

Ella shook her head. "Nay, except that you are a pirate." 

"Captain Michael Weikath, and you are on board my ship, the Helloween" 


Ella's face blanched again, her hand reaching unsteadily for the glass and downing the wine in several huge 


gulps. 
Weikath raised an eyebrow, ice blue eyes showing a hint of amusement. "Ah, so you have heard of me." 


Harry shook his head, watching as Jason and Henjo stood up and wandered away from the bonfire. Markus 


hooted. "I think they like each other." 
Harry looked around. "There seem to be a few that like each other." Sighing, he shifted uncomfortably, wishing 
for a moment that the connection with Bruce wasn't so strong. The sights, sounds and smells this night were 


not made for celibacy, nor loyalty. 


Markus laughed again, his demeanor suddenly changing as he sat up and stared at a boat landing on the beach. 


"Is that Head?" 
Harry glanced up. "Aye." 
"What is he doing?" 


Harry looked again, his face puzzled as Head lifted something from the bottom of the boat and carried it onto 
the sand. "| don't know." Pushing himself to his feet, Harry started walking toward his captain 


Head spotted him and waved his arm. "Harry! Come see what | have for youl” 


Kirk had spotted Head as well and was closer, seeing what lay on the sand before Harry did. With a pained cry, 
he ran toward the lump, dropping to his knees and staring up at the pirate captain. 


A faint groan and the lump moved, rolling onto its stomach and trying to push itself up in the shifting sand, 
flinching away from Kirk. Harry's chest constricted, his heart stopping as the firelight played over the hanging 
hair and form. Markus swore beside him. Harry broke into a run, crashing down on his knees next to the form 
and carefully turning it over, pushing blood and sweat matted hair from its face. A low keen from the first 
mate made everyone within hearing stop and stare, watching as Harry gently picked up the form and staggered 
to his feet, carrying the man closer to the fire and placing him on a blanket quickly cleared by Markus and 
Andi. Gasps and grumbles ran through the crews as the face of the figure became clear, Harry's voice filled 


with pain as he gasped out a name. 


"Bruce... 


Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 
As always, for Andy, and for those who continue to sail the high seas. 


"Edward, what the..." 


Elliott swallowed hard, looking back and forth between the pirate captain and the Naval officer on the blanket, 
Harry, Markus and Captain Hansen taking stock of the ragged wounds on his back. 


"He came onto my ship and threatened me." Edward grabbed Kirk's arm as he made a move toward the group 


on the blanket. "Nay, stay out of it” 


Kirk wrenched his arm away. "Nay | will not" Kirk stumbled back as Edward grabbed his hair, holding him from 


moving. 

"| said stay out of this. You would disobey me?" Edward hissed, his eyes flaring red. 

"Disobey you? | am suddenly your slave?" Despite the pain it caused, Kirk jerked away from Edward's grip. "You 
forget, Edward, | returned to you. In fact, Bruce returned me. | am here of my own will, and can leave of the 
same at anytime!" 


Kirk made a deliberate turn and stormed over to the blanket, kneeling next to Harry. "How is he?" 


Eyes blackened by a flat anger that had him shaking, Harry looked at Kirk. "How do you think?" Uncoiling from 
the sand, Harry turned to face his captain. 


Andi, Sascha, Adrian and Janick moved closer, eyes darting back and forth. 


Harry took several steps, his hands curled into fists, the coldness in his features making Elliott motion for Sav 


and Rick to step closer, unsure of the first mate's plans. 

"Harry, think." Markus' voice was quiet, no indication given that Harry heard him as he took another step. 
Edward drew himself up, ignoring the quiet murmurs from the crowd, his eyes watching Harry. 

Throat so tight with rage his voice was more guttural than Edward had ever heard, Harry's words hissed in 
the night, the moans from Bruce and the snap and pop of the fire the only other audible sound. "Bastard. 


Couldn't wait for your chance to do this could you? He threatened you? With what? Are you that much of a 


pompous coward that having one man who will not bow to you becomes a threat?" 


Edward rolled his eyes. "Do not start this Harry, not when you have no hope of winning." 

Markus’ motion to the men to grab Harry came a scant second too late, the first mate launching himself at 
the tall form of the pirate captain and slamming into his midsection, knocking him backwards with the 
combination of surprise and the force of the blow, both men tumbling into the sand A scream of pure 
adrenalized rage tore the velvet softness of the night, Harry's fists pummeling the captain with every bit of 
force he could muster, taking advantage of the shocked stillness to inflict whatever damage he could. A roar 
from Edward as he swung in return, his blow knocking Harry from his perch atop the captain and onto the 
sand, Edward rolling as well and springing to his feet. 

The spell seemed to break, men swarming in from every side and grabbing the two, forcing them back from 
each other. Sascha wrapped his arms around Harry, literally lifting him from the ground and holding him; Andi, 
Adrian and Janick forming a ring in front of him. Elliott grabbed Head; Sav, Rick, Dirk and Dan trying to hold his 
arms as he howled his anger. 

"You dare attack me!" 

‘Fuck you! Give me a chance and I'll slit your throat and piss down your neck!" 


Edward froze, snarling. "Return to the Maiden, Harris." 


Harry laughed, the sound as dark and bitter as the last dregs of brackish water in a barrel. "Never Head! It 
will be a cold day in Hell when | set foot on your ship again!" 


Head roared, "/ own you" 
"You own nothing | am not indentured to you Head!" 


"Go with your lover then! And heed my words Harris! You are as much my enemy as he and therefore will be 


afforded no quarter when you die beside him!" 


Edward spun, shaking off the hands that held him, striding toward the boats. Harry's voice stopped him cold, 


flat and devoid of emotion. 
"Not if I kill you first" 
Tearing himself away from Sascha, Harry returned to Bruce. 


"More wine?" 


"Are you trying to make me intoxicated, Captain Weikath?" 

"Michael." 

"Then, are you trying to make me intoxicated, Michael?" 

Weikath grinned, refilling her glass. "Why would | do that?" 

Ella regarded him somberly. He was quite charming when he wanted to be. And he did have a very nice smile, 
and those eyes... Mentally slapping herself, she smoothed her hands down her skirt. Charming or not, the man 
was a pirate and she was a prisoner on his ship. Best to keep her wits about her and stop noticing..oh, but 
those eyes... 

"Why indeed?" 

"So who is the man you are traveling with?" 

"My brother. And his children" 


"Ah, and his wife?" 


"She is not well enough to make the crossing. He will set up his house and | will remain there to care for the 


children while he returns to England, joining us when she is well enough for the journey.’ 

"Ah, commendable of you to sacrifice your life to care for his." Leaning back in his chair, Weikath crossed his 
legs and reached for his pipe. Ella wrinkled her nose, prompting him to place it back on the table with a sigh. A 
shy smile of thanks made him grin 

"It isn't a sacrifice, | love the children" 

Weikath shuddered. "Never saw much use for them myself." 

The shy smile grew wider. "But you were one once, Michael” 

Weikath snorted. "Aye, but | grew out of it as fast as | could” 


The soft laugh was throaty and deep, making Weikath raise an eyebrow. "And grew quite tall at that" 


Weikath's eyes studied her face, making Ella flush. "For as sharp as your tongue is, you are quite pleasant to 


observe." 


"My brother tells me | am close to being a shrew for he feels the bite of it most often" 


The grin the captain gave her was enough of a leer to make the heat in her cheeks spark higher. "Ah, but a 
bite at the right time is quite enjoyable." 


Twisting her fingers in her lap, Ella dropped her eyes. "What is to happen to us?" 
Weikath frowned. "It has not been decided." 


The plea in the dark depths of her eyes as she raised them was unmistakable. "No matter what you do with 
me, please let the children go." 


"I am not a complete bastard, Ella If | were, | would have left you to the crew." 
Ella cocked her head, her brows drawn. "Why did you step in?" 


Weikath shrugged. "You intrigued me. You showed a great deal of courage when you boldly spoke out yesterday. 
Even if you did refer to me as a peacock" 


Ella blushed, dropping her eyes for a moment before looking at him again, a hint of mischief in her gaze. "You 
do strut as one Michael." 


Leaning forward, Weikath narrowed his eyes. "Only when attracting a hen, Ella" 

The sound of shouting followed by running footsteps brought Weikath to his feet. Before he could reach the 
door a fist hammered on it, Andi not waiting for the captain to answer before flinging it open and stumbling 
inside. "Captain Weikath you're needed on the island. Now!" 

"Andi, can't you see...” 

Andi shook his head. "Sorry captain, but if you don't come we might not be able to stop him." 

Weikath frowned. "Stop who? And from what?" 

"Harry. From killing Head." 


" Whate" 


"Bruce showed up on the Maiden No one knows what happened but Head brought him to the island and..." Andi 
looked at Ella, "he's been badly flogged. Harry is out of his head and..." 


Weikath swore, grabbing his cloak. Ella shrank back in her chair as he grabbed her shoulder, the cold blue eyes 
pinning her back. "Stay here. No harm will come to you." Snatching his pipe from the table, Weikath hurried out 
behind Andi, slamming the door behind him. 


"Harry, you are no good to him dead." 
"Get out of my way Markus." 
"Nay, | will not Harry. Right now Bruce needs you more than you need this revenge." 


Harry glanced at the figure on the blanket. Kirk dipped the rag again, wringing it out before wiping the sweat 
from Bruce's face. "He's right Harry. And Edward is angry enough that he may well kill you right now." 


"Not if | kill him first" 


Kirk shook his head. "You don't want that any more than he wants to kill you. | don't know what happened 
tonight, or why he is so full of hate toward Bruce, but neither one of you is thinking clearly. And Bruce needs 


you." 


"Harry, look around you. Half of the Maidens crew is ready to take up arms and follow you after Head. Are 


you really ready to start a war amongst them?" 
"This is my battle. Mine and Head's, no one else." 


Markus placed his hands on Harry's shoulders, shaking him gently. "Nay, it isn't. Look around Harry, look 


around...” 


"What is going on here?" Harry and Markus turned, Markus letting out a huge sigh of relief at the sight of 
Captain Weikath striding across the sand. 


Harry swore. "Called for reinforcements Markus?" 


Markus had the grace to look somewhat embarrassed. "If anyone can get through to you Harry, | know he 


can. 


Weikath stopped next to Bruce, crouching down and examining his back before standing and stalking over to 


Harry. "Where is Edward?" 
"He returned to the Maiden, sir." 


Weikath nodded. "Good. Markus, tell this group to either go back to their goings on or find something else to do 


but stop hovering. Then move Bruce to the Helloween and have the healer look at him. Harry, come with me." 


"Nay. | have..." 


Weikath grabbed the front of Harry's shirt, hauling him close. "Do not tell me nay! You will come with me and 


you will come with me now." 
Harry slapped Weikath's arm away. "You are not my captain, sir" 


Weikath's eyebrows shot up, his hand going out to stop Markus from moving toward Harry. "I am not your 
captain Harry. But | am your friend." 


Harry looked at Bruce, sighing and turning troubled eyes to Weikath. "Aye, you are. And always have been" 


Taking several deep breaths, Harry's shoulders visibly relaxed. "I will come." 


"Good." Weikath's tone was soft. Throwing his arm around Harry's shoulders, he tipped his head at Markus. 
"Now, Markus." With that, he lead Harry down the sand, searching for a quiet spot to talk 


Far enough away from the now subdued celebration but close enough to watch the goings on, Weikath and 
Harry sat down in the sand, both quiet for several minutes until Weikath placed a firm hand on Harry's 
shoulder and gave it a squeeze. 

"What happened, Harry?" 

"He flogged him. He said Bruce came on the Maiden and threatened him: 

"Alone?" 

"Aye, or | assume so. He didn't mention anyone else” 

"And did he say why?" 

Harry shook his head. "Nay, | don't even know why Bruce was there” 

"He was supposed fo be in port was he not?" 

"Aye. He took Dickson's body back" 


Weikath sighed, rubbing his hand over his forehead. "He said nothing to you about returning?" 


Harry hissed, watching as the blanket Bruce was lying on was carefully lifted and carried toward the longboats. 


"Nay. Captain Weikath, | really..." 
"You can join him in a few moments Harry. You know Markus will take good care of him." 


"Aye, he will. It's just..." 


"You care a great deal for him Harry. And this is a problem for Edward” 

Harry's laugh was bitter. "Appears so, Captain Weikath." 

"Michael, Harry. If you are planning on killing one of my best friends we should drop the formalities." 

Harry's voice was cold. "He leaves me no choice. If | do not, he will eventually kill Bruce.” 

"He doesn't want to, Harry. | am not sure Edward himself understands." 

"How can you say that, Cap..Michael?" 

Taking out his pipe, Weikath filled the bowl and lit it before replying. "I trust and depend on Markus. He is more 
than my first mate, he is my right hand and often my voice of reason. As you are for Edward" Weikath held 
up his hand as Harry began to speak. "Let me finish. Were Markus to find someone that held a place in his life 
such as Bruce holds in yours | would be torn between being happy for him and being quite put out that he no 
longer thought of me and the Helloween first. | would like to think | would be above the part of being jealous of 
the time and attention it would take, but without knowing | cannot say." 

Taking another long pull on his pipe, Weikath narrowed his eyes through the smoke and continued. "Edward is a 
different breed than we are. His immediate reaction to things not being as he likes is to make them that way 
by bringing whatever is upsetting his apple cart to heel. And despite the fact that he seems to be mellowing 
under the influence of Kirk, his first way of doing that is through force. He is as intelligent as any man, but 
his way has always been through violence and intimidation. And you know this as well as |." 

Harry nodded, sifting sand through his fingers, waiting. 

"And you also know he is by now kicking himself for what he has done. He loves you Harry. In his own twisted 
way, you are the closest thing to family he has. And he fears losing you to Bruce. He doesn't see it isn't a 
choice for you. He only sees that you are no longer as single minded as you once were, and he takes that as a 
threat. He will never admit this, but he fears Bruce, for he is capable of taking from him the thing he holds 
most dear in the world. And that is you. Not the Maiden, not even Kirk. But you." 

"But he wasn't losing me, Michael." 

"Aye Harry. Not even you realize how much things have changed. But it did not have to be a bad thing.” 
Harry brought his legs up, dropping his head down to rest on his knees. "So what do | do?" 


"Right now, you go to the Helloween and to Bruce. | am going to Edward” 


Harry raised his head, a small smile on his face as he looked at Weikath. "He's right you know. You are smart: 


Weikath grinned. "For a peacock." Ruffling Harry's hair, Weikath rose. "And now, let me go deal with Edward and 
then get back to more pleasant things." 


Harry stood as well. "Aye, the woman" 

Weikath grinned, giving Harry a wink. "Aye indeed." 

Edward rolled his eyes at the commotion outside his cabin. 

"Captain Weikath, he doesn't want to be disturbed, really, 'm sorry but.Captain Weikath, please!" The last from 
Dave was a desperate attempt to slow the Helloween’s captain down, finding himself shoved unceremoniously 
out of the way as Weikath threw open the cabin door and stepped inside. Davey nearly fell in the door behind 
him, looking apologetically at Head. 

‘Sorry sir, short of shooting him...” 

Edward waved his hand. "It's alright Dave, but next time do it." 


Davey's eyes grew huge, flickering back and forth between the captains. 


"He is kidding Dave, now go." Shooing him out the door, Weikath shut it firmly and turned to face Edward. "Have 
you completely lost your mind Edward or did you just decide to be stupid today?" 


"Michael | am in no mood...” 

With a loud snort, Weikath sat down opposite Edward. "| do not care what your mood is Edward. You will listen" 
A creak of the door made both men turn, Kirk slipping through and stopping. Nodding at Captain Weikath, he 
pointedly ignored Edward as he crossed the room to his chest of clothes, pulling out clean breeches and a 
shirt to replace the bloodstained ones he wore. Pouring water into a basin, he stripped off the shirt and sluiced 


the blood from his skin, paying no heed to the expressions behind him. 


Edward swore and propped his arm on the table, resting his chin in his hand and turning baleful eyes to the 
Helloween's captain. "Fine, get it over with." 


"Why Edward? What possessed you to do that?" 
"He threatened me! And the Maiden And you!" 


"How Edward?" 


Edward sighed. "He said the merchant ships were a trap. They were sent out to pull us in. That's why there 


were no guards. The plan was for us to take them and therefore they had an excuse to hunt us down" 
"When have they needed an excuse? And how is that a threat Edward? 


"He said one of the passengers is the admiral's son. With that, they have a reason to bring in the Frigates and 
take us down for good." 


"Ah, well, they must catch us first. And still Edward, where is the threat?" 
"He is the threat Michael” Edward's quiet despair made even Kirk pause. 


"How Edward?" 


Edward sighed. "He seems to be able to find us Michael. From his connection with Harry, or his hatred for me, 


it is as if he is drawn to the Maiden And with him leading the fleet, he becomes a threat." 


"Did it occur to you Edward, that by coming to you and telling you what was happening he was making himself 
far less of a threat?" 


Edward shook his head. "He is still a threat" 

"To the Maiden, or to you?" Kirk spoke quietly, slipping under Edward's arm and curling up in his lap, resting his 
head against Edward's shoulder. "Why is it so hard for you to say why he scares you Edward? Not because of 
the Maiden, or the price on your head, but because of Harry?" 

"He does not scare me!" 

Weikath grinned at Kirk "You see quite a bit in your ploy of nonsensical lover Kirk" 

Kirk winked at him, grinning back. "When you stay quiet and appear only to care about cats and curtains, people 
tend to speak as if you are not there." Tilting his head back, Kirk looked up at Edward. "Tell me one thing. How 
do you feel about Harry? What does he mean to you?" 


"He's..well.he's.Harry." Edward frowned. "I trust him and his opinions. He is the one man on this ship that | know 


would follow me to Hell if | asked with no thought of his own soul. | depend on him for his wisdom and advice." 
Kirk rolled his eyes. "Not as a first mate Edward. Speak simply of Harry.’ 
Weikath leaned back in his chair. "As he says Edward. Speak of the man" 


"He is passionate and unforgiving in his loyalty. He finds ways to make me stop and think even when | am so 
enraged | could rip out someone's heart with my bare hand. He isoh fuck" Edward sighed, a rueful grin 


appearing on his face. "He's my son and my best friend." 

"Aye, and he's a man Edward. Not a machine. And he has found something with Bruce that you cannot give 
him. And no matter how hard it is for you, you must let that be a part of his life, or you will be the one who 
suffers." 

Kirk nodded, his curls brushing Edward's cheek. "How wrong would it be of him to feel the way about me that 
you do about Bruce?" Pulling his head back, Kirk turned troubled eyes on Edward. "Unless, of course, you do 
not have the same feelings for me." 


Edward snorted. "Do not even think that. No one else has ever put bloody curtains up in my cabin" 


"I can say that is true Kirk, never have | seen Edward's quarters so homey." Weikath grinned at the grumble 


from Head. 

"He will never forgive me for this." Edward closed his eyes, sighing. 

"| cannot say Edward. But the first step is to end this thing with Bruce. For it will be only then that Harry will 
begin to trust you again. No matter what you did to him, he could forgive you. But in harming Bruce, you 


force him to choose." 


Weikath stood, stretching. "And now, | must return to my ship. | want to check on Bruce and also get back to 
that lovely young lady | was entertaining in my cabin" 


Kirk laughed. "| saw you carry her from the island, things are going well?" 

Weikath shrugged. "She hasn't hit me again" Picking up his pipe, he checked it for hot ashes before slipping it in 
his pocket and grinning at the other two. "Yet." Bidding them good right, he left, pulling the cabin door shut 
behind him. 


Kirk sighed, curling back against Edward's chest. "Are you angry at me?" 


Long gnarled fingers combed through black curls. "Nay, and | did not mean that | owned you Kirk | was so 
angry over the thing with Bruce and before that Paul..." 


Kirk sat up. "Paul? Who is Paul?" 


Edward wrapped his arms around the slim figure, holding Kirk against him. "Well, he used to be a crewman on 


the Maiden . He was left in port when | grew tired of his constant trouble making." 
"He was here?" 


Edward grimaced. "He was. He tried to strangle me, but Jason slit his throat." 


Kirk squeaked, sitting up and staring wide eyed. Edward chuckled. "Its fine Kirk, nothing to worry about now. 
Well. Unless of course Harry decides to carry through on his threat" 


"Does he know?" 

Edward shook his head. "Nay, he doesn't" 

"And this happened before Bruce arrived?" 

"Aye" 

"Edward, don't you think that would be important to explain to Harry? Or to have told Michael?" 

Edward shook his head, tightening his hold on Kirk and standing up, carrying him to the bed and setting him 
down before climbing in beside him and resting his head in Kirk's lap. "I do not want him to think l'm making 
excuses. If we get past this, | will tell him." 

Edward closed his eyes, sighing and relaxing into the touch of Kirk's fingers stroking his head. 

Bruce moaned, shifting on the bed, his eyes slowly blinking open. 


"About bloody time you woke up." 


Turning his head, Bruce groaned, his eyes searching fuzzily around and finally lighting on the source of the 
voice. Running his tongue over dry lips, he started to roll over, crying out when his back hit the sheets. 


Harry swore, grabbing Bruce's shoulder and turning him back on his side. "Nay, stay still" Twining his fingers 
with Bruce's, Harry used his free hand to stroke the sweat soaked hair back from his face. 


"Bloody hell my back hurts” 

Harry laughed quietly. "Aye, | know” 

Bruce groaned. "And you stood twice more than this" 

"After a while you don't feel it any more. Its the first twenty or so that really hurt’ 
Bruce snorted, then moaned. "Dont make me laugh, Harris. 


"Ah, if you are laughing that is good." 


Harry looked up, nodding at Captain Weikath. "Our thanks for your hospitality, Michael. Again” 
"It is my pleasure Harry. Bruce, a rather silly question but how are you feeling?" 
"A bit under the weather Michael." 


Weikath laughed, crouching down beside the bed. "Well | will not ask you to swab the decks for your keep then 


| will however ask you where is the Dragon?" 
"She's anchored outside the cove." 


"Ah, what would you like me to do? Have Markus inform them you will be staying with us for a few days and 
they are to stand down?" 


"Nay. Tell them to return to port" 


Captain Weikath opened the door of his cabin, stopping short at the sight of Ella stretched out on his bed, one 
hand tucked under her cheek, fast asleep. The empty bottle of wine and a glass sat on the table next to the 
bed, making him shake his head and smile. Moving quietly so as not to wake her, he opened the ship's log and 
ink, sighing as he dipped a pen. Where to begin? From the first shot of the raid, through the taking of the 
ships, to the events of this evening and of course the woman sleeping nearby. Bending over the desk, the 
scratching of the pen filled the quiet, the normality of the task taking his mind off the last words Bruce had 


said before he left him to Harry's care. 


Steve lay staring at the ceiling, one arm tucked under his head, the other lightly stroking Bruce's hair, the soft 
even breaths drifting over his chest where Bruce's head was pillowed. Had he meant it? Was this really what 
he wanted? A silent agreement between he and Michael had delayed the orders until morning, instead simply 
sending Markus and Andi to the Dragon to inform them their captain would be staying on the Helloween and to 
stand down for the night. Lifting his head when Bruce groaned and shifted in his sleep, Steve sighed, his eyes 
troubled as he watched the rapid movements under Bruce's lids. Dreams? Or nightmares? And were they 
about the decision he had made? 


"Nay. Tell them to return to port.” 


Michael raised his eyebrows. "Without you?" 


Bruce nodded, again licking dry lips. 

"If they go back without you, they'll think you've been kidnapped Bruce." 

"Nay, there is a letter in my cabin for the admiral." 

Harry and Michael exchanged glances. "What's in the letter Bruce?" 

Raising his eyes to Steve's, Bruce tried to smile. "Its a letter of resignation" 

"What?" 

Michael snorted. "Ah, Bruce, what are you thinking?" 

Bruce's fingers tightened around Harry's. "I can't do it Steve. | cant hunt you." 

Harry groaned, leaning over and resting his forehead on Bruce's shoulder. "But everything you have... 


"Means nothing anymore. As soon as | was told what they planned my only thought was to warn you. | wasn't 


even supposed to leave port but | disobeyed a direct order and came.” 

Harry ground his teeth. "And Head then does this’ 

Bruce grinned. "I goaded him Harry. | faced my fears and bearded the lion in his den" 
Michael rolled his eyes. "He's not the type of lion to goad Bruce 

Bruce snorted softly. "Aye Michael, | know this now." 


"And even after this you want to stay?" Harry's voice held a note of quiet desperation that did not go 


unnoticed to Michael's ears. 
"Aye, if the invitation is still open, Michael." 


"Of course Bruce. You are welcome on the Helloween As is Harry. Now both of you, get some rest. Harry, 


could | speak to you for a moment?" 
Rising, Michael squeezed Bruce's shoulder gently, going out in the corridor and waiting for Harry to join him. 


"lll be right back" Steve slipped from the bed, walking outside and pulling the door shut before slumping against 
the wall. "Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck" 


Weikath grinned. "Indeed. | will not keep you with the story of my conversation with Edward. Suffice it to say 


he is doing some heavy thinking tonight. | will send Markus to the Dragon, but only to tell them that Bruce is 


staying here tonight. He may well have changed his mind come morning.’ 
Harry nodded. "Aye. Although...” 


Michael slapped Harry's cheek gently. "Aye, | hope he does not as well. Now go back to him. | will see you in the 


morning." 


Harry watched the tall figure start down the corridor. "Michael?" Waiting until he turned, Harry gave him a 
tired smile. "Thanks. From both of us." 


Weikath bowed, giving Harry a wink and blowing him a kiss as he straightened. "You are welcome, Harry. Both of 
you." 
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"Morning Kail" 

Kai waved at Joseph, finishing up with Henjo and watching him head off down the beach. Rubbing his hands 
over his face, Kai cocked an eyebrow at the Leppards captain. "Want to tell me what | missed last night? | get 
here to watch things for the night and see Bruce was flogged and Edward and Harry fighting and all sorts of 
strange things. And | leave to check the prisoners and miss all the why and what for..and the end." 

Joseph laughed. "Well, Bruce was flogged and Edward and Harry were fighting." 

"This | know. Why?" 


Joseph shrugged. "Edward said Bruce threatened him. And Harry, well, he damn near lost his mind. Went right 


after Edward, knocked him on his arse and started punching him. If he had a weapon he might have killed him. 
Kai whistled softly. "So where are they all now?" 

"Harry and Bruce are on the Helloween Harry told Edward he was done with him and the Maiden" 

"Wha? And Edward didn't turn into a madman?" 

"Oh aye. Told Harry he'd kill him as well as Bruce. Of course Harry said not if he killed Edward first. And the 

crew -- fuck Kai, you could see that half of them would have gone right in behind Harry. | thought we were 
going to have a bloody war right here." 


"So how did they end up on the Helloween?" 


"Michael. He showed up, told Markus to take Bruce to the ship and took Harry off to talk to him. | don't know 


what he said but Harry was much calmer when they came back" 
"Aye, but this morn may be a different story." 
Joseph nodded. "So, what are we doing with the prisoners?" 


"Give them the Korn and send them off. Unless you were planning on keeping any?" 


"Nay, nothing there to my liking. You?" 


Kai grinned. "Nay, damn Michael not only got Roland and Uli he made off with that sharp tongued woman last 
night | understand." 


Joseph snorted. "Better him than me, | like mine a bit dainty and demure." 


Summoning their crews, the captains began the task of getting the remaining prisoners on their way before 


returning to their own ships to rest and rid themselves of the remnant hangovers of the night before. 
"Good morning.” 

Ella sat up, holding her head, slowly opening one eye and peering over at the low voice. "Where am |?" 
‘In my bed." 

"What?" 

Groaning, she pressed her fingers against her temples. 


With a quiet laugh, Weikath stood, pouring a cup of coffee and bringing it to her, setting it on the table next to 
the bed. "That may help." 


Ella gave a tiny shake of her head. "Right now | am not sure anything would" Squinting against the light in the 
cabin, she looked around. "Michael? If | slept in your bed, where did you sleep?" 


"| did not take advantage of your less than sober state." 

Ella blushed, reaching for the mug of coffee and taking a sip. "Thank you, and this is awful" 
"You would prefer something else?" 

"Its just very thick" Taking another sip, Ella grimaced "And very strong” 


| have some things to attend to. When you are ready, let Dani know and he will see that breakfast is brought 


for you." 
"What about the children? And my brother?" 


"They are gone." 


"Gone?" What do you mean gone?" Forgetting about the pounding in her head, Ella scrambled to her feet: 
"Where are they?" 


"They are on the Korn, headed on their way." 

"But..." 

"What?" 

Voice barely a whisper, Ella stared at Weikath. "You are keeping me?" 
"Aye. | told you, you intrigued me." 

"What are you going to do with me?" 

Weikath laughed. "Whatever | want." 

"Bloody hell Steve!" 

"Hold still and it won't hurt as much!" 

"Ow!" 

"Just let me get it in Bruce!" 

"Ow! Fuck that hurts" 

Only this bit left and it's all in" 

"I think you're enjoying this Harris!" 

"Stop complaining, itll feel much better once it's all in" 

"Hal Fine for you to say, you aren't the one..ow" 

"There! Done." 

Bruce groaned, lifting his head off the table. "Bloody torturer.” 


"If | did not know better | would be blushing hearing all this." 


Bruce and Steve laughed as Michael strode into the room. "He's being a babe about the salve for his back. 
Every time | tried to put it in the cuts he'd start complaining.’ 


Bruce snorted. "Bloody ham handed fool." 


Steve rolled his eyes, wiping his hands on a cloth and putting the lid back on the jar. "All the times you put 
that on me you didn't hear me cry like that." 


"I didn't slap it on and rub it round like a damn scully maid cleaning the pots!" 

"How is it today Bruce? 

"Despite Steve trying to kill me with his gentle touch it's tolerable, Michael” 

"Good. Bruce, | must tell you. | did not send the Dragon back last night” 

Bruce's eyebrows rose. "And why was that?" 

Steve sat down next to him. "You were not yourself Bruce, the pain was bad and we wanted to be sure...” 
Bruce snorted. "Questioning my commitment already Steve?" 

Steve shook his head. "Nay Bruce, just not wanting you to make a decision you would regret" 

"The decision was made before the flogging, Steve." 

"Bruce, do not be angry at Harry. | was the one who wanted to wait and ask you again in the morn" 

Bruce sighed, examining his fingers. "I'm sure Michael. There is nothing else | can do." Chocolate eyes sought 
Steve's, a small smile playing on Bruce's face. "I know what | want. And | cannot have it as long as l'm a Naval 


officer." 


"You'll be hunted as are we." Steve reached over and covered Bruce's hands, stopping the nervous motions of 


his fingers. "They will call you a pirate." 

"Aye, but | have been more that than anything since we met." 

"And you are sure?" Steve's eyes searched Bruce's, looking for any sign of indecision 
Turning his hand over, Bruce laced his fingers through Steve's. "Aye, | am sure." 


Michael nodded. "Good. Then | will send Markus back to tell them. Harry, what of your possessions from the 
Maiden?" 


"Let them rot” 

Bruce looked puzzled. "Why?" 

"| told Head it would be a cold day in hell before | set foot back on his ship 

"| know you're angry with him Steve, but... 

"Nay Bruce! | am beyond angry. He will not be happy until he kills you, or | kill him" 
"I am hoping we can settle this before it comes to that Harry" 


Steve shot out of his chair, spinning on the balls of his feet and grabbing a knife off the table, ignoring 
Weikath's cry to hold. Staring at Head, eyes mere slits and breathing hard, he planted himself in front of Bruce. 


"What are you doing here?" 


Head stood in the doorway, holding up his hands and making slow patting motions in the air. "| came to talk to 


Bruce." 


"Stay away from him." Steve's voice was low, words hissed through his teeth, his entire body shaking. "One 


more step and one of us is dead." 


"Harry." Weikath's voice was soft, soothing in its gentleness. "I would not let anything happen to Bruce while he 
was on my ship. Put the knife down" 


"Harry, | know you're angry. But...” 


"Fuck you! | have given my life and my blood for you Head! And you repay me by not only beating and raping 
me, but doing this in the name of your bloody pride!" 


"Harry, please. just want to talk. You and Michael can stay." 

"So fucking kind of you Head!" 

Edward sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. "Harry, listen." 

Taking a step, Head held out his hand. 

Bruce grabbed for Steve, his fingers just catching the edge of his shirt as he lunged, Weikath coming to his 


feet and bellowing for Markus. Edward reacted, turning to the side to avoid the knife as it plunged toward him, 
years of fighting beside Harry giving him an idea which direction to avoid. Unfortunately for him, Harry knew 


the mindset of the captain of the Maiden as well as he knew his own, so instead of feinting in and striking the 


chest, he ducked low and came in under Edward's arm. 


The two crashed backwards, Edward shrieking in pain as the knife thrust into his side, hitting one of his ribs 
and sliding off, Harry's momentum sending them both to the floor. Yanking the knife free, he raised it again, his 
arm grabbed from behind, the force of two large bodies crashing into him and rolling him off of Head and 
covering him on the floor. Struggling wildly, pinned to the floor by the weight of both Sascha and Markus, 


Harry screamed in frustration 


"Harry! Drop the knife!" Unheeding, Harry continued to struggle until Markus’ fingers dug into his wrist, his 
hand opening and sending the knife clattering down onto the wooden planks lining the floors. 


Weikath grabbed several napkins, kneeling beside Head and holding them to the wound in his side. Head grimaced. 
"Well bloody hell, this wasn't supposed to happen" 


"Ah Edward, couldn't you have let me know you were coming?" 
"Sorry Michael, next time I'll send a signal first" 

Another cry from Harry made Head roar. "Don't hurt him!" 
Michael cocked an eyebrow. "Why? Planning on doing it yourself?" 


"Let me up!" Holding the napkins to his side, Head struggled to his feet, swaying slightly and holding onto 
Michael's arm. "Markus! Sascha! Let him go!" 


Bruce rose from his chair, clutching the table. "Steve! Please!" 


Markus threw a look at Captain Weikath, sitting back at his nod. Sascha drew back as well, both watching warily 
as Harry jumped to his feet and turned to face Head. 


"Steve!" Never taking his eyes from Head, Steve moved lightly around the table and stood in front of Bruce. 
Reaching back, his hand found Bruce's, gripping it tightly and breathing hard as he stared at the Maiden's 
captain. Bruce moved closer, pressing his chest to Steve's back and wrapping his free arm around his waist, 
resting his chin on his shoulder and talking softly into his ear. A shudder ran through Steve, the taut coiled 
muscles beginning to relax as Bruce spoke, his shoulders suddenly dropping as he shook his head violently. 
Turning his head, he looked at Bruce, shaking his head again. "Nay! How can you even think it?" 


The only words evident to the rest in the room were the next ones spoken by Bruce, his voice soft but firm. 
"Trust me." 


Steve groaned, letting his head fall sideways and resting it against Bruce's. "Aye." 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce turned to Weikath. "Michael will you stay?" 

"Aye Bruce, of course." 

Several more quiet words and Bruce lightly kissed Steve's neck, unwrapping his arm and watching as his lover 
strode from the cabin. A small nod to Markus and Sascha and they followed, closing the door and leaving the 
three men inside. Dropping back into his chair, Bruce blew out a long breath. "He's not going to stay gone long. 
What do you want Head?" 


"May |?" Head indicated a chair opposite Bruce. 


‘Oh sit before you fall Edward" Michael sat between, eyeing both men. "And are you bleeding badly enough this 


should wait?" 

Edward peeled the napkins back and looked. "Nay, l'Il live. Well, as much as | do." 

Edward took a seat, studying Bruce carefully. "I don't like you. | think you are going to be the end of Harry. | 
think his..whatever.he feels for you is going to end in his death for he forgets what he is when you are 
around. And that is the most dangerous thing.” 

Michael grinned at Bruce. "Maybe we should tell him." 

Edward blinked, confused. "Tell me what?" 

Bruce sighed. "| resigned my commission 

"You what?" 

"Yes Edward, he did” 

Head looked stunned. "Why?" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Because everything | want is no longer to be found there. It's here." 


Head groaned. "Harry." 


Bruce nodded. "I had no intentions of leading the fleet to find him. If they catch him, they catch me as well and 
we die together." 


Edward snorted. "You couldn't have mentioned this last night?" 


"You didn't give me much of a chance." 


"You're an enigma Bruce. He means that much to you that you would walk away from everything for what 


may be only a week or two?" 
"Aye." 
"So you see Edward? It is not only you that feels for him." 


"| see this Michael." Edward groaned again, leaning back in his chair and running a hand over his forehead. "And 


he still harbors feelings from..." Breaking off, Edward dropped his face in his hand. 
"Ah yes, rape, Edward?" 
"Don't ask, Michael." Edward lifted his head and stared at Bruce. "So, where do we go from here?" 


Bruce laughed, smoothing the cloth on the table in front of him. "Get used to me, Head, because I'm not going 


anywhere." 


The door to the cabin opened, Harry standing there with Markus behind him. Glaring, he stalked past Head and 


went to Bruce's side, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Everything alright?" 
‘Aye" 

"Harry, | really would not let him come to harm" 

"It isn't you | don't trust Michael" 

Head sighed. "Harry, | know you aren't very happy with me... 

A loud snort and a roll of eyes. "Rather an understatement 


"But | would like to work this out. And there is much more than what happened with Bruce we need to 


discuss." 
"I have nothing to say." 


"Well | do." With that, Head rose and walked around the table, holding his hand up at Michael as he opened his 
mouth to protest. Harry watched him, his body tensing, his fingers curling into Bruce's shoulder as Head drew 


closer. 
"Edward..." 


Edward shook his head at Michael, stopping near Harry and slowly reaching for him, Harry tensing and leaning 
away as gnarled fingers touched his face. Bruce's hand came up and covered his, gripping his fingers as Edward 


held his cheek. "lm sorry Harry. If | could change things | would." 


Harry's fingers dug harder into Bruce's shoulder, his other hand clenching into a fist at his side. Michael saw, 


and closed his eyes, shaking his head sadly. Too late Edward 


"Too late for sorry." The words in his mind spoken aloud made Michael open his eyes just in time to see 
Edward flinch, his hand dropping. With a resigned sigh, he turned, stumbling and catching himself on the back of 
Michael's chair. 


"| think I'd like to go back to the Maiden now." 
Markus stepped forward, Michael rising from his chair and the two helping guide Edward out of the cabin, his 
shoulders slumped and steps heavy. Turning back, Michael saw Harry turn away, Bruce pushing himself to his 


feet and taking him in his arms, his eyes finding Michael's, both ice blue and chocolate reflecting the shattering 


of an unbreakable bond into a million slivers of pain 


Kirk looked up as Edward came into the cabin, leaning heavily on Markus and Janick, his side crimson, the blood 
staining the front of his breeches and down his leg. Kirk cried out, jumping up from the window seat and going 
to the bed, throwing the blankets off to the side. "Put him here." Grabbing several cloths and a jug of water, 
he sat next to Edward and carefully lifted his shirt, pulling in a hiss of air through his teeth at the sight of 
the wound. "What happened? Nay, don't tell me. He had to go see Harry didn't he?" 

Markus nodded. "Aye, and Harry leapt before we could stop him." 

Head grumbled quietly as Kirk dabbed at the wound. "Its not his fault. Its mine." 


Kirk snorted. "With what happened last night Edward that doesn't surprise me." Sighing, Kirk sat back. "This 


needs to be sewn I'l fetch the healer." 

"Nay!" Edward grabbed his arm. "Can't you do it?" 

"Edward, | have no knowledge of things such as that. Let me get Nicko." 

Edward threw his arm over his eyes. "Fine. Let him have his turn with me as well" 
"tll fetch Nicko Kirk" Janick left the cabin, grinning at the eye roll from Markus. 


"And if you have no further need of me I'll return to the Helloween" Waving off Edward and Kirk's thanks, 


Markus left as well, leaving the two alone. 


"He hates me, Kirk" Kirk sighed, resting his hand on Edward's chest. "He will never forgive me, never return to 


the Maiden and if he does not use the first opportunity to finish this | will be fortunate." 

"He doesn't hate you Edward. He's angry and hurt. But he doesn't hate you." 

‘| only wish | could lay the blame for this on Bruce, as | have since it began. But between what Michael and 
you said, and Bruce himself, | have no one to blame but myself" Edward drew his arm down, turning his head 
to look at Kirk. "And, dammit, | do not like feeling this way!" 


Kirk laughed. "You're more human than you think Edward." 


The arrival of Nicko spared Edward answering Kirk's observation, the cook and Alessandro entering the cabin 


with supplies and salve, Nicko shooing Kirk out of his way and examining the wound. “Edward, what happened?" 
"Oh bloody hell Nicko, | do not want to hear your opinion on my stupidity as welll" 


Nicko snorted, beginning to clean the wound. "Well that would be too fucking bad Edward. What the hell were 
you thinking?" 


Edward hissed. "Watch it, old woman!" 

"Well, if you didn't act like a bleedin’ idiot and make your first mate so pissed that he uses you for a knife 
holder you wouldn't be in this position, would you?" Done with the cleaning, Nicko turned to Alessandro, talking 
him through threading the needle with a length of gut and tying it off. "Now hold still, this may sting a bit” 
Edward roared as the needle jabbed into his skin. 

"Dammit Nicko!" 

"Aye! Not much fun when you're stuck with something without being ready is it?" A low, rumbling growl filled 
the room, Kirk covering his mouth to keep from laughing, Ale looking decidedly nervous and Nicko making steady 
jabbing motions as he pulled the wound closed. "And stop that Edward, you're scaring the lad!" 


"Well you could take it a bit easier!" 


"Aye | could! Then again, if you had not acted like a spoiled child in the first place, Edward, you would not need 
this!" 


The last stitch in place, Nicko showed Ale where to cut. Handing him the needle, Nicko dipped his fingers in a 
pot of salve and literally slapped it on the newly sewn cut, bringing another howl from Edward. "Nicko!" 


"What?" 


"Enough!" 


"Nay, it is not! Until Harry is back where he belongs it won't be enough!" 

"He isn't coming back Nicko! He hates me!" 

"And he has no reason to? You beat, humiliate and rape him, you flog his lover and then drag him and drop 
him like a cur in the middle of a celebration all proud like you've done something good and you expect him to 
sit back and say thank you?" 

Slapping several cloths over the salve, Nicko rose. "You can finish this Kirk. And Edward, you may have many 
who follow you from fear, a few that follow you for reasons of glory but damn few that follow out of love. 
And you are doing your best to lessen those!" Nicko stormed from the cabin, Ale grabbing things and following. 
Kirk went and closed the door, returning to sit on the bed next to the fuming captain. Rubbing Edward's chest, 
Kirk spoke quietly, his voice as soothing as he could make it. "He loves you too you know, Edward. And he is 
hurting as much for you as he is for Harry." 

Edward snorted. "Aye Kirk. Now come lay with me and let me forget all this for a while." Kirk stretched out 


beside Edward, curling himself around the captain and continuing the gentle strokes of his fingers over his 


chest. 

"Has she asked for anything?" 

Andi shook his head. "It has been very quiet 

Weikath pursed his lips. "That might not be good." 

Andi grinned. "Just yell if you need me to come rescue you." 
"Hal You laugh but you may indeed Andi." 

Opening the door, Weikath stepped into his cabin. 

And was nearly brained by a flying logbook. 


With a shout, Weikath ducked, the door flying open behind him, the next missile - an empty inkwell - clipping 


Andi's ear. 


Andi shouted in pain, both he and the captain ducking and weaving around a steady stream of flying objects 
until Weikath made it close enough to snake out a long arm and grab Ella, wrapping her against his chest, 
roaring in pain as she began to methodically kick his shins. 


"Andi, get something to tie her with!" At that, Ella began to struggle harder, Weikath finally falling onto a chair 
and using both his arms and legs to try to contain her, pinning her arms to her chest and holding her legs 
securely with his. At Andi's shout, Dani and Rob came running, bursting into the cabin with several long coils 
of rope, nearly falling into a heap of laughter at the sight of their captain in a valiant struggle with the 


woman. 


"Stop laughing and help! Damn shit she it me!" Shaking his arm, Weikath grunted as Ella wrenched an arm free 
and elbowed him in the ribs. Dani and Rob approached warily, Dani darting in and grabbing the flailing arm, Rob 
grabbing the other and lifting her away from Weikath, with Andis help getting one of the ropes looped around 
her arms, bellowing in pain as kicks landed in various places, including a particularly shrill yelp from Rob when 
one of those landed square in his balls. Throwing her onto the bed, Andi threw himself on top of her, pinning 
her legs as Dani and Rob wound the rope, the three sliding to the floor in a panting heap as she squirmed and 
struggled against her bonds. 


Weikath stood, patting his pockets until he found his pipe and pouch, pulling them out and muttering darkly as 
he filled the bowl. Grabbing a match from the floor, he struck it on the table and took several deep puffs, 
deliberately blowing the smoke in her direction Eyeing his crew, Weikath shook his head. "There is something 
not good when it takes four pirates to subdue one woman!" 

Andi groaned, rubbing his ear. "That's not a woman captain, that's a damn devil!" 

Rob nodded, cradling his balls. "Or a mule." 

Dani snorted with laughter. "If that's all captain, we'll leave you two alone." 

Weikath glared at Ella. "Aye, if | need you | will call you." 

The three dragged themselves to their feet and left the cabin, Andi closing the door softly behind them. 
Surveying the damage, Weikath snarled. "You have made a mess of my cabin and | will expect that you clean it 
up!" 


Ella turned her head, breathing hard, tears starting down her face. 


"Tears? Hell, you damn near take my head off, Andis ear, emasculate Rob and you are crying?" Giving a loud 


snort, Weikath continued to glare at her. "Stop that!" 


A soft sob and more tears, drawing another string of curses from the pirate. Setting his pipe down and going 
to his chest, he grabbed a clean cloth and crossed to the bed, warily wiping her face. Sighing, he softened his 
Voice. "Stop crying.” 


"It hurts." 


"Hal | am sure the various aches and pains you may feel madam you have served out tenfold!" Ella shook her 
head, trying to turn her leg. Weikath looked closer, keeping an eye out for a sudden kick. Spying blood he swore 
again, sitting on the edge of the bed and gently turning her leg. A long splinter of wood was stuck through her 
dress and into her thigh, the material stained red. Sitting back, the captain eyed her carefully. "If | take the 
rope off your legs will you behave?" 

Ella nodded. "| give you my word" 

Another snort, accompanied by a roll of those ice blue eyes. "Forgive me if | take that with less than an easy 
mind madam." Untying the knot, he unwound the rope, never taking his eyes off her legs. Tossing it aside, 
Weikath pushed her dress up, laughing as she tried to move away. "How do you expect me to see how bad it is 
without looking at your leg? It is not the first leg | have ever seen and is not likely to make me ravish you in 
any way." 

Ella nodded, biting her lip. Bending over her leg, Weikath carefully raised the material, finding the offending piece 
of wood and plucking it carefully from her skin. Dropping it on the table, he stood and got another clean cloth, 
finding a still upright jug of water and pouring some onto the cloth and coming back to the bed. Softly stroking 
the cloth over her thigh, he removed the blood and took another look, sitting back satisfied that nothing 


remained under her skin. "There. You survived, and unravished." 

A small smile crossed her lips. "Thank you." 

"You are welcome. Now, would you like to tell me why you tried to take my head off?" 
"Will you untie me first? | promise to behave." 


Shaking his finger at her, Weikath narrowed his eyes. "If | have to tie you again madam, it will be on deck and | 
will have Markus paddle your arse. Do you understand this?" 


"Aye. And you won't" 


Weikath untied her arms, watching as she rubbed them for a few moments. With a sigh, she raised sad and 
troubled eyes To his. "You sent them away." 


Weikath frowned. "Who?" 

"My family. And | dont know what you plan for me. 

"Ah. Well madam, if they are interested in having you back, they can offer a ransom 
"They have no money. We spent everything on the passage" 


"Ah. Well, there may come a time where we..ah..not more tears." Weikath sighed. 


"| don't understand why, Michael." 
Running a long finger down the line of her jaw, the pirate smiled. "I told you. You intrigued me." 
Ella closed her eyes. "Are you going to...” 


A quiet chuckle, cool fingers moving to the back of her neck and drawing her forward until the warmth of his 
breath flowed over her lips. "Aye, I'm going to...” 


Smoke, salt and his own masculine flavor filled her mouth as he kissed her, his lips gentle at first, the light 
brush of his tongue over her mouth before the tip pushed between her lips and slid smoothly inside, her gasp 
at the touch making her mouth open under his, allowing him more access. His tongue slowly stroked over hers, 
running along the edges of her teeth and then tickling the roof of her mouth, his lips firm but not hard as he 
drew her tighter to his chest. 


Ella's hands pressed against him, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt as she struggled for a 
moment, a heavy feeling spreading over her limbs and leaving her leaning into his body as her hands curled 
into fists, folds of material gripped tightly as she held on for dear life. Michael slowly bent her back on the 
bed, shifting around without taking his mouth from hers and leaning over her body, his leg stealing over her 
thighs and holding her against the soft mattress. 


Ella shivered as Michael's fingers skimmed over her ribs, his tongue curling around hers and drawing it 
forward into his mouth, sucking it gently. A small cry filled his mouth as his fingers brushed the underside of 
her breast before cupping the swell, his thumb finding her ripple and stroking it through her dress. 


Ella's eyes flew open, her hands pushing hard against Michael's chest, her teeth biting down on his tongue as 
she struggled under him. With a roar of pain, Michael sat up, turning his head and grabbing the cloth from the 
table and spitting blood into it. Glaring down at her, he threw the cloth and grabbed her wrist. "You bit me!" 


‘lm sorry! | don't.t've never..." color flooding her face, Ella turned her head, trying to avoid his eyes. 


To her amazement, a snort turned into a quiet laugh, which grew in volume until Michael's head was buried in 


her neck as he roared. "Aye, | forgot you were of the genteel, madam." 


"You're laughing at me." The tone of her voice was reproachful, her eyes unsure as Michael looked down at 


her. 
"Nay, | am not really. Perhaps a bit." 
Ella was surprised at how gentle those hand could be, soft sweeps of the tips of his fingers up her arm, 


sending a shiver through her spine, tracing her collarbone and then brushing the pulse in her throat, Michael's 
thumb running down her jaw and over her chin. The roughened pad of his thumb feathered over the swell of 


her bottom lip, his eyes becoming more intense as he stared down at her, a slight shift of his body bringing a 
pressure against her thigh, making her gasp at the heat that burnt her skin even through the layers of cloth 


separating them. 


Michael slowly lowered his head, Ella's lips parting as she anticipated the touch of his mouth, her hand creeping 
up to rest on his chest as her eyes swept closed. 


A sharp knock on the door made Michael rear back, cursing loudly. 


Andis voice was strained as he called through the door. "Captain Weikath! You're needed on deck!" 
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Andi jumped back as Weikath ripped open the door, the look on his face enough to make Andi swallow hard. 
"This had better be good" Weikath hissed, stepping from the cabin and pulling the door shut. 

"Aye, sorry sir, but it's Roland and Uli." 

Weikath swore, rolling his eyes. “Stay here." 

Andi yelped. "With her?" 

"Aye, with her. Afraid of a woman Andi?" 

"Aye sir, that one | am!" 

Weikath snorted. "Coward." Leaving Andi outside his cabin, Weikath headed for the deck 


Andi snorted. "Coward? Hal | like all my parts where they are supposed to bel" Pressing his ear to the door, he 
heard only blissful silence. 


Weikath eyed the two prisoners standing in front of Markus. "What is it?" 


| went down to see about them and found Roland trying to dig his way through the deck with this." Markus 
was fighting the grin that threatened to overwhelm his face as he handed Weikath a crudely sharpened spoon 


"And he thought he would dig where?" 


Markus shrugged. "Not sure, sir. He didn't seem to understand that if he did dig though all he would find would 


be water." 
"I told you that!" Uli slapped Roland in the back of the head. 


"Better dead than his prisoner!" Roland hit Uli back, the two beginning to scuffle. 


Markus roared, stopping them both in their tracks. 
Weikath sighed. "I hate children" 
Markus snorted "Aye, and they are big ones." 


"Well, since they seem to have too much time to think, we will give them something to do. And since they 


behave as children... Come Markus." 


Markus followed Weikath off to the side, listening to him with a look of disbelief for a moment, the grin 
starting slowly and spreading until he was snorting with laughter. "Aye, my pleasure Captain Weikath." 


Weikath slapped Markus on the back. "lm sure it will be. Now, once that is taken care of, if you would be so 


kind as to let the cook know | would like dinner for two in my cabin" 

Markus bit his lip, "| heard the lady was a bit upset earlier." 

"Upset? She nearly brained me, removed Andis ear, flattened Rob's balls and wore Dani out" 

"A handful is she?" 

Weikath dropped Markus a wink. "Aye, and quite a nice one. Now, if you will excuse me Markus...” 

Markus watched the captain stride away before turning back to the two prisoners. Calling Sascha and Dari 


over, he outlined Weikath's plan, the three laughing at the increasing discomfort of the two prisoners. Explained 
and understood, they took Roland and Uli below to begin implementation of Weikath's idea. 


Bruce watched Steve as he paced the cabin, brow furrowed, the anger still rolling off him in waves. "Would you 


sit? You're making me seasick going back and forth." 

"I just can't believe his nerve Bruce! With one bloody ‘m sorry’ everything should be forgiven?" 

Bruce caught Steve's arm on his next trip by, pulling him around and drawing him down to sit on the padded 
bench. "Stop thinking about it" Brushing the back of his knuckles over Steve's beard roughened cheek, Bruce 
smiled at him. "You don't have to forgive him. But you do need to stop berating yourself for something you 
cannot change." 


“There is so much | could have done to have stopped this from happening, Bruce." 


"Nay, there isn't. What has occurred has brought us to where we are. Would you change that?" 


Steve leaned forward, flicking his tongue over Bruce's jaw and nipping a path back to his ear, grinning as Bruce 
shuddered. "Nay, | would not" Sliding off the bench, Steve moved between Bruce's legs, running his hands up 
the inside of his thighs. Bruce hissed, spreading his legs wider and reaching out to run his fingers through the 


long auburn curls. 
"I'm still pretty sore...” 


Steve nodded. "Just sit back" Unlacing Bruce's breeches, Steve urged him to lift his hips, drawing the material 
down his thighs and exposing his groin, the shaft of his cock thickening as Steve bent over and nuzzled it 
gently. Bruce sighed, shifting his hips forward. 


Rough but gentle fingers lifted his cock, the first long rasp of Steve's tongue running slowly up the underside, 
tracing the vein, a long shaky groan coming from Bruce's throat as he closed his eyes. Another wet lick over 
the tip, blood pulsing under the velvet skin and stiffening the rod, each touch of lips and tongue sending 
another rush of blood until the shaft filled Steve's hand. 


Bruce's hand rested on Steve's hair, fingers combing through the strands, softly breathed moans mixing with 
the wet sound of Steve's mouth as he covered the head with his lips, sucking slowly down the shaft until his 
mouth met his hand, flattening his tongue under the shaft and drawing back up. 


"Fuck..." 


Bruce's breathed curse made Steve grin, his hand leaving the shaft and palming Bruce's balls, feeling the 
weight and curving his fingers round to hold the sac firmly, using his thumb to rub small circles over the 
eggs. Bruce arched off the bench, driving his cock deeper into Steve's mouth, his hand twisting into his hair 
and holding his head, groaning as Steve's lips tightened around the shaft. Slow firm squeezes, Steve's fingers 
rolling Bruce's balls in his hand as his head lifted, sucking strongly and flicking his tongue up the underside of 
the shaft, stopping with the head in his mouth, teeth carefully clamping the ridge, lapping the first drops of 


precum from the slit. 


Bruce tipped his head back, grinding his teeth at the slow motions of Steve's mouth on his cock, unhurried 
sucks down and up the thick shaft, tongue and teeth worrying the head in random motions that had him 
squirming and thrusting, aching for more. Steve's hands curled round his hips, urging him forward to sit on the 


edge of the bench, pushing his thighs further apart, the first brush of the tips of Steve's fingers over the 


skin in back of his balls drawing another deep groan from Bruce's chest. 


Bruce reached for Steve's wrist, raising his hand and taking two fingers into his mouth, sucking and licking 
them as if they were Steve's cock, his tongue curling around and slipping between. Steve groaned around him, 
his mouth never stopping its slow torture, Bruce's hips starting to thrust up to meet the downward spiral of 
lips, teeth and tongue, relaxing back with each deep suck up, lips dragging the skin. Steve pulled his fingers from 
Bruce's mouth, reaching between his legs and pressing the tip of a finger against Bruce's arse, turning his hand 
so it slipped easily past the ring. Slick with Bruce's spit, it pushed deep, Steve curling it slightly and pulling it 


slowly out, another burst of precum coating his tongue as Bruce's hand tightened in his hair, tugging it hard. 


Steve added the second finger, Bruce grunting and shifting at the slight burn as he was stretched open, the 
pain quickly shifting to pleasure, his arse being fucked in tandem with the action of Steve's mouth. Bruce's 
thrusts were becoming jerky, his arse gripping Steve's fingers, his cock pistoning in and out of Steve's mouth, 
both hands now holding Steve's head as he fucked his mouth fast and hard. With a sharp cry, Bruce drove his 
cock deep, his legs wrapping around Steve, rhythmic pulses of his arse around Steve's fingers as he came, 
shaking his head violently with each spasm that filled Steve's mouth with his seed, the contractions of Steve's 
throat tickling the head of his cock as he swallowed. 


With a last hard shudder, he slumped back, legs falling open, the muscles trembling as he panted, letting out a 
moan as Steve's fingers slid from inside him, a last long suck pulling the very last drops of his come into 
Steve's mouth. Letting Bruce's cock fall from his lips, Steve rubbed his thighs lightly, nipping his stomach and 
licking and sucking up over his chest as he got to his feet. Bending, he cupped the sides of Bruce's face, tipping 
his head back and kissing him hard, groaning as Bruce's hands found the bulge of his cock, stroking it slowly. 


Still shaking fingers tore at the laces of Steve's breeches, spreading them open and tugging them down, Bruce's 
hand wrapping around the rigid flesh and wanking it hard, grinning as Steve hissed into his mouth, thrusting to 
meet the rough motions of Bruce's hand. Bruce pulled away from Steve's mouth, tugging him forward and 
taking the head of his cock in his mouth, his hand still stroking the shaft, scraping his teeth over the tip and 
following it with a soothing lap of his tongue. 


Steve's hands tangled in Bruce's hair; throwing his head back he pounded his cock into mouth and hand, 
grunting sharply with each plunge, his balls cupped and massaged with a firm grip. Another scrape of teeth, 
this time up the shaft and over the ridge, the tip of Bruce's tongue probing the slit in the tip, before lapping 
back down, his hand working the base of the shaft, his mouth sucking greedily at the head. 


Bruce felt Steve's balls tighten in his hand; the pace of his hand and the intensity of his mouth increased, 
almost forcing Steve closer to orgasm, wanting to taste the thick come it would bring. Steve's back suddenly 
arched, driving his cock forward, Bruce's hand giving his balls one last hard squeeze, forcing his seed up into 
his cock to spew from the tip, splashing on Bruce's tongue and into his throat as he swallowed, his hand 
wringing and twisting hard on the shaft. Steve's hips jerked, his hands yanking Bruce's hair as he shouted, 
lesser spurts spilling the rest of his seed into Bruce's mouth. 


Panting, he staggered, the last shudders running through his body as he twisted round to flop onto the bench, 
Bruce turning his body and somehow keeping his mouth tight on Steve's cock as he sprawled beside him. Giving 
a final lick up the shaft, Bruce nipped the tip, laughing when Steve swore and yanked his hair again. Lifting his 
head, he looked at the scowling face of his lover. 


"Watch those bloody teeth," Steve growled, still trying to catch his breath. 


Bruce grinned. "Hard to do when your cock's in my way." 


Steve groaned, falling onto his back. "If | could move, I'd bite you back" 

Ella looked up at the soft knock, unsure if she should say anything or just... 
The door opened, Andi's head appearing cautiously. "Umm, ma'am?" 

"Aye?" 


Taking a deep breath, he opened the door wider. "Captain Weikath sends his apologies but he's been held up with 
some things. He's asked that the cook bring dinner shortly and he'll be back then 


"Oh, thank you..?" 

"Andi" 

"Thank you Andi’ 
"You're welcome ma'am" 


"Oh, and Andi?" Andi stopped, cursing under his breath, eyeing her warily to watch for any movement toward a 


weapon. "| would like to apologize for throwing things at you earlier." 
"You were a bit upset." 
Ella laughed. "A bit, but still, | do apologize." 


Andi grinned. "Apology accepted" Giving her a slight bow, Andi withdrew, staring to close the door and then 
poking his head back round. "Is there anything you need while you're waiting?" 


"| don't suppose l'm allowed out? | feel very cooped up in here." 

Andi bit his lip. "The captain didn't say you couldn't go out. If you'd like to talk a walk on deck, I'll escort you." 
Ella stood, smoothing her skirts. "Thank you so very much." Smiling at him, she walked out of the cabin, 
stopping and waiting for him to join her, taking his arm and walking with him toward the doors leading out onto 
the deck. Andi's eyebrows shot up. Now if she didn't try to jump off the ship and the captain didn't kill him, 
this could turn out to be quite enjoyable. 


Stepping out into the late afternoon sun, Ella took a deep breath, turning her head and giving Andi another 
smile. "This is wonderful. It doesn't smell like that awful pipe." 


Andi bit back the laugh that threatened. "No ma'am." 


"My name is Ella, Andi. Please call me that" Strolling over to the side of the ship, Ella felt Andis arm tighten 
under her hand. "Oh, | wouldn't do anything as stupid as jump, | just wanted to stand near the rail." 


"Good, the captain would have my head if you jumped into the water ma'am. mean, Ella" 

Another smile and Andi felt himself grinning back. Slowing his normal pace to match hers, Andi relaxed, pointing 
out different things and explaining what they were, Ella's genuine interest leading her to pepper him with 
questions about all of it. She even asked about the other ships, noticing the difference in the design of the 
Gamma Ray, laughing over the flag that flew above the Helloween with its pirate pumpkin, nodding and greeting 
any of the crew that acknowledged her. Rounding a pile of crates she suddenly stopped, eyes going wide at the 
sight of the men scrubbing the deck 

"Andi, why are they..?" 

Andi stared and shook his head. "I don't know." 

Roland looked up and glared, "Nothing better to do than come stare at us Andi?" 


"Back to work, Roland." 


Ella turned toward the voice, stepping back when she met the amused eyes of a tall, heavily tattooed pirate. 
Eyes looked her up and down, then swung to Andi. "Weiki know she's out here?" 


"He didn't say she couldn't be. What's with those two?" 


"They were behaving like children. So it was decided if that's the way they behaved, that was the way they'd 
be treated." 


"And the captain's idea of how to treat children involves them being chained to the deck?" 

Markus snorted "You do not question the captain's orders." 

Ella rolled her eyes, looking again at the two men. Heavy chain around their necks, leading back to a ring that 
was sunk in the deck, both men naked save for a crudely fashioned diaper made from what looked like sailcloth, 
shivering and miserable as they scrubbed the deck with two of the smallest brushes she had ever seen. "Well, 


| think its barbaric! Andi, can we move on please?" 


Andi shrugged at Markus, heading of with Ella still on his arm. "There are many worse things that could be 
done to them. The captain's usually fair with his punishments." 


"But to humiliate someone like that!" 


"With respect, you do not know the whole history with them Ella. The captain has reason to behave as he 


does." 
"When did it become part of your duties to explain why | do things Andi?" 


The cold voice from behind them brought Andi to a halt, turning to face Captain Weikath. "| was not so much 
explaining why as saying that Ella didn't understand, sir." Noting the way Weikath's eyes flicked down and took in 


Ella's hand on his arm Andi tried to disengage himself as unobtrusively as possible. 
"And she is out of the cabin why Andi?" 

"She was feeling cooped up, sir and wanted some air. You did not say... 

| did not say let her roam the ship did |?" 

"Nay, sir, but...” 

"And here she is, roaming the ship." 


A very unladylike snort turned ice blue eyes to Ella. "Excuse me gentlemen, | have a name. And as | am 
standing right here Michael, why not ask me?" 


Those eyes returned to Andi, dismissing Ella as if she hadn't spoken. "Andi, take her back to my cabin and have 
Rob take over for you. | would like to speak with you." another flick of those eyes back to Ella, "alone." 


"Aye, sir" Andi sighed, watching the rigid set of Weikath's back as he walked away. "Come Ella, before he gets 
really angry." 


Ella paced the cabin, stopping to stare out the window for a few moments before walking back to the other 
side, straightening a book or moving a pen once in a while, anything to keep her mind off the... 


A shiver ran down her back; the cold anger from Michael had truly frightened her more than anything else 
that she had been through before. The sound of the handle on the door made her spin to face the sound, 


nervously crossing her arms over her chest and steeling her spine. 


The entrance of several men bearing trays made her roll her eyes, mentally kicking herself for being such a 
babe. Watching as they set them on the table, preparing it for dinner, she began to gnaw her lip, the doubt 
again creeping over her as to what mood she would find when the pirate captain returned. A low whistle from 
one of the men made her flush, eyes snapping as she looked up to find a tall blonde leering at her. "Aye, the 
captain got himself a pretty piece didn’t he?" 


The second man cast his eyes at the open door. "Best be doing what you're here for and forget about it 
before himself hears you." 


"Wonder if we get a turn when he's done with her?" 
Ella's face blanched, her heart staggering at the implications of what he way saying. 
"Well, maybe once he tires of her." 


"Ah, first | have Andi explaining my ways and now | have you two deciding what | should do with my 


possessions." 

If Ella thought she had been afraid, the absolute terror those softly spoken words brought on was a thousand 
times worse. Both men turned, staring wide eyed at the door, visibly trembling at the sight of their captain 
Dari stood behind him, eyes hard and cold, shaking his head. 

"Dani, tell Markus to come." 

The men stood as if frozen, their eyes following Weikath as he walked around them and came to stand in front 
of Ella. Reaching out, he touched her cheek, the gentleness of his hand belying the coldness in his eyes. "Are 
you alright?" 

Ella nodded. "Aye, they were just talking.” 

"Good for them, then" 


"You wanted me, Captain Weikath?" 


"Aye Markus. Take those two and put them somewhere for the night. And ready the ship for punishment in 


the morn" 

Markus flinched, the two men sucking in their breath. "The ship sir?" 

"Aye Markus. Now get them out of my cabin" 

Ella cringed when the blonde man began to scream, shoving Markus and running out the door only to crash 
into Dani, falling and trying to scuttle away. The second man fell to his knees, begging and clutching at Markus, 
wailing in terror as he was dragged out of the cabin 

Michael pulled Ella into his body, stroking her back and soothing her with quiet words as she buried her face in 


his chest, the fear of the two men shaking her badly. "What are you going to do to them Michael?" Her words 
were muffled by his shirt, her hands curling into the cloth. 


"It is best you do not think about that, Ella" Drawing back, Michael took her hand and led her to the table, 
waiting until she sat before going to the cabin door and closing it. "There are things which sometimes must be 
done to keep order that are not what someone of your nature would understand." Returning to the table, he 
took a seat opposite and picked up his napkin, shaking it out and spreading it over his lap. "Just know that when 


someone is punished on the Helloween | do not do it without reason" 
"Are you angry with me, Michael?" 
The arch of an eyebrow was his only response. 


| was just bored and feeling trapped and..." Ella sighed, smoothing her napkin over her legs. "I hope | didn't get 
Andi in trouble." 


"Nay, | just told him next time he makes a decision like that without asking me | would flog him until he 


screamed for mercy." 
Ella gasped. "Michael! He just..." 
Narrowing her eyes, she studied his face. "You're making sport of me." 


"Andi was not in trouble. And | am not angry. | would just have liked it if you had asked me to show you my 
ship. Now eat." 


Dinner was a far cry from what Ella had anticipated, her companion turning out to be quite entertaining 
although she was sure the stories he told were lessened for her benefit. She felt herself relaxing, even 
enjoying the time, only rare moments of silence letting her mind wander to her family, bringing a touch of 
melancholy. He seemed to sense this and would swing into another tale, some so ribald that she blushed as 
hard as she laughed, deciding that his eyes were even more interesting when filled with an almost mischievous 


glitter. 


Now, sitting with her legs curled under her on the bench under the windows, she watched him through 
lowered lashes as he sat making notes in the ship's log. Tall, although there were several she had noticed on 
the ship that seemed to be even taller than he, the one who had come to the cabin after dinner -- Sascha if 
memory served -- was so tall his head nearly brushed the roof of the cabin. Long legs encased in tight black 
breeches that were tucked into black boots, the leather worn. Tonight the shirt was white, the neck open and 
showing the pale skin of his chest with the thatch of black hair, the sleeves loose until nearing his wrists and 
then buttoned right behind his hands, a black sash wrapped around his narrow waist. And his hands, long 
fingers that moved with surprising delicacy at whatever task he set them to, even holding the cutlery and 
carving the meat at dinner was done with a surprisingly light touch. 


Michael slid his gaze to the side, watching her from under his black fringe and noticing her own covert glances. 
Not tall, nor petite, she did not quite reach his chin when she stood; her hair had been carefully pulled back 
and piled on her head but he would guess it to be long, a shimmering black like his own. Her eyes, though, were 
brown, not light but more the color of coffee and her skin had a slight olive cast that showed a mixture of 
blood. Her body was slim - her breast had filled his hand, he recalled - her stomach flat and her hips flared 
but not heavy. And her legs... Despite what he had told her when removing the splinter he had noticed, long 
and well shaped with a definite strength. 


Another look from her eyes, the opportunity to tease her being too much. Without lifting his head from the 


book, he raised an eyebrow and grinned. "You are staring at me, Ella” 

A rush of blood stained her cheeks. "And how would you know this if you were not looking as well Michael?" 
‘| can feel your eyes." 

Ella blinked, biting her lip. "Oh." 


Setting the pen down, Michael ran the blotter over the last few lines and blew on them softly, making sure the 


ink was dry before closing the book and turning to face her. "And | was looking as well” 
Another blush, but this time a smile. "Oh." 
A knock made him grumble, Ella laughing as he threw his hands in the air. "Come!" 


The door opened to admit Andi and another crewman Ella did not recognize, both groaning and puffing as they 
carried a trunk into the room, setting it next to the wall. Ella cried out in delight. "My trunk!" 


Michael nodded. "Aye. | thought you might be tired of the same dress." 

Andi and the other crewman bid them both good night and left, Andi giving Weikath a wink as he passed. Ella 
didn't notice; she had crossed to the trunk and kneeled in front of it, opening the lid and sighing. "| am. Thank 
you Michael, but how..2" 

"| had them move it here before the other ship sailed" 

"That was kind of you." 

Michael snorted. "First a peacock, and now | am kind." 


Ella laughed, turning her head and looking at him. "I know, only when you are looking for a hen 


Michael hissed softly, coming to his feet and grabbing his pipe and pouch from the desk. His breeches suddenly 
felt a bit tight, his cock responding to not only the thought of her on her knees but the smile, even her eyes 


lighting up, the first open expression he had seen from her that was just for him. Crossing the cabin, he 


crouched beside her, using a single finger to tip her chin up. 


"Aye, and | think | have found one." Leaning closer, he kissed her neck, hearing her suck in her breath as he 
nuzzled the soft skin, flicking his tongue over the throbbing pulse and up to her ear, taking the lobe in his 
teeth and biting it gently. Ella shivered, her hand coming up to rest on his chest, feeling the strong beat of his 
heart under the skin. 


Michael groaned quietly, nibbling the flesh just under her ear and then kissing along her jaw until he reached 
her chin. Raising his head, his eyes full of blue heat, he brushed his lips over hers. "I am going out for a 
smoke. Do not wait up." Rising, he grabbed his cloak and left the cabin, Ella still kneeling there with her body 
aching, a coil of heat centered low in her belly that made her want to sink to the floor. With a great effort 
and little attention to what she was doing, she sifted through the clothes until she found a simple shift. 


Climbing to her feet she quickly changed, getting into bed and pulling the bedclothes around her, curling up on 
her side and trying to think about anything except Michael as she forced her eyes shut with a sigh. 


"Out for an evening stroll, Captain Weikath?" 


"A pipe before retiring. Oh, and while we have a moment Andi, Ella was quite concerned that you were in some 


sort of trouble for your little escapade earlier.” 


Andi cleared his throat, cocking his head to the side and grinning at the captain "She's something. When she 
isn't throwing things at your head" 


A soft laugh swirled through the smoke. "She is indeed. She has spirit" 

" | do apologize for not asking you about letting her on deck" 

"Bah, is nothing. Although, if she asks you for something in future, tell her she would be best asking me." 
"Aye, sir." 


Knocking the ashes out of the pipe, Weikath took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I am going to turn in. | 


will see you in the morn, Andi.” 
"G'night sir." 


Weikath turned and left the rail, his voice drifting back. "Oh and Andreas? Do not play with my toys. | do not 


share well with others." 


Andi bit back a laugh. "Aye Captain Weikath." 


"The woman?" 

Andi grinned over his shoulder at Markus. "Aye." 

A soft snort from the first mate was followed by a chuckle. "He likes her." 
"He does." 

"She matches him well." 

"Aye, she does." 

"This could be quite interesting.’ 


Andi laughed, elbowing Markus playfully in the ribs. "It already is." 


Weikath stepped into his cabin, shutting the door and letting his eyes adjust to the soft glow of a single 
lantern. Ella was curled up in the bed, her back to the room, her soft breathing the only sound but for the 
gentle slap of waves and the creaks of the timbers. Putting his pipe and pouch on the desk, he untied his cloak 
and threw it over a chair, sitting down and drawing his boots off before leaning back and watching the still 
figure for a moment. Quietly, he stood, unwrapping his sash and hanging it over the cloak before unbuttoning 
the sleeves of his shirt and drawing it over his head, adding it to the pile of clothes before going to the bed 


and easing down to sit on the edge. 


She had taken her hair down, long waves of ebony fanned out behind her; unable to resist he lifted a lock and 
rubbed it between his fingers, feeling the softness. He froze when she moaned in her sleep, shifting and 
clutching the sheets tighter around her, the moonlight from the windows illuminating her face and showing the 
track of a single tear that spilled from her dreams. Rising, Weikath blew out the lamp and returned to the bed, 
stretching his long frame out behind her and gathering her back to his chest, laying his head on the pillow and 
tucking her tightly against him as he closed his eyes, breathing in her scent and relishing her warmth as he 
drifted into sleep. 


Edward eased himself out from under Kirk's head, lowering it gently onto the bed without waking him. Sitting up 
he winced, looking down at his side and shaking his head. 


Harry. His most trusted ally and friend. The man that he would always want beside him in a fight, who never 
gave up and wouldn't let Edward do so either. And now..given the chance, would he finish what he started? The 
coldness in those unfathomable brown eyes, that had burned with a hate so deep it made Edward's heart ache, 


had said that he would. In a heartbeat. A last heartbeat. And relish in it. 


Edward rose, walking over to his desk and pushing the papers around, not really looking for anything or at 
them but just using the motion to distract his mind from the image of those hate filled eyes. Pain filled eyes. 
Disappointment. Sadness. Distrust. Anger. Loss. 


"Edward?" 


A rustle of bedclothes and then warm arms found their way around his waist, carefully avoiding the bandage. 


A cheek tucked into his back, the soft tickle of black curls and the warm current of breath over his skin. 
"lts going to be alright, Edward" 


The soft words broke the dam, the crew on the Maiden and the surrounding ships stopping whatever they 
were doing as a mournful howl filled the night. On the Helloween, Steve closed his eyes, unable to stop the ache 
that knifed through his chest at the pain filled sound. Bruce wrapped his arms around him and rested his head 
against Steve's, trying to ease the conflict of emotions tearing through his soul. 


Eighteen 
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"Henjo!" 


Henjo forced his eyes open, lifting his chin from his hand and peering at the approaching form of his captain. 
"Aye, sir?" 


"Late night?" 

Henjo grinned, lifting one shoulder in a shrug. "A bit. Jason was..." 

Hansen rolled his eyes. "Ah, Jason. | should have known." 

"You should have. Captain Hansen, | was..well..do you... 

"Out with it Henjo." 

"Could we use him on the Ray?" 

A sly grin crossed he captain's face. "Use him for what Henjo?" 

"On the crew." 

"Oh! | though you meant use him for...” 

Henjo grumbled. "Ha ha. You know what | am saying.” 

Hansen slapped Henjo on the back. "Indeed Herjo. | will speak with Edward and see if he is willing to let him come 
with us. Now, we need to meet with the other captains to decide what we are going to do about this fleet that 
will be coming. Care to join me on the Maider?" 

Henjo let out a whoop, looking much more alert than he had a few minutes before. 


"I know you don't like it Steve, but I'm the only one that can give them the information they need." 


"So tell Michael, and he can pass it along." 


"They may have questions he can't answer." Bruce hissed as Steve smeared the salve over a particularly sore 


spot. "And calm down, you're killing me." 


‘Sorry, it's just." Steve sighed, taking a deep breath and gentling his touch and his voice. "I don't like the idea 


of you going to the Maiden for whatever reason" 
"Then come with me” 

Steve snorted. "After | just told him | would never set foot on her again? And | just stabbed him?" 
"He wouldn't be unhappy to see you there and you know it" 

"The last fucking thing that concerns me is Head's happiness Bruce” 


The bitterness in Steve's voice brought a sigh from Bruce. Tilting his head back, he turned slightly. "Steve." 


Steve avoided his eyes, continuing to smooth the salve over his back. "Steve." 

"What?" 

"You can't leave it like this, it's eating you inside." 

"And what would you have me do?" 

Steve slammed the jar down on the table, turning away and swearing. "Fuck, Bruce! Shall | crawl back and tell 
him that I'm sorry? Shall | simply accept everything and act as if nothing has happened? Shall | let him keep up 


with this vendetta until he maims or kills you? Shall 1...2" 


Bruce went to him, taking a hold of Steve's shoulders and turning him round. "Nay, I'm not saying that Steve. 
But admit it or not, you can't just walk away from this, from him or from the Maiden" 


"| just don't know what to do Bruce." 


A soft cough from the open door made them turn to see Markus. "Sorry, but Captain Weikath asked me to tell 


you he will be leaving for the Maiden in a few minutes." 
Bruce nodded. "Thank you Markus, I'll meet him on deck" 
Markus gave a brief nod, starting to leave and then hesitating, turning back to face them. "Harry, for 


whatever it is worth, when we took him back to the Maiden he was not the least bit concerned of the wound 


The only thing that pained him was knowing you were lost." 


"Markus..." 
"I know Harry, but so you know. I'll inform Captain Weikath, Bruce." 


Ella stretched, turning and seeking the warmth that had surrounded her all night, frowning when it eluded her. 
A shift of the bed, made her open her eyes, blinking slowly and smiling as she focused on the form sitting on 
the edge of the bed 


"Good morn" 


Michael looked over his shoulder, raising an eyebrow. "Morn? Tis nearly noon madam, | thought you would sleep 


the day away." 
Ella sat up, forgetting her attire. "It is?" 


Michael hissed, turning his head. "Madam, unless you are offering something you may want to remember | am 


simply a man." 

Ella blushed, wrapping the bedclothes around herself. "Im sorry, | didn't think" 

"Indeed madam." 

Ella sighed, pulling her knees up and wrapping her arms around them. "Are you angry about something?" 
Pulling on his boot, Michael stamped his foot on the floor several times. "Why do you ask?" 

"You're calling me madam again" 

"Ah. Well, | will try to remember not to do that, Ella" 


Michael raked back his hair, wrapping a piece of leather around the gathered locks and attempting to tie it, 


swearing as errant hairs escaped. 


"Here, let me." Ella got on her knees behind him, cool fingers smoothing back the long strands and holding them 
in place as she retrieved the piece of leather, wrapping it around and tying it securely. Resting her hands on 


his shoulders, Ella felt him tense. 


Michael hissed, it had taken what seemed like forever for his cock to soften when he awoke; her body had 
been so snugly nestled against his that he could feel the movements of her ribs under his arm, not even a 
space to slip a piece of parchment between them. His balls still ached, and the touch of her hands sent 
another curl of heat through his groin, his cock stirring strongly, swelling under the tight confines of his 


breeches. 


Mistaking the agitation for tension, Ella began kneading his shoulders, her fingers digging into the muscles and 
smoothing over the flesh, burning even through the cloth of his shirt. 


"Stop." The frigid tone set her back on her heels, her hands stilling. Michael stood, walking to the chair and 
pulling his sash from the back, wrapping it around his waist with unsteady fingers. 


"Michael?" Ella slipped from the bed, padding softly to him and placing a hand on his arm. "What is wrong?" 
"Madam, again, | remind you of your attire.” 

‘lm sure you've seen women dressed this way before.” 

Ice blue eyes raked her body. "Aye madam, | have, right before | fuck them." 

Ella flinched at the crudeness of his words. "Are you trying to shock me?" 

Michael snorted. "Nay, what | am doing is trying to tell you that you are playing a dangerous game." 

Ella lifted her chin "Im not afraid." 

A arm snaked around her waist, pulling her hard to his chest, Michael's mouth crashing down on hers. Ella's 
hands hit his chest, pushing against him, her feet leaving the ground as Michael lifted her, carrying her back 
several paces until they both crashed onto the bed, his tongue sweeping over the inside of her mouth. Pinning 
her with his body, his free hand ran over her hip and cupped the back of her thigh, lifting her leg and sliding 
between, groaning into her mouth as her hands slid up over his shoulders. 

Dragging his mouth from hers, Michael buried his face in her neck, sucking and licking the skin, nipping her as 
long nails raked his back, soothing the mark with several long swipes of his tongue. Ella moaned, a shift of his 
body and the hard bulge at his groin pressed against her, his hand leaving her thigh and moving up to cup her 
arse, her leg still cocked over his hip. 

Michael's mouth burnt a trail down her throat, his tongue swiping over her collarbone and down until his lips 
brushed the swell of her breast, her body arching against his, quiet cries and moans spilling from her lips. So 
engrossed in each other neither heard the first knock on the door, it wasn't until the knock became almost 
violent in its sound that it penetrated through the haze of lust in their minds. 

Lifting his head, grinding his teeth in frustration, Weikath bellowed, "Whaf?!" 

"Captain Weikath?" 


Michael swore, his eyes locked with Ella's. "Markus!" 


"The boat is ready to take you and Bruce to the Maiden 


Michael groaned, nuzzling his face in the valley between Ella's breasts. Shaky fingers stroked his hair, strands 


loosened from the thong and hanging around his face. Michael's voice was muffled. "| have to go.” 

Ella sighed. "I know." 

Lifting his head, he sighed. "I'm sorry." 

Ella laughed. "So am |." 

A black eyebrow arched. "Later?" 

Ella raised her head and pressed her lips to his throat, teasing the flesh with the tip of her tongue. "Aye." 


With grumbles, groans and curses, Michael forced himself off her, pushing himself to his feet and shaking his 
head. Ella looked up at him, eyes heavy, and stretched, sinuously arcing and twisting her body on the bed. 


"Hurry back." 

Michael grinned wolfishly, reaching down and running his finger along her jaw. "That is my plan" 
"Come Bruce, let us go and get things done." 

"Michael... 

"Do not worry Harry, | will not leave his side." 

Bruce grinned, tugging a lock of Steve's hair. "Stop worrying.” 

"Aye, Bruce, | will. As soon as you're off that ship." 

"Everything will be fine." 

Steve snorted. "It had best be." 


Weikath climbed down the ladder and settled himself in the boat. "Come Bruce, the sooner we get through this 


the sooner we can return" 


Bruce laced his fingers with Steve's. "It will be fine." 


Steve sighed. "Just be careful." 


"I will" Giving Steve's fingers a brief squeeze, Bruce climbed down to join Weikath and Marcus in the boat, 
watching Steve as the crewmen bent their backs to the oars and headed for the Maiden 


"Edward!" 

Edward turned from staring across the water at the Helloween to greet Captain Elliott. "Joseph. You are well?" 
‘Lam. And you?" 

"Fine. Hello Sav." 

"Captain Head. Where is Harry?" 

Edward flinched. "On the Helloween He will not be joining us." 

Joseph shook his head. "You have not been able to settle your differences?” 

"Nay, and | would rather leave it at that Joseph." 

"Leave what Edward?" 

"Nothing Michael. Bruce." 

"Head." 

"Well, | have things that require my attention on my ship so shall we get started? Where is Kai?" 

"He's talking with Jason. It seems that he is interested in taking him on as a member of his crew." 

Weikath snorted. "More like Henjo is interested in taking him on his member." 

Even Head joined in the laughter. "Michael you are a sick man" 

"Ah Edward, | but speak the truth. Shall we?" 

Bruce, Markus, Elliott and Sav headed for the area that had been set up in the middle of the deck, several long 


plank tables pushed together and surrounded by chairs; charts, parchment, pens and ink set within easy reach 


of all. Michael stayed behind, watching Edward as he stared again at the Helloween A figure stood on the deck, 


staring back, long curls stirred by the breeze. 

"Edward." 

"Aye, Michael?" 

"Give him time." 

‘It matters not what | give him Michael. It is what he will not give me." 
Michael squeezed his shoulder. "Come Edward, you accomplish nothing here." 
Edward shook his head with a sigh. "| know Michael, how well | know." 


Bruce looked around the tables. "The fleet will consist of six ships. The Dragon, the Sabbath, the Apocalyptica, 
the Magnum, the Megadeth and the Aerosmith The Sabbath, the Magnum and the Megadeth are all Frigates. The 
Sabbath is the flagship, she's under Admiral Osbourne's command. The situation with her is unique because the 
Admiral is a bit.well, his wife sails with him and she controls everything.’ 


"A woman on a ship. Bloody fool. Talk about bad luck" 


"You think so Joseph?" Michael leaned back in his chair, a smirk playing over his lips. "Well, there is a woman on 


mine." 

"You have best rid yourself of the whore before...” 

Weikath leaned forward, hissing his words, the smile gone. "She is no whore Joseph." 

Edward and Kai looked at each other. Edward cleared his throat. "I'm sure Joseph meant no offense Michael." 


Joseph shook his head. "Nay, Michael | didn't" 


Weikath slowly relaxed in his chair, Markus sitting back as well in his own. "Then | will take it as none. Continue 


Bruce." 


Bruce let out his breath. "The Sabbath will hang back, she will not enter the fight unless needed. The two 
biggest worries are other big ships. They each carry a crew of almost two hundred and twenty six guns. The 
good thing is that they are so big they cannot maneuver quickly. If possible, a series of attacks and retreats 
may be best for those." 


"They are three masts Bruce?" 


"Aye, Michael.” 
Tapping the end of his pipe on his teeth, Weikath nodded. "Very good. Continue." 


"The Dragon you are all familiar with. The Apocalyptica and the Aerosmith are both Snows, the same as the 
Ray. So there is nothing you aren't familiar with there." 


"The Sabbath, if she does enter the battle is she a threat?" 


"She's well armed Kai, but..the crew is not happy about taking orders from a woman, and that woman in 


particular. She is..well.." 

"You don't have to worry about saying anything out of turn anymore Bruce." 
"I know Head, | just am not quite sure how to describe her." 

"Will the crew follow her?" 


"Reluctantly Michael. But if they think she is wrong they won't. So if she orders them to attack and they think 
it best not to, they'll follow the first mate instead." 


"Ah, and those Bruce? And who will be in command of the Dragon?" 


"| don't know who will command the Dragon It might be a first mate from another ship. As far as the captains 


go, the only ship I've had any dealing with is the Sabbath, the rest l'm not sure of." 


Edward stood, looking around the assembled cast of pirates. "So we start with that. Now, to have this on our 
terms, we set the time and the place. Gentleman, let us begin...” 


"Bruce!" 
Bruce raised his hand. "I'll just be a moment Michael." 


"Aye Bruce." Weikath turned back to his conversation with Hansen, watching as Bruce crossed the deck to meet 


Kirk. 
"How are you? And how is Harry?" 


"Better, still sore but it's not as bad. Steve is, well, he's still pretty upset.” 


"Has he said anything about talking to Edward?" 

Bruce gave an amused snort. "Aye. He's said ‘nay'." 

"Damn. | was hoping... 

"He heard him last night" 

Kirk shook his head. "He was..Bruce, unless you saw him you wouldn't believe it." 

Bruce looked over at the Maiden's captain. “Aye, Kirk | would. The sound was heartrending," 
"They have to talk. Or scream." 


"| know, Kirk. Bur Steve isn't ready. l'm not sure when or if he will be. He threw a fit when | agreed to come 


here and he's been standing on the deck since | left staring over to make sure nothing went wrong.” 
"| see him. He never moves." 

"Bruce?" 

Bruce looked around. "Aye Captain Head?" 


‘lm sure Harry needs some things that are here, would you tell him that if he lets Markus know what he 


wants I'll have Adrian make arrangements to have them moved?" 
"| will.” 


"My thanks. And my thanks for what you did today. And would you tell Harry that..." Edward stopped and 
sighed. "Never mind" Edward turned and walked away, going back to the table and staring at the open charts. 


"He's miserable.” 

Bruce sighed. "Aye Kirk, and so is Harry. But his anger is rising above all else right now." 

"Bruce!" 

Bruce waved to Weikath. "Coming!" Turning back to Kirk, he shrugged. "I'll try Kirk. But no promises." 


Kirk watched Bruce climb down into the boat for the trip back to the Helloween "That's all | ask, Bruce." 


Steve was waiting as Bruce climbed up onto the deck, brow furrowed. "What did Head want?" 


"Nothing really. Just to say thanks and to ask me to tell you if you want anything from the Maiden he'll have 
Adrian bring it." 


Weikath joined them, placing a hand on Steve's shoulder. "Harry, | told you | would let no harm come to him." 


| know Michael." Troubled brown eyes turned back to the Maiden, watching as the crew went about their daily 


chores, several working on moving the tables and chairs from the meeting back below deck 
"You miss her." Bruce moved behind him, resting a hand on the small of Steve's back. 
"Aye. She's been my home for a long time." 


Weikath squeezed his shoulder. "I'm sure Markus could use a hand with the preparations for what lies ahead 
Harry, | would appreciate your help." 


Harry grinned. "Trying to make me feel useful, Michael?" 

Weikath grinned back. "Is it working?" 

Harry laughed, leaning back into Bruce's hand. "Something is." 

"Good! Now, if you will excuse me, | have an unpleasant task to deal with." 
Markus appeared beside them. "The ship is ready, sir." 

Bruce frowned. "The ship? For what?" 

Steve hissed. "Keelhauling?" 

Weikath nodded. "Aye." 

Bruce groaned. "I think I'll pass on watching." 

Steve shook his head. "I as well.” 


Weikath nodded. "As my guests you are not expected to. Were you part of the crew, you would have no choice. 
Markus, assemble the crew and ready the prisoners. Oh, and bring Roland and Uli up as well, let them see." 


Markus sighed. "Aye Captain Weikath." 


The three watched him leave. "He dislikes this immensely.” 


Bruce looked askance at Weikath. "And you don't?" 


Weikath gazed back at him. "Aye, but it works. | will see you both later, perhaps you would like to join Ella and 


me for dinner?" 


Steve and Bruce looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Bruce cocked his head, Steve nodding at him. “Aye 
Michael, we'd like to meet this lady." 


"Just duck if she reaches for something Bruce. | will see you both this evening then" With that Weikath left 
them, going to take his place in front of the gathering crew. 


The two crewmen stood in front of the assembled group, watching Captain Weikath as he lit his pipe, puffing on 
it slowly as he stared back through narrowed eyes. 


"I am not an unreasonable man. Nor am | inhuman. However, | will not tolerate blatant disrespect from anyone, 
particularly my crew. You have both been warned, punished, warned and punished again and yet | find you have 


learned nothing. Markus, do your duty." 


The first crewman, the tall blonde, was grabbed by Sascha and Andi, held fast even as he screamed and 
struggled, his arms held over a pulley and tightly tied Sascha and Andi stepped back, together with Dani 
grabbing the rope and pulling him into the air, suspending him close to the yard-arm. Rob moved in, wrapping 
another rope around his legs with Markus’ help, attaching a weight before knotting it. Another haul on the rope 
pulled him higher, swinging him out over the side of the ship, the assembled men watching. A silent signal and 
he dropped into the water, his scream cutting off as the crew chosen by Markus hauled on the rope that ran 
around the ship, dragging him through underneath and raising him on the other side, his screams beginning 
anew as he was swung back over the deck, blood mixing with salt water and running freely from cuts inflicted 


by the barnacles on the ship's hull. 


Markus looked at Captain Weikath, his eyes questioning. 


Another scream from the waiting prisoner joined the first man's at the quiet command. 

"Again 

Ella looked up as Weikath entered the cabin. "Is everything alright? | heard screaming.’ 

"Aye." Going to his desk, he dropped into the chair with a sigh, opening the ship's log and picking up his pen. 


"Michael?" 


"A moment please, Ella" 


Ella put down the book she had been absently thumbing through and watched him, biting her lip and trying to 
read his face. Giving up, she stood and went to stand behind him, placing her hands gently on his shoulders. 


Michael shook his head, sighing as she rubbed her palms over in slow circles. 
"The screaming you heard was the punishment of the two men" 
Ella's hands hesitated for a brief moment before resuming the slow motions. "Oh?" 


"Aye" Throwing down his pen, Michael turned in the chair and caught her wrist, pulling her around to stand 
between his thighs. Taking her hands in his, Michael turned them over, raising them one at a time and dropping 


a kiss in her palms. "However, | would rather not think about that." 


Ella shuddered, the touch of his lips starting that low feeling of fullness in her body. "And what would you like 
to think about?" 


Michael raised her hand again, looking up at her as he extended his tongue and rasped it over her wrist. 


This time he felt the tremor, a slow smile spreading over his face as he drew her closer, running his hands up 


her arms and curving his leg behind her. "| would rather think about you in my bed." 


"Are you trying to have your way with me Michael?" Although her tone was playful, he could see the 


nervousness in her eyes. 


"And if | say | am?" Bringing his hands back down to her waist, he slid them around her, long fingers teasing up 
her spine and finding the line of buttons down her back, starting at the top and opening them one by one. 


"| would say please do." 


Michael kicked the chair back as he stood, lowering his head to meet her mouth as she lifted her face to his, 
lashes sweeping down onto her cheeks at the first touch of his lips. Her mouth opened for his tongue, her 
hands pressing against his chest and then sliding down to his ribs, a soft moan as his tongue swept through 
her mouth and teased over hers, licking her cheeks and the roof of her mouth. The last of the buttons open, 
Michael slid his hands down to the small of her back and pulled her tight to his body, groaning at the shy 


touch of her tongue against his. 


Ella felt the cooler air on her back, the dress slipping a bit as she ran her hands up Michael's chest and 
twined her arms round his neck, her nails scraping the skin. Michael spread his legs, lifting her against his groin 
and letting her feel his rapidly stiffening cock, chuckling darkly into her mouth when she gasped at the intimate 
touch of his hand sliding into the open back of her dress and down to her arse, cupping the curve of her 
bottom and kneading the flesh. 


Lifting his head, Michael cocked an eyebrow and gazed at her with lust filled eyes. "You, madam, are wearing 


too many clothes.” 
Ella cocked an eyebrow back. "As, sir, are you." 


This time both his eyebrows shot up, amusement mixing with the glittering heat in those ice blue eyes. "Well, 
let us see what we can do to change that" Stepping back, he let her go, untying his sash and unwrapping it 
from his waist, letting it fall to the floor and kicking it aside. Ella watched, biting her lip and feeling tendrils of 
lust curl through her body as he tugged his shirt free of his breeches, his eyes moving over her, the burning 
gaze touching her body as if his hands still roamed her flesh, each caress deepening the ache between her 


thighs. 


As if controlled by invisible strings, Ella felt herself pulled to him, her hands following the cloth of his shirt as 
he pulled it up and over his head, fingers tracing his ribs and back to brush the line of hair down his stomach 
that disappeared into his breeches, the pale skin warm under her touch, his breathing deepening as she 
explored his flesh. 


Placing his hands on Ella's hips, Michael stood quietly, resisting the urge to let his hands begin their own 
journey over her, watching the emotions play over her face as she rubbed her fingers through the hair on 


his chest, feeling the different texture, stroking outwards and letting the palm of her hand brush over his 
nipple. 


Ella looked up at him when he hissed, her eyes questioning, her hand pulling back until he shook his head. A shy 
smile curled her lips, her hand going back and this time using her fingers to touch the hard nub, stroking it 
gently. Michael's fingers tightened on her hips as she leaned forward and kissed the center of his chest, 
giggling when the hair tickled her face, placing a small series of kisses over his pec until she reached the bud 
her fingers continued to tease. A glance up from under her lashes and she moved her fingers, replacing them 
with her lips, becoming bolder when he groaned and letting the tip of her tongue lap his nipple, the groan 
becoming a hiss as she gave it a bolder lick 


Another trail of kisses across his chest, more sure this time; sucking softly at the skin, she found his other 
ripple and kissed and licked it as well, his fingers gripping her hips tighter as he drew her closer. Her hands 
stroked his ribs and around onto his back, lips and tongue even bolder as she worked her way back to the 
center of his chest and up, tasting the flavor of his skin, feeling the quickened beat of his heart in the pulse in 


his neck. 
"Ella" Michael gritted his teeth as those soft lips moved up his throat. "Ella" 


"Umm?" A swipe of her tongue under his jaw, her hands back around on his chest, fingers playing with his 
nipples. 


"As wonderful as that feels, there are other parts of me that are beginning to demand some attention" 


Another wet path licked down his throat, tongue tasting the light sheen of sweat on his skin. Hands sliding back 
down over his ribs until the reached the top of his breeches, one staying to trace the line of the hair and the 
other.. 


Michael's shaky groan at the brush of her fingers over his cock made her jump, Ella's hand jerking away as 
she pulled back, cheeks flushed pink as she dropped her eyes. "lm sorry." 


"Nay, do not be." Michael took her hand, kissing the palm. "Why did you stop?" 
| thought | hurt you." 


Michael snorted "Nay, you did not" Guiding her hand, he placed it back on his groin, letting his head fall back 
and pushing his hips forward to press against her fingers. Ella's fingertips traced the outline of his cock, the 
heat and hardness intriguing and inviting, Michael's hand cupping her cheek as he dropped his head down to 


nuzzle her ear, whispering and breathing soft sounds of approval. 


Encouraged by his words, Ella's exploration grew bolder, rubbing the palm of her hand lower and feeling the 
weight of his balls, slow thrusts of his hips pushing them into her hand. Michael's hand suddenly covered hers, 
stilling its movements, curling his fingers with her and gently tugging it away from his cock. Tipping her head 
up, he brought his lips to hers, kissing her with an intensity that left her clinging to his arms for support, her 
breathing now as ragged as his, her body aching with a need that filled her senses and made her instinctively 
press against him, seeking the touch of his hands, mouth and more of his being. 


Feeling the trembling in her body, Michael cupped her face, dropping soft kisses on her cheeks and resting his 
forehead on hers. Sliding his hands down her neck, he slipped his fingers under her dress and pushed it off her 
shoulders and down her arms, Ella pulling her hands frees of the sleeves and letting the material pool at her 
waist. The first touch of his fingers on the bare skin of her breasts made her cling to his arms, whimpering 
as he cupped the bottom of the swells and gently ran his thumbs over the hard peaks of her nipples, dipping 
his head to nip and lick at her throat. Sliding his hands down over her ribs, Michael pushed her dress over her 
hips, letting it fall to the floor and pool at her feet, his fingers brushing over her stomach and down, tracing 
her hips and back to cup her arse. 


Ella's hands untied his breeches, Michael sighing as her fingers spread the cloth and began pushing them down 
over his hips, her shyness evaporating as the feelings of desire grew. Laughing, he stepped back, holding up a 
finger and balancing on one foot as he pulled off his boot, tossing it aside and repeating the motion with the 
other leg. Sliding his breeches down, he drew those off as well, standing straight in front of her and watching 
her as her eyes ran down his body, widening at her first look at his cock. 


"Come here." Ella stepped forward automatically, feeling Michael's hand take her wrist and guide her hand to 
the jutting pillar of flesh between his legs, hissing as her fingers touched him for the first time. The tip was 
wet, the hood rolled back behind the head, the shaft thick and hard, ridged with veins. "It will not bite, Ella." She 


nodded, running her fingers over the head, noting how red it was compared to the rest of his cock, the flesh 


soft and almost spongy in texture. Behind the wedge, a wrinkled fold of flesh that caused him to hiss when her 
fingers moved it, rolling it forward and then pushing it back. The shaft was an odd combination, stiff and hard 
yet the skin so soft, like iron surrounded by velvet, leading back to his body and ending nestled in a thick patch 
of hair. 


Underneath, full and heavy in her palm when she cupped them, the sac smoothing under her touch, the firm 
orbs inside shifting under the gentle pressure of her thumb. A soft hiss and Michael's hand covered hers, 
easing it away and holding it, the smile on his face belying the intensity in his ice blue gaze as he looked at her. 
"However, it will spit and if you keep doing that it will happen soon, so | think it is time we move on" Ella let 
out a startled shriek as Michael swept her up into his arms. "Now madam, it is 


time for bed" 


Laying Ella gently on the bed Michael leaned over, stroking her cheek and letting his fingers ghost across her 
lips and over her chin, his touch so light that if her skin had not felt as if every nerve was exposed she might 
have thought she imagined it, the rough pads dipping between her breasts and down, her stomach contracting 
at the sweeping motions over the skin until he brushed the edge of the soft hair at her groin. Ella's fingers 
clutched the sheets, her head tipping back as she arched her body up, eyes unfocused and heavy, the ache 


between her legs seeming to spread outward until it consumed her. 


Michael lay down beside her, leaning over and kissing her slowly, his tongue darting into her mouth and curling 
round hers, drawing it back into his and sucking it softly. He let his mouth slide from hers and trailed down 
her neck to her chest, kissing over the swell of her breast and closing his lips on her nipple, sucking into his 
mouth and hearing her gasp at the lap of his tongue, taking the bud gently in his teeth and tugging it carefully, 
his hand teasing through the hair at her groin, fingertips just brushing the top of her slit before moving away. 


Licking a trail over her chest, he teased the other bud, his fingers now moving lower and rubbing the top of 
her slit, feeling her writhe under his hand. 

Ella's hand touched his head, her fingers pulling the thong holding his hair and letting the strands fall to touch 
her skin, combing her fingers through and holding the back of his head to her breast, soft sounds that 


bordered on words rising from her throat. 


Michael slid lower, kissing and licking down onto her stomach, his hand pushing between her thighs and cupping 
her sex, her body bucking up off the bed with a sweet cry of delight. Groaning against her, he turned his 
wrist and urged her thighs apart, allowing his hand to reach lower, the whole of his hand covering her from 
her arse to the top of her slit, his finger easing between the lips of her pussy and curling up the slick slit, his 
tongue dipping into her navel as the tip of his finger touched her clit. 


Ella bucked up from the bed, crying out at the touch, her fingers tangling in Michael's hair, the slow rubbing 
over the hard bud sending flashes of pleasure radiating out from her groin Michael's tongue swept down over 
the soft curve and into the curls between her thighs, the tip probing her slit and joining his finger in the slow 
teasing of her clit, her breath coming in sobbing pants. 


Shifting around on the bed, Michael settled his body between her thighs, using his fingers to spread the lips of 


her sex and circling her clit with his tongue, Ella's legs drawing up as she opened herself under him. Long, 
broad licks with the flat of his tongue, starting at the very top of the slit and down to where his fingers 
teased her opening, back up to swipe over the bead and then circling it slowly, a coil of white hot pleasure 
winding tighter inside her. Ella panted, both hands on his head and pushing his face tighter against her, age old 
instincts guiding her moves, frantic rocking motions of her hips seeking more of the contact with his hand and 


mouth. 


Michael eased the tip of his finger inside her, feeling a rush of her juices as her body readied itself for the 
joining of their flesh, her clit hard and throbbing against his tongue. Pressing his mouth to her, he sucked and 
licked, carefully scraped his teeth over the rub, his finger moving deeper, pulling it back only to press it 


forward it again. 


Each time Ella thought it could feel no better, another spike would drive into her body, sucking her breath and 
sending a wave crashing over her, her voice strange in her ears as she moaned his name. The odd fullness 
inside her as his finger touched unknown places that made her sob with need, his mouth almost painful in the 


pleasure it was bringing her, every moment a new level of need for more. 


Michael readied himself, closing his lips over her clit and sucking gently, turning himself slightly to tuck her 
thigh under his arm and rest his free hand on her stomach. With a swift thrust, he pushed the rest of his 
finger inside her, wincing at the cry of pain as Ella twisted under him, his mouth never stopping, drawing his 
finger out and sliding it deep again, spreading her open for the first time. 


Ella felt the swift burning stab of pain as her maidenhead was breached, crying out she sought escape from 
the pain, turning under Michael and trying to wiggle away as his finger moved in and out of her. The pain was 
suddenly gone, overwhelmed by the pleasure from his mouth, her body adjusting to the thrusting of his finger, 


in fact quickly aching for more, her hips rising to meet him. 


Adding another finger, Michael felt the changes as the pain faded away, her pussy starting to grip and hold 
him inside her, each stroke met by a tilt of her hips. Ella felt the tension build in her groin, each push of his 
fingers and lap of his tongue sending sparks through her body, her cries and mewls nearly continuous as it 
wound tighter and tighter. 


Increasing the pace of his fingers and the assault on her clit, Michael drove Ella relentlessly, feeling the 
changes that signaled her impending orgasm, until with a final thrust of his fingers and scrape of his teeth she 
arched under him, the cry locked in her throat as she shuddered, her pussy milking his fingers as she came, a 


burst of white in her vision as the tension inside her shattered into gleaming pieces of ecstasy. 


Lifting his head, Michael kissed up her groin, rising on his knees leaning over her as the last spasms shook her 
frame. Ella shivered as his fingers pulled out, quickly replaced by the head of his cock, his mouth finding hers 
as he slid the length of his shaft into her, tasting herself on his lips and tongue, her legs coming up to wrap 
around him as he gently thrust his cock in and out of her hole. 


Michael braced his weight on his hands, forcing himself to keep the pace of his fucking slow and gentle, feeling 


her body adjust around his cock, her eyes open and staring in something akin to wonder as the pleasure began 
to build inside her again, every deep stroke rubbing the hair of his groin over her clit, his balls rubbing her 
arse. Drawing out till just the head remained inside her, a long stroke to the base, again and again, her hands 


sliding up his arms to his shoulders and then over his chest and ribs. 


Silence except for the slap of flesh, the wet sounds of their bodies joining and releasing, harsh breaths and 
sounds drawn from places deep inside them. Ice blue and coffee brown, locked and seeking, joining their minds 
even as their sex joined their bodies, finding an intimacy on a plane that neither expected but relished, fueling a 
heat in their bodies that drove them faster and harder until they were wringing with sweat and pounding 
together. Neither was sure where one ended and the other began, two twisting into a single mass of feeling 
and pleasure, of filling and filled until it seemed they could take no more but continued on, nails raking flesh, 


layers of pleasure building higher and higher. 


Stabbing thrusts into a velvet heat that flowed and grabbed, rippled and pulsed, movements no longer smooth 


and liquid but instead reduced to an animalistic rutting, stretching the limit to where pleasure bordered on pain. 


Ella felt as if every nerve in her body was on fire and all led to one place, Michael's cock scraping each one of 
them raw with every hard thrust into her body. Nearly screaming, she raked her nails down his back and 
arched off the bed, feeling her body explode, her orgasm seeming to take place not only between her legs but 
in her mind as well, her walls milking his cock, falling into his eyes as he slammed hard against her and cried 
out, his cock driven deep as his come splashed inside her, both shaking and trembling until they could take it no 
more and crashed into the bed and each other, spasms still shaking their bodies, for the first time losing each 
other's eyes as they gasped for breath, hearts pounding so hard they could hear the pulse of their blood 
rushing through their ears. 


Michael rolled onto his back, gathering Ella's shaking form to his side and holding her tightly, nether one even 
able to speak or move util Ella shivered against him, overheated flesh cooling in the soft breeze that drifted 
through the open windows. With a groan, Michael rolled Ella up onto his chest, making her giggle as he 
somehow worked the bedclothes from under them and drew them over their bodies, grumbling as her laughter 


grew until he gave her a gentle swat on her arse. 
"First you kill me then you beat me?" 


Michael snorted, running his fingers slowly up and down Ella's spine. "Dead. You, madam, are not dead. However, 


| think | arn." 

Ella kissed his throat, licking the skin and sighing, giggling again when he shuddered and grumbled. Snuggling into 
his chest, she closed her eyes, opening them again when Michael groaned and slapped a hand to his forehead. 
"What's wrong?" 


"| forgot we have dinner guests coming. | need to tell the cook we will be four tonight." 


"Now?" 


‘Nay, but do not let me forget. Now, | feel the need of a nap. You have worn me out madam. 
Michael grunted when Ella's nails teased his nipple. "Are you going to send me home now?" 
Michael's eyes shot open. "Do you want to go?" 

"Nay." 

"Good" 

"Michael?" 

"Hmmm?" 

"Will you teach me how to be a pirate?" 

"WhaP!" 

Ella grinned, tipping her head back and looking into astonished eyes. "Will you teach me how to be a pirate?" 
Michael grinned, raising an eyebrow, "You wish to be a pirate?" 

Ella nodded. "I do." 

"Then | shall. Although, it is not an easy life Ella, are you sure that is what you want?" 

"| want you." 

Michael grinned. "That you already have." 

"Then teach me." 

Michael suddenly rolled her over, pinning her to the bed. "Oh | have much to teach you madam. 


Ella laughed, wrapping her arms around his neck and curving her leg over his hip. "What time are they coming 


for dinner?" Drawing his head down, Ella kissed him. 


Nineteen 
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"Well, you can't go like that" 

Steve grinned, crossing his arms over his chest. "Why not?" 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "If you spill soup in your lap don't expect me to kiss it better." 
Steve raised an eyebrow and leered. "You haven't objected to kissing it before." 

"Aye, but | was getting something from it then" 

"Well, apart from the clothes | had on, | have nothing. And quite frankly they stink" 


| know, | share the cabin with you." Bruce ducked, laughing, as Steve lobbed a pillow at him. "Wear something 


of mine" 


Steve turned to the chest, bending over and rummaging through it. "I don't think it will fit very well but its 
better than naked" 


Bruce whistled, watching Steve. "Not from where | sit" 


Laughing, Steve wiggled his arse. "Ah!" Straightening, he held up a pair of breeches. "These will do, now a 
shirt..." Bending back over, he fished through the other side of chest. 


Bruce slipped up behind him. suddenly grabbing Steve's hips and yanking him back, grinding his crotch against 
him. Steve twisted away and spun, backhanding Bruce and knocking him backwards, the panic in his eyes quickly 
fading as he realized what had happened. "Oh God Bruce, I'm sorry." 


Bruce nodded, rubbing his jaw. "Hell of a wallop there Harris." Turning away, Bruce picked up his shirt. "Better 
get dressed, or we'll be late." 


"Bruce." The plea in Steve's voice was unmistakable. "You surprised me. | didn't..." 
"| know Steve. I'll remember not to do it again" 


"Fuck." 


Bruce turned back, frowning at the soft curse, watching Steve as he quickly donned the breeches, looser than 
normal but fitting him well enough there was no danger of them sliding off. Pulling the shirt over his head, he 
grabbed his boots and headed for the door. "I'll meet you at Michael's cabin" 

Before Bruce could reply, he was out the door, the quiet click of the latch leaving Bruce standing openmouthed. 


"Michael! Stop" 


Laughing, Ella ducked away, straightening the cloth on the table. Michael wrapped his arms around her again, 


burying his face in the side of her neck and making loud chewing noises. 

"| told you, | have eaten, several times in fact, so | am not hungry.” 

"Well | haven't and | am so behave!" 

Michael backed up, dropping his hands to the laces of his breeches, leering at her. "Hungry are you?" 
"Michael!" Ella's face colored. "Stop that!" 

Grumbling, his face set in a mock pout, Michael threw himself down on the window seat and crossed his arms. 
Rolling her eyes, Ella went back to fixing the table to her liking, standing back and looking at it with a critical 
eye, giving a nod of satisfaction “There, done." She jumped, shrieking in surprise when long arms wrapped 
around her. 

"Good, now we can..." 

"We cannot!" 

Turning her in his arms Michael pulled her to his chest. "Tired of me already?" 

Ella laughed, sliding her arms around his waist. "Nay, Michael. And later, we can" 

The cool facade had disappeared sometime during the afternoon, the ice blue eyes softer and warming her skin 
with the intensity in that glittering gaze. Long fingers lifted a handful of her hair, wrapping the strands round 


his fingers as he brought his head down and kissed her gently. "Madam, | will hold you to your word on that" 


"Michael," Ella bit her lip, blushing, “does it feel as good for you when you are.licked.as it does when you do it 


for me?" 


Michael groaned. "Aye, but unless you want me to lock the door and pretend we are not here it is something 


better not thought about." 


Ella winked at him, making him laugh. "I don't want to just think about it” The laugh changed to a hiss, the ice 


blue eyes narrowing. 

"Later madam, later." 

Several sharp raps on the door made them sperate, Michael swatting her arse and shaking his finger at her as 
he went to answer. Opening the door he frowned, looking a bit confused at the man standing there. "Bruce! 
Where is Harry?" 


"I don't know Michael, he said he would be here. He hasn't arrived yet?" 


"Nay, but come in" Michael stepped back, sweeping his arm in front of him and letting Bruce pass, closing the 
door behind him. Bruce smiled at the woman standing there, bowing slightly. 


"Bruce, this is Ella." Michael broke off, realizing he had no idea of her surname. 
Bruce stepped forward, taking her hand and bowing over it. "Bruce Dickinson, madam." 
"Ella Windthorpe, and please, call me Ella." 

‘If you will do me the honor of calling me Bruce, Ella" 


Michael snorted. "I feel as if | am in the salons of Paris instead of a drafty old pirate ship with all of this 


genteel politeness." 
Bruce laughed. Ella snorted, rolling her eyes. "Much more fitting of a drafty old pirate.’ 


Michael's eyebrows shot up, his face twisting into a mock glare as he growled, sending Bruce off laughing again. 
"Madam, | remind you, you are my prisoner and | will have Markus paddle that lovely bottom if need be." 


Ella cocked her head at him. "You wouldn't prefer to do that yourself, Michael?" 


Bruce sputtered, his mirth as much from Michael's wolfish expression as from Ella's remark. "I think you have 


your hands full with this one Michael." 


"Indeed | do Bruce." Michael waved Bruce to the table. "Now, shall we have some wine and wait for the food? 


And Harry, Bruce, what is wrong that he is not with you?" 
Bruce glanced at Ella. "Well." 


"Speak freely Bruce, Ella will be staying on with me on the Helloween so there is nothing she will not be privy 


to." 

‘Its not that Michael, some things are just..." 

Ella smiled, pouring wine into Bruce's glass. "Michael told me about you and Harry Bruce, how you met and that 
you gave up your ship for him." Walking around, she filled Michael's glass. "It does not shock me, nor am | 
appalled by it. Sometimes you find love in places you never expect" Ella laughed at the startled expression on 
both men. Reaching over, she touched Michael's chin. "Close your mouth before something flies in" Going back 
around the table, she took a seat opposite Michael and filled her own glass. "So when do | get to meet Harry?" 
Bruce shrugged. "He said he would meet me here." 


Michael shook his head. "He is still having difficulties with what has happened Bruce?" 


"Aye Michael. And not just..." Bruce looked at Ella again. "Im sorry, its just..some things are just not for a 


woman's ears." 
Michael snorted. "Do not think of her as a woman Bruce." 
"Aye Michael, and what should | think of her as?" 


"A pirate!" Ella laughed at Bruce's dumbfounded expression "I have asked Michael to teach me how to be a 
pirate and he has agreed" 


"A pirate?" 

Michael nodded. "If she is to stay with me on the ship it is best there are things she knows." 
Bruce let out a low whistle. "If | can assist in any way Michael please say so." 

Michael nodded. "I will Bruce. Now, what is the problem with Harry?" 


"To be honest Michael the biggest part of the problem is he misses the Maiden And her crew. And his life. 


Sometimes | wonder if it would not be better if..." 
"Ah, Bruce, do not think that." 


"It's difficult not to Michael. And tonight, something that | would never have thought about being a problem 


showed me how on edge he really is." 
"What happened?" 


Bruce flushed, glancing at Ella "We were..Steve was..l can't do this." Propping his elbows on the table, Bruce put 


his face in his hands. "She's still a woman" 
Ella's smile dripped honey. "Should | stick my fingers in my ears and hum loudly?" 
Michael shook his finger at her. "Bottom. Paddle." 


Bruce snorted. "Fine, but if it offends you.." Taking a deep breath he looked at Weikath. "He was looking for 
clothing. Since his has not been brought over from the Maiden | told him to wear mine. He was..searching 
through the trunk and was..well.| grabbed him, being playful and he spun and hit me. He immediately apologized 
but he's so on edge that even knowing there was no one else there.he's sleeping very little and eating even 


less and half the time he just stands on deck staring over at the Maiden When Head started howling last 
night..." 


Michael nodded. "Aye, | heard him. He is not faring much better than Harry." 


"He's unhappy, Michael. And despite what he says about hating Head and never serving with him or setting foot 
on the Maiden again, he misses it. And | think part of him misses Head. And | fear if he doesn't come to terms 
with it soon it will makes things impossible for..." Again Bruce flushed, this time dropping his eyes. 


Ella's hand came to rest on Bruce's forearm. "I do not know all of the circumstances of which you speak, 
Bruce. But | do know that it's hard when you find yourself leaving everything you know, be it by choice or by 
force." Ella smiled at Michael, noticing the grimace that crossed his face at her words. "| left everything by 
force, but | am making the choice to remain. Michael offered to return me but there is something that tells 


me everything | want or need is to be found on this drafty old pirate ship." 
Michael snorted, his eyes soft as he looked at her. "Aye, a drafty old pirate." 


Ella laughed. "You do not always know why you heart leads you the way it does, but it does usually lead you in 
the right direction" 


Bruce smiled at her. "Aye Ella, but...” 

A knock on the door made him pause, Weikath giving the call to enter. The door opened to admit several 
crewman bearing trays, bringing them into the cabin and setting them on the table before nodding at the 
captain's thanks and withdrawing. As they left, Harry stepped though the door, stopping just inside and looking 
rather uncomfortable as he took in the three already seated. "My apologies. | lost track of time." 


Weikath stood, waving him to the table. "Well, the food was just brought so your timing is good. Harry, this is 
Ella Windthorpe, Ella, Harry Harris." 


Harry took the offered hand, bowing over it. "Madam." 


Ella rolled her eyes. "Another one. Who would have thought pirates would be so polite? Please, call me Ella And 


Michael calls you Harry, but Bruce calls you Steve?" 


Harry flushed. "Steve is my given name. Harry is a name | have been called since | signed on with Captain Head 


on the Maiden" 


Ella nodded. "Ah." Weikath motioned Harry to take a seat, Ella filling his glass. "Which do you prefer to be 


called?" 
Taking his seat, Harry shrugged. "It matters not mad.Ella. | answer to both." 


Avoiding looking at Bruce, Harry picked a napkin up and unfolded it slowly, carefully arranging it in his lap. Bruce 
ground his teeth, staring across the table. "Steve." 


"Aye?" Still not looking at Bruce, Harry picked up his wine and took a drink. "Very nice Michael." 


Ella and Michael looked at each other. Michael scratched his throat. "It is Harry, it came from the Rammstein | 


believe." 

Bruce's hands were clenched into fists, his voice quiet but harsh. "Steve." 

"What Bruce? Markus says the there are a few things he would like my help with if that is alright Michael." 
"Of course it is Harry. | would value any assistance you can give." 


Another light touch on his arm brought Bruce's attention around to Ella. "I also appreciate your offer of 


assistance Bruce. | have a thousand questions and | hate to take up Michael's time with them." 


Bruce noticed Steve was now looking, his eyes narrowed. Deciding two could play, he turned further in his chair, 
giving Ella his full attention. "Well, in some ways | am learning as well. I've only been a pirate a few days." 
Flashing her a smile, he picked up his wine glass and leaned toward her. "But, some things are neither Naval or 


pirate but both. Are you going to learn to shoot?" 


"Oh, | would love to! | used to beg my father to teach me but he said that it was not a woman's place to 


learn" 


Michael bit his lip, watching Harry out of the corner of his eye. He could see the rising irritation on Harry's 


face as Bruce warmed to Ella, their conversation becoming more animated. 


"If Michael has no objections | can show you. A pistol would be easiest for you, a musket may be too 


powerful." 


"Aye, but | would like to try firing a musket as well, or at least know how. You don't mind Bruce teaching me 


do you Michael?" 


Weikath shrugged. "Not at all” Taking a drink of wine to cover the smirk, Michael canted his eyes over at 
Harry again, the muscles in the man's jaw visibly working as he ground his teeth. "And shall we eat?" Rising, 
Michael began carving the meat, quietly watching the other three. 


Harry's mind was racing. Still upset at himself for what had happened earlier he had entered the cabin with 
every intention of apologizing to Bruce for leaving the way he had. Coming through the door and seeing the 
woman with her hand on Bruce's arm, both of them smiling, had for some reason sent a spike of irritation 
through him and he knew the surly acknowledgements he had given Bruce were childish but... Harry suddenly 
looked up, realizing the other three were all staring at him. 


Michael held out a plate containing a neatly carved serving of meat, his eyebrow raised, lips curled in a small 


smile. "Mind not with us tonight Harry?" 

Color flooded his face as he took the plate. "My apologies Michael, indeed it was elsewhere." Setting it down in 
front of him, he risked a glance at Bruce, finding that his attention had turned back to Ella, the two again deep 
in discussion. Sighing, he reached again for his wine, deciding it was going to be a very long evening. 

Michael carefully schooled his face into his usual bored expression, watching Harry as he took his seat and 
began to fill his plate. Bruce was right, he was miserable, and getting more so by the minute. "Harry, there are 
some things | would like to talk with you about, would you find me when you have a moment tomorrow?" 


Harry nodded. "Aye Michael." 


"Good, now eat." Michael watched as Harry picked up his fork and began to automatically shove food into his 


mouth, chewing and swallowing, his eyes never lifting. 

By the time the crewman had brought coffee and dessert, a cake that was so suspiciously like Nicko's fruit 
loaf that Michael had accused him in effigy of giving away the recipe in revenge for some slight, Harry was so 
morose that even the two chatterboxes had noticed, his brooding putting such a damper on their enthusiasm 
for the lessons that would begin the next day that when the cabin door closed behind them Ella blew out a 
sigh of relief. 

"He is very unhappy, Michael." 


Michael sighed, picking up his pipe and pouch. "Aye, he is." Walking over to her, he leaned down and kissed her 
lightly. "I am going to take a turn around the deck and have a pipe." 


Ella smiled up at him, running her finger up the front of his thigh. "Should | wait up?" 
"If you would like." 


Ella's finger hesitated for a moment, then continued up until it was level with his groin. "You promised me," the 


finger moved sideways, the nail scraping the base of his cock through his breeches, "you would discuss my 
question," dragging down the shaft, "later." 


Michael caught her hand, turning it over and kissing her palm. "Then wait up." Blowing her a kiss, he left the 


cabin. 


As soon as Bruce shut the cabin door he felt his wrist enclosed in a band of iron that swung him around until 
he crashed into Steve's chest, nearly knocking the wind from him. Steve's other hand slid into his hair, gripping 
it tightly and holding his head still as his mouth covered Bruce's, his tongue plunging into his mouth and twining 
round his, teeth clashing, the kiss brutal and demanding. Twisting his arm, Bruce tore his wrist from Steve's 
grasp, putting both hands against Steve's chest and shoving him back, running his tongue over his lips and 
tasting blood. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"Bad enough you ignore me all bloody night Bruce but do you know what Weikath will do to you for fucking his 


woman?" 


"Fucking his woman? Why would | want his woman? In case you haven't noticed the only person in my bed is 
you And if Michael had any objections to the conversation between me and Ella | think he would have said so 
Steve! And /did not ignore yod You didn't even speak to me from the time you walked into the cabin until the 


time we left!" 


| came in there with the intention of apologizing to you again Bruce for what had happened! Instead | walk in 
and you are so involved with Weikath's woman that you didn't bother to notice | was there until | didn't jump 


when you spoke and then you got mad! So | didn't answer, | saw no point!" 


"There was no need to apologize Steve! | shouldn't have come up behind you like that, and | harbored no grudge 
for your reaction It did not give you reason to act like a petulant child all night until everyone was as 


uncomfortable as youl" 


Steve crossed the room in three angry strides, his eyes black with rage. "You and Ella didn't seem 


uncomfortable." 


Bruce sighed, rubbing a hand over his forehead. Keeping his voice low and even, he stepped closer, resting his 
other hand on Steve's hip. "She wants to learn how to be a pirate. | offered to teach her how to shoot to give 
back in some small way for everything Michael has done. That's all" 


Steve knocked Bruce's hand off his hip. "First you push away from my hands and now you want me to allow 
your touch? You can never make up your mind can you Dickinson? How long before you decide to go back to 


your ship?" 


"Fuck you Harris! | don't... 

The rebound of the cabin door as it crashed off the wall made them both jump, spinning to face the enraged 
captain of the Helloween, Markus behind him. "Enough" Weikath roared. "| do not normally interfere but enough! 
Harry! Come with me. Now" Turning, he strode from the cabin 

Harry swore, stalking out behind him and following the captain out onto the deck 

Markus frowned at Bruce. "He heard you yelling and got so mad he threw his pipe." 


| don't know what to do Markus. He is just looking to fight someone to rid himself of this anger." 


Markus grinned. "Well, he found a fight. But it's a bit more than he thought he would get" Shutting the cabin 
door, Markus left Bruce alone with the thousand thoughts running round in his head. 


Weikath stood at the rail, staring over at the Maiden Harry stopped beside him, his eye automatically checking 
the lines of the ship, noting her position in the water, her... 


"Harry." 

"Michael." 

"L am concerned about you." 

"Aye, Michael." 

"Do you know why?" 

"A list of reasons?" 

"A book in fact" 

‘Lam truly sorry Michael, | can't seem to..." 
"Harry, what do you see?" 

"| don't understand." 


"In front of you..what do you see?" 


"The Maiden" 

"Nay Harry, do not generalize." 

Harry sighed. "| see a ship. Made of wood, with scars on her from battles. Masts that are dented but stil 
strong. | see my past. | see friends who have died beside me and those that still live. | see the faces of 
enemies that have tried to take her only to die at my hand | see fear and pain, | see laughter and hope." 
Harry's voice grew softer, his throat tightening as he spoke. "| see myself standing beside someone | thought 


would never fail me and whom | would rather die than fail. | see dreams. | see death. And | see my life and my 


home. Or what it used to be." 

Weikath nodded. "Good. Now, close your eyes. And picture Bruce. And again, tell me, what do you see?" 

Harry gave a bitter laugh. "I see..good God Michael, don't ask me to...” 

"Trust me, Harry. What do you see? It is just you and me here." 

‘| see.a friend. My lover." 

‘Generalizations Harry, look inside." 

| see trust. And heart. | see understanding and compassion. | see caring. Shared dreams and fears. For what it 
might be, my future. Unselfishness. Faith in me. Belief in me. | see bravery and intelligence and caring. | see a 


trust in me that makes him throw everything away for what litle | can offer and being truly content with it. | 


see patience. | see frustration in not knowing what he can do to bring me peace. | see l." 


"Ah, good. It does not need to be spoken to be there Harry. And it does not have to be between a man and 


woman to make it real." 

"| feel like I'm being torn apart from the inside out, Michael." 

"You are. But you do not have to be. You need to make peace with yourself first Harry, and then with Head." 
"And with Bruce. Before | even think of Head" 

"I think you will find you are already at peace with Bruce if you just let it be so. He is only hurting for and 
with you, not because of you. Now, | am going to bed" Turning, Weikath walked several paces before stopping. 
"Life is fleeting, Harry. What is here today may be gone from us tomorrow. Is holding onto the hate and the 
anger worth missing the last chance to spend a few moments?" Starting on his way again, Weikath stopped 


when Harry called his name. 


"Michael, my thanks. For everything.” 


"It is nothing Harry. We do it for those we hold dear for no reason other than that." 


Harry stood on the deck, staring at the Maiden and running over Weikath's words and his own in his mind, until 
the moon slipped behind some clouds, blanketing the ship in a velvet cloak of darkness. With a sigh, he turned 
and headed for the cabin he shared with Bruce. 


Michael entered his cabin, grinning at the form curled up under the bedclothes. He had been much longer than 
he planned; the time with Harry had been worth it though, he was quite fond of him and watching the slow 
unraveling had been painful. Undressing, he slipping into the bed next to Ella, pleasantly surprised to find her as 
naked as he, wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her back to his chest. Warm sleepy sounds as she 
pressed herself back into him, a soft sigh as he slipped his legs over hers. Laying his head on the pillow, 
Michael smiled as she shifted and tilted her head back until her cheek rested on the side of his neck, her soft, 
even breaths drifting over his throat . Closing his eyes, his mind flashed to Harry, hoping that their 


conversation had done even the smallest bit of good. 


Bruce turned over, the pressure on his back rousing him from deep sleep, his hand searching blindly for the 
warm body that should have been next to him, the lack of it bringing him the rest of the way awake. "Steve?" 


"Aye." 


Bruce sat up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, seeing the faint outline on the window seat. "What are you 
doing?" 


"Nothing. Thinking. Go back to sleep." 


Bruce yawned and stretched, wrapping a sheet around himself and slipping from the bed, padding over to the 
window seat and sitting behind Steve. Opening the sheet he bent his leg up, taking Steve's shoulders and turning 
him enough to slide his leg behind him and then drawing him back to lean against his chest. Steve sighed, letting 
his body relax against Bruce's, the sheet coming around to enfold them both. Bruce rested his chin on Steve's 
shoulder, wrapping his legs over Steve's and his arms around his waist, enfolding him with his body. 


"How long have you been sitting here?" 
"A bit. You were asleep when | got back and | didn't want to wake you." 


Pulling Steve's hair back over his shoulder, Bruce gently nipped the side of his neck, grinning when Steve 


growled. "You wouldn't have woken me by coming to bed. And even if you had | wouldn't have minded." 


"| needed to think" 


Bruce was quiet for several moments. "Do you want me to leave you alone?" 

"Nay." Steve turned his head, resting his forehead against Bruce's cheek. "But | need you to hear me." 

Bruce gave a nervous laugh. "Sounds serious.” 

Steve sighed. "It is." Feeling Bruce tense, Steve groaned, reaching up and turning Bruce's face to his, running his 
tongue over Bruce's bottom lip and then kissing him gently. "Michael asked me to picture you in my mind and 
tell him what | saw tonight. | thought it would be easy but it wasn't. | told him | saw a friend and my lover and 
he told me to look deeper." 

Bruce bit his lip, feeling Steve's fingers nervously rubbing his thighs, playing with the thick hair. "And..?" 

"I saw many things | didn't before. Or saw but didn't understand before." 


Bruce's fingers stroked Steve's chest, his quiet breathing washing over his cheek. 


| don't think until tonight | understood what you did to be with me. What it cost you. Not in name or in 
reputation, but everything else. Your family, your friends, your peers; you walked away from it all. Your very 
life. To share something with me that offers nothing except a good chance of dying at the end of a rope. You 
willingly put yourself in contact with a part of your past that is far from pleasant, to stay in a place that 


holds nothing but horror, gave up your chance at a family and a life of respect" 
Bruce tightened his body around Steve, gently biting his shoulder. 


‘I'm sorry Bruce." Steve sighed, looking back out the window. "For whatever its worth, | want you here as long 


as you'll choose to stay." 

"My turn now?" 

Steve laughed quietly. "Aye." 

"You're an arse. But," Bruce grinned at Steve when he turned to look at him, his brow furrowed, "| say that 
because in all the things you saw, you missed one very important thing. | didn't do it all for you. | did it for me 
as well. | wasn't happy where | was, and aye, that was because of you. But my reasons were not all noble, | 


was selfish and wanted what | couldn't have there, so | made it so | could have it." 


Steve groaned; Bruce's fingers had moved down to his stomach, slipping under the loosened waistband of his 


breeches. 


"So before you credit me with all this nobility know this, Harris. lim here not just for you, but for me. And | 


plan on being here until you tell me to leave, and then I'll just chain you to the wall and.wait, I've done that 


already." 
Bruce's hand slid back up Steve's chest, his fingers lifting the medallion that hung around his neck. 


"I looked at this one night while you were sleeping, and wondered what it was. But part of me was afraid to ask 


for it comes from a time in your life | can't share, and I'm selfish enough not to want you to relive that." 
Steve shook his head. "It was a gift from my sister. The only thing | took when | left" 
Bruce grumbled. "And here | was afraid it had been a gift from a lover." 


"Nay, Bruce. If it had been, | would have taken it off when you started sleeping in my bed. I'm not that 


unfeeling." 
Bruce's hands slid back down, unlacing Steve's breeches. "Talking of feeling..." 


Steve gasped, his hips arching as Bruce's hand slid inside the cloth, wrapping around his cock and tugging it up. 
Turning his head, Bruce kissed the soft flesh behind Steve's ear, his hand stroking the rising shaft. Steve 
leaned back, his hand stroking Bruce's thigh, his eyes closing as the rough fingers teased his cock, rolling the 
hood over the head and then back, drifting down and squeezing the base before sliding back up, the friction 
making him groan and shift. Letting go of his cock, Bruce lifted his hand to his mouth and licked his palm, taking 
the shaft back in his hand and resuming the slow pumping motions, the soft skin sliding easier in the slickness. 


Bruce shifted slightly, leaning back for a moment and reaching between them and lifting his cock to point up 
against his stomach before drawing Steve back, feeling it nestle in the crack of Steve's arse. His mouth teased 
over Steve's neck, licking and sucking the skin, his hand pressing the now hard cock against Steve's stomach and 
rolling it through the hair, running the palm of his hand over the head, cupping Steve's balls in his other hand 


and rolling them over his fingers. 


Steve hissed, arching up and digging his fingers into Bruce's thighs, thrusting his cock into the tight grip that 
moved opposite to the motions of his hips, sliding down the shaft as Steve drove up, dragging along the skin 

until Bruce's fingers nudged the back of the head as he sank down. Bruce's cock slid against his arse, the heat 
burning through the cloth of the breeches; Bruce's hand moved faster on the straining shaft, his lips against 


Steve's ear. 

"Open the sheet, | want to see you come." 

Steve grunted, throwing open the bedclothes and looking down as well, groaning at the sight of Bruce's hand 
wanking his cock, stroking it from base to tip in fast, hard rubs, his other hand still manipulating Steve's balls. 
The head reddened, precum starting to leak from the tip and being dragged down the shaft to allow Steve's 
cock to slide easily through the firm grasp of Bruce's hand. 


Bruce growled, his cock leaking heavily against Steve's arse, his hips matching the lunging movements of 


Steve's. Massaging Steve's sac, he buried his face in the side of Steve's neck, panting against him as he held 
his hand still and let Steve fuck it in short, hard jabs, his own balls tightening as the rough material of the 


breeches and the hair on his stomach held his cock firmly in the crease of Steve's arse. 


Bruce grunted, sinking his teeth into Steve's shoulder as wet heat splashed over his stomach and Steve's back, 
shudders running through him as his come was pumped from his balls in thick spurts. Forcing his eyes open, 
he watching through grayed vision as Steve's motions became jerky, his head tipped back as with one last hard 
thrust of hips his cock swelled in Bruce's hand, his come arcing in long ropes from the tip and hitting his 
stomach and chest, Bruce's rhythmic firm squeezes of his balls drawing the last bit to spurt weakly and run 


down over the head and onto Bruce's hand. 


Panting, Steve sagged back into Bruce, both men shuddering as the last of their orgasms ran through them, 
Steve turning his head to meet Bruce's lips in a long, teasing kiss. Drawing the bedclothes back around them, 
the two stayed curled on the bench as the first rays of pink and gold showed on the horizon, talking softly and 


watching the sunrise, exchanging more of themselves. 


Twenty 
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"Captain Head?" 

Head looked up, raising an eyebrow at Adrian. "Aye?" 

| wanted to put the crew through their paces today, loading and such, get them sharpened for... 

Head waved his hand impatiently. "Aye, Adrian, fine." 

"Sir, do you want live shot as well or just loading?" 

"Ask Harry, he.whatever you think best Adrian 

Nicko joined Adrian, both men watching Head as he walked away. "Nicko, someone needs to talk to Harry." 
"Aye Adrian, | think you're right. But, we have to make him think its his idea." 

Adrian grinned. "What have you got in mind, old woman?" 

"Get Davey and Jan and meet me in the galley." 


A sharp swat on her arse woke Ella, starting her up from a sound sleep with a sharp yelp. Hastily rubbing the 
sleep from her eyes, she glared up at Michael. "Ow!" 


"If you expect to be a pirate, you cannot laze about in bed all day. Now come, eat, dress and be ready when 


Bruce arrives." 
"Why didn't you wake me last night?" 


“There will be many nights and days for us Ella, it is alright if on occasion we do just sleep." Michael raised an 


eyebrow. "Now, get out of that bed before..." 


"| know, | know. Bottom. Paddle." Ella watched as Michael picked up his pipe and pouch and headed for the door. 
"Excuse me, Captain Weikath?" 


"Aye?" 

"Do | not even get a kiss goodbye?" 

"Madam, | do not kiss my crew." Catching the pillow she threw at him, he rolled his eyes. "Well, maybe some of 
them." Going back to the bed he leaned over and kissed the top of her head, laughing as she threatened him 
with another pillow. Tipping her chin up, he first brushed his lips over hers then kissed her cheeks, forehead 
and back to her lips for a much longer, deeper kiss, leaving her slightly breathless when he finally raised his 


head. Dropping the pillow back on the bed, he headed for the door, opening it and then turning back to blow her 


a last kiss before leaving the cabin. 


Bruce eased from the bed, grabbing his breeches and pulling them on before opening the door. Blinking sleepily, 
he grinned up at the amused looking captain of the Helloween "What is it with you that want to be pirates 
spending all of your day abed?" 


Its not just the ones that want to be," Bruce kept his voice quiet so as not to wake Steve. 


"Ah, well then | will not feel so bad telling you that Ella is not far out of bed, but will be ready when you are 
for the lesson. Just find Andi, he will supply you with pistols and shot” 


"Thank you, Michael.” 
Weikath shrugged. "It is | who should thank you Bruce.” 


Bruce shook his head, motioning Weikath to step back. Joining him in the corridor, Bruce pulled the door shut 
and sighed. "Nay, Michael, I'm not talking about the lessons. l'm talking about Steve." 


"Ah. | did nothing Bruce, merely told him to look round and really see what was there." 


"Bollocks, you buffoon. He's sleeping better than he has in days, without the dreams. And he's much more 


himself." 
"Good. And if | helped in some way | am glad." 
"You did. And | hope in some way at some time | can return the favor." 


"Do not let Ella shoot herself or any of my crew. That will be payment enough." 


Steve rolled over, knowing before he even opened his eyes he was alone in the cabin, the other side of the bed 
cold, no sounds of movement in the room. Sitting up, he looked around, hearing a louder than normal amount of 
activity on the deck, including some very loud laughter..the crack of a pistol made him start, quickly rising and 
reaching for the breeches and shirt he had worn the previous night. Starting to step into the breeches he 
grinned, recalling the events on the window seat and feeling the dried stiffness of the cloth. Tossing them aside, 
he went back to Bruce's chest, searching for another pair. He would have to talk to Markus about getting 
some things from the Maiden before Bruce was in the same boat as he. Finding a pair, he quickly dressed and 


pulled on his boots, not wanting to miss any more of the lesson than he already had. 

Emerging onto the deck, he squinted, the bright sun stabbing into his eyes and blinding him for a moment. 
Wandering over to where Weikath and Markus stood he watched as Bruce aimed and fired a shot at a target 
erected on the bow of the ship. 

"He is good." 


"Aye Markus he is. And good afternoon Harry." 


Steve checked the position of the sun. It was indeed afternoon. "Good afternoon Michael, Markus. How long have 


they been at it?" 

"Not long, Bruce has shown her how to load and is just now showing her how to aim: 

Ella stepped up to the mark on the deck, listening to Bruce as he stood behind her. Nodding, she raised the 
pistol and sighted down the barrel, legs slightly apart. Bruce stepped closer, moving her arm and repositioning 
her legs slightly before stepping back Ella fired, the shot nicking the edge of the target 

"Ha, her first try." 

"Aye, but it could have been just luck, sir’ 

"| dont know Markus, she seems to have a natural feel for it” 

Weikath grinned. "She does indeed Harry’ 

Bruce had reloaded and now stepped up to the mark, talking through the setting of his position and aiming, the 


crack of the pistol coinciding with a black hole in the middle of the target. Ella nodded, frowning in 


concentration. The three men watched her reload. 
"Fast." Weikath grinned. 
"But did she get it right?" Markus cocked his head, winking at Steve. 


"Looks like she did" Steve rolled his eyes, knowing that Markus was doing his best to goad Weikath. 


Ella stepped back to the mark, aiming and firing again, another mark appearing in the target a little lower and 
to the right of Bruce's. 


Harry whistled. "She's either damn lucky or damn good." 
Markus snorted. "Lucky." 
Weikath grinned. "Good." 


Markus winked at Harry. "Hitting something that sits and waits for you to aim does not mean you are a good 


shot. It is when it is moving..." 


"Markus," the amusement was clear in Weikath's voice, "if you think she is that bad | can always have you run 


round the deck while she tries to shoot you.” 


Harry burst into laughter, drawing the attention of both teacher and pupil. "Aye, and you're a good sized 
target Markus." 


Markus bared his teeth in a grin "But | am quick" 
Weikath snorted, watching Ella and Bruce approach them. "So | have heard your lovers complain Markus.’ 


Markus’ jaw dropped, Harry looking askance at the tall captain before doubling over, grabbing hold of Bruce's 


arm when he got close enough to pull himself back up, face red and eyes running from the fit of laughter. 


Ella looked at the smug expression on Weikath's face, Markus still looking as though he had been punched hard 
in the stomach and a very out of breath Harry and shook her head. "My shooting was that bad?" 


Harry wiped his eyes, still snorting. "Nay, that is not.bloody hell Michael that was cruel." 

Weikath shrugged, looping long arms around Ella and linking his fingers behind her back. "Ah, maybe a bit 
Harry." Ice blue eyes slid sideways, taking in the now pouting face of the Helloween's first mate. "But, was 
funny. 

Bruce looked between Harry and Weikath. "I'm not sure | should ask" 

Markus groaned. "Please do not, Bruce." 


With an agreement to continue the lesson later that afternoon, Weikath and Ella retired to their cabin for 


lunch, Markus headed off to begin preparations for running drills with the crew and Bruce and Steve retired to 


their cabin as well. 

"Take your shirt off." 

Bruce wiggled his eyebrows, leering. "What did you have in mind?" 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Your back, Bruce." 

Bruce sighed, pretending to pout, tugging his shirt free and pulling it off. "Aye, but what about my front?" 
Fetching the jar of salve, Steve set it on the table and indicated the chair next to him. Bruce grumbled, lips 
still pursed in a pout and turned the chair around, straddling the back. Steve moved behind him, looking over 
the welts with a critical eye. "Its healing well” 

Bruce rested his arms on the back of the chair. "It doesn't hurt much at all anymore, only when | don't think 
and move too quickly or reach too far." Bruce tilted his head back as Steve's hands came to rest on his 


shoulders. "You slept well last night." 


"More this morn than the night." Steve slid his hands inward, his thumbs coming to rest on the side of Bruce's 
neck, his fingers spread round over his throat, feeling the strong, steady pulse. "But, aye, | did” 


‘lm not complaining mind you, " Bruce groaned quietly as Steve's hands slid down onto his chest, "but | thought 


you were going to..." 
"| want your cock in me." 


Bruce stared, openmouthed. The rush of blood to his groin let him know his cock was all for it, it was just his 
brain that seemed to be having trouble wrapping round the thought. 


When Bruce didn't respond, Steve snorted, his cheeks flushing. "Never mind." 

Dropping his hands to his sides, Steve turned away, walking over to the window and staring out. 
Bruce scrambled up from the chair. "Nay, wait, |..." 

Steve shook his head, crossing his arms over his chest. "Nay, its alright if you don't..." 

The knock on the door made Bruce swear, Steve feeling a flood of relief at the interruption. "Come!" 


The door opened to admit Andi, the huge grin on his face fading a bit as he looked back and forth. Bruce's face 


was twisted into a scowl, Steve's resigned, his eyes pained. "Harry, you have to see this.” 


"See what, Andi?" 


"The Maiden Her crew.Harry, you have to see it” 
With a nod, Steve left the cabin and headed for the deck, eyes carefully avoiding Bruce. 
"Fuck!" 


Andi shrugged apologetically. "Sorry Bruce, didn't mean to interrupt anything. You should come too..you have to 
see it to believe it” Andi left the cabin without explaining more. 


Bruce picked up his shirt and pulled it slowly over his head, sitting down on the edge of the bed with a sigh. 
"What the bloody hell are they doing?" 

Markus shrugged. "I don't know, Harry, but Adrian is screaming himself hoarse." 

Harry cursed, watching through the spyglass as the crew of the Maiden ran around the deck and literally into 
each other, sails rising and falling, ropes flying loose through the air and in the middle of it all Adrian bellowing 
in an attempt to bring things under control. 

"They bloody well know better! They can run those sails in their fucking sleep, what is wrong with them?!" 

A sudden explosion and the whistle of a cannonball brought everyone on alert. A crash, and one of the 
Helloweer's longboats was knocked from its mooring, the outside splintered as the boat slowly tipped and fell 
into the water. Markus roared in rage, running for the place it had sat to check the damage, Harry on his 
heels. 

Weikath exploded from below deck, screaming for an explanation, shaking with anger as he ordered a boat 
lowered to take him to the Maiden On the Maiden all activity had stopped, Head's voice clearly heard as he 
bollocked Adrian and the crew. 

Bruce ran out on the deck, stopping next to Dani and Rob. "What happened?" 

"The Maiden just hit us with live fire." 

"What?" 


"Live fire? What does that mean?" 


Bruce turned to Ella "Live ammunition” 


Ella bit her lip. "Was anyone hurt?" 


"Nay, but I'm not sure if there was any damage to the ship." Bruce snorted. "| would not like to be the one 


who fired that shot when Michael gets his hands on him. Or Markus" 

"Bruce!" Harry turned from next to Weikath, staring across the deck 

Bruce jogged over to Steve. "What?" 

Toking a deep breath, Steve let it his answer out in a rush. ‘lm going to the Maiden" 


Bruce chewed his lip, watching the longboat push away from the Helloween and set off for the Maiden, Steve 
raising a hand to him before turning back to Markus and Weikath. Ella's soft voice beside him startled Bruce 
out of his fog. "You are worried about him going?" 


"Aye. Not that anything will happen; Michael and Markus would never allow it. But still.” 
Ella took his arm, guiding him away from the rail. "Come. We can keep each other company until they return 


Mixed emotions raced through Harry as he stepped onto the deck of the Maiden A feeling of peace, the 
familiar sights of the ship and the crew that stared at him, smiles creasing weathered faces, relief filling their 
eyes. The silent welcome calmed the anxious flutter in his chest, although it did little to appease the irritation 
at the carelessness of what he considered the best and most disciplined crew on the seas, which to a man 


knew better than to make the kind of error that had occurred. 

"Harry!" Davey broke from the crowd, the all too familiar grin so wide his always pink cheeks looked like apples 
waiting to be plucked from the tree, running to Harry and throwing his arms around him, unmindful of the 
snarling captain of the Helloween next to him. Harry laughed, hugging him back, unable to turn his anger to the 
exuberant blonde. 


"Bloody hell Davey, your face is going to split.” 


"Would be well worth it for this Harry." Davey drew back but kept one arm slung over his shoulders, thumping 
him on the chest with his other hand. "Cor, are you a sight for sore eyes.” 


"If we could have this reunion later | would like to know who tried to sink my fucking ship!" 


Davey sobered. "It was an accident Captain Weikath, a flame was touched to a..." 


"An acciden? A hole is nearly blown through my ship and the best you can offer is it was an acciden Where 
is Edward?" 


"He's in his cabin with Adrian and..." 

Weikath threw his hand up, stalking off with Markus right behind him. 
Harry, shook his head. "Ill see you later Davey, | need to... 

"Harry, it was Janick" 


"What?! How in the fuck..?" Harry groaned. "Right, | really better go." Giving Davey's cheek a pinch, Harry 
trotted off to catch up to Weikath and Markus as the headed for the captain's cabin. 


"and if he decides that's what he wants | will not say nay to him! What the fuck were you thnking?" 
Two sharp raps and the door the Head's cabin opened, Weikath stepping through with Markus behind him. 
"Michael" Head sighed. "I was just.” 

"What the fuck is going on Edward?" 


Head leaned back in his chair. "Adrian?" Would you care to..." Edward stopped as another person came through 


the door. "Harry... 

Harry stopped next to Markus. "Head 

Weikath snarled. "Aye, we're all so fucking happy to see each other. Now what the hell happened?!" 
Janick stepped forward. "I was showing quick load and fire and got the flame too close and lit. 
"Bollocks! Janick you're the best at that! How the fuck could you make a mistake like that?" 


All eyes turned to Harry, no one speaking as he stalked up to Janick. Janick licked his lips nervously. "The wick 
was too long and..." 


“Again, bollocks! Why would you have the light so close anyway?" 
"It was..." 


"An accident. Right. Fuck Janick! You've taught and run the firing for bloody years and never have you made 


such a fucking blunder! Show me what happened!" Harry stalked from the cabin, Adrian and Janick on his heels. 
Markus raised his eyebrows at Weikath, following them when he nodded. 


Head sighed. "Sit, Michael, | need a drink" Kirk appeared at his side, decanter and glasses in hand, setting them 
on the table in front of Edward and then rubbing his neck. Weikath took a seat, pulling out his pipe and pouch, 
watching Edward as he filled both glasses and pushed one across the table. Filling his pipe, Weikath crossed his 
legs and struck a match on his boot. Puffing, he waited until the bowl glowed red before shaking out the match 
and starting to speak. 


"Edward. Do not scream, do not shout and do not have small fits of temper." 

Edward glared at him. "What are you on about? And why are you not demanding his hide?" 
Michael raised an eyebrow. "Because | knew it would happen" 

"What?! What the fuck are you saying?" 

"Edward, you have screamed and shouted, and | can see the fit about to start” 

"Michael, explain this to me, now” 

"Do not demand from me Edward." 

"You planned this." Kirk's eyes were wide, his face as full of surprise as his voice. 


"Nay, Kirk, | did not. It was Nicko and Adrian's idea" Weikath held up a hand. "Now, listen Edward. Do not speak, 
just listen Adrian is a capable crewman. And there are things he is quite comfortable being in command of. 
This ship and crew and the planning and responsibility of a major battle is not one of them. You cannot fault 
him for knowing his limits. He came to the Helloween early this morning and asked me what | thought of his 
idea. Which was to make it so Harry had no choice but to step in or see his beloved Maiden in danger of being 
sent to the bottom because she would not be ready to fight" 


"Why didn't he..." 


"Edward. | am not finished. Janick is known for his uncanny aim with a cannon. The longboat was positioned by 
Markus so when it was struck the ball would pass through and go into the water, never touching the 
Helloween itself." Michael gave them a rueful half smile. "However, we didn't do as well with that as we hoped 
since there is a rather large piece of rail missing. It was a very large risk, but one that | decided to take, for | 
am watching a bit of that man die everyday as he stares at this ship and aches for her. And for you as well 
Edward. Both of you do not know how much a part of the other you are. Or didn't until this happened. | look at 


you and see you are less man than monster and | am not willing to accept that decline without a fight." 


Edward opened his mouth, shutting it with a snap when Michael glared at him. 


"Again, | am not done. Janick will accept Harry's wrath and do so gracefully if it means he returns to the 
Maiden | will go back to my ship in a huff and will be suitably angry at you and your crew for several days. 
You will be grateful and undemanding of Harry, letting him ready the crew as he sees fit, with Adrian acting as 
go between if needed. He will most likely continue his stay on the Helloween, however, if he chooses to come 
back to the Maiden with Bruce you will be considerate of them and their time, and will not expect him to 
socialize until or if he comes to you. In short, Edward, you will sit meekly back and make no attempt to 
befriend him or defend your actions for the past." 


"May | speak now?" 

Michael grinned. "Aye, you may.’ 

"All | want is him back on the Maiden, Michael" 

"Nay Edward, it is not all you want. But, if all goes well, it is all you will get. For now." Picking up his glass, 
Michael drained it, grimacing as he gently set it back down. "Now, let us go find them and let me bellow and 
wave my arms about a bit before | return to Ella” 

Kirk grinned. "You two must come for dinner one night Michael." 

Edward groaned. "Even in the middle of the bloody ocean he's planning dinner parties." 

Michael laughed. "Indeed Kirk, you will like her. She will give Edward no quarter either." 

Edward rolled his eyes, getting to his feet. "Just what | need, another one." He winked at Kirk, leering as the 
smaller man stuck out his tongue. "Later, right now we need to go make Harry feel needed. Come Michael, and 
next time before you plot with my crew could you at least let me know?" 

Michael stood as well, shaking his head. "Nay Edward, is much more fun to watch you bluster like a large wind." 


Harry watched Janick leave, shaking his head. "Ade. What the fuck? | was watching from the Helloween and 


couldn't believe what | saw." 


"| can't do it Harry. | can run this ship when things are quiet, hell | can even get us ready to take a merchant, 


but this? l'm at a loss and the crew knows it and they're scared." 
"They know what to do Ade. You know what to do." 


"Aye, Harry. | know what to do when its you leading us, when | don't have to worry about how many need to 


be here and we'll need this much of that there." 


"| can't Ade." 

Adrian groaned. “Cor, Harry , you think we don't know how you feel?" 

"Well, Mr. Harry Harris as | live and breathe." 

Harry turned, walking to meet Nicko and returning his rough hug. "Nick. Bloody hell old woman, how are you?" 
"Come down to me galley and have a bit of a snort with me. We need to talk, Harry.” 

Harry followed Nicko, trying to engage him in conversation but only frustrating himself when Nicko refused to 
speak, only quirking an eyebrow at him and continuing on his way. Once in the galley, Nicko pointed him to a 
chair and took a seat himself, Alessandro bringing a jug of coffee and two mugs and setting them between the 
men. Retreating, Ale hopped up on the counter and sat there watching the two old friends. 

"So how are you Harry?" 


"Been better Nicko, how's the arm?" 


Nicko raised it, showing Harry the much smaller bandage. “Better. I'm learning how to do a lot of things with 


just the one hand. | can even load me pistol." 
"Good Nick. And Alessandro? How are things with you?" 
‘lam very happy Mr. Harry.’ 


Nicko grinned. "He's so bloody polite." Ale blushed, his face curving into a smile that made the old pirate grin 


even wider. "Sweet. Isn't he sweet Harry?" 

Harry chuckled. "He's good for you old woman" 

"Mr. Harry? How is Captain Dickinson?" 

"Bruce is good, Ale. I'll tell him you asked after him." 

Nicko filled both mugs with coffee. "So when are you coming home Harry?" 


Harry pulled his mug closer, turning it in his hands. "I don't know if, let alone when Nick. So much has 


happened." 


"Harry, I'm not talking to you as first mate, this is just as your friend. But what a load of bloody bollocks." 
Harry looked up, startled. "And I'm ashamed of you." Ale winced, seeing the pain flit over Harry's face. "You 


have a lot of men on this ship that depend on you, trust in you and would follow you down the very road to 


Hell and you walked away like they weren't worth more than a spot of come on an old whore's bed sheet" 
"Hang on Nick, that's not fair!" 
"Hang fair Harry! It's the truth! All of us hurt for you. You saw yourself that had you gone after Head the 


night he flogged Bruce there would have been a mutiny on this ship because they would have followed you. Or 
a good damn many of them at least!" 


Harry sighed. "Aye, but Nick..." 

"But Nick nothing! You know as well as | that what we are facing in this fleet will more than likely be the death 
of most of us, be it the bottom of the ocean in this bloody bathtub or at the end of a rope!" Nicko heard 
Ale's gasp and winced, but didn't let up. "The captain may be the head of this ship but you're its heart. And to 
a man we know the Maiden has no chance of living without her heart." 

"| don't know what to do Nick" 

"Do what you were born to Harry. Lead us. Get us ready to fight and then fight with us." 

"| don't trust Head" 

"Nay, Harry. When it comes to battle you trust the captain that stands on the deck and defies any God you 
name to stop us. But apart from that? We understand that Harry, really we do. But when did you stop 


trusting us?" 


Harry stood, shaking his head. "| have to talk to Bruce. | won't come without him and I'm not sure he'll want 


to." 


"If it's what you want, Bruce will come Harry. Just like us, he believes in you enough that he will follow you to 


Hell." 
Harry snorted quietly, his eyes troubled. "I'm just not sure that's a good thing, Nick" 


Ella and Bruce looked up as Michael entered the cabin, Ella quickly rose, going to Michael and placing her hand 
on his chest. "Is everything alright?" 


Michael rolled his eyes. "It was an accident. A hole in my ship and it was an accident" 


Bruce stood, looking nervous. "Michael, where is Steve?" 


"He went to your cabin. He is fine, Bruce." 

"Aye, thanks. If you'll excuse me." 

Bruce quickly left, worry still creasing his face. 

"He's been on pins and needles the whole time you've been gone." 

"Aye, I'm sure. Well he is about to go from those to much bigger pointy things." 


Bruce opened the door of the cabin, breathing out a sigh of relief when he saw Steve sitting on the window 
seat, staring out. Closing the door softly behind him, Bruce went to the bed and sat on the edge, waiting for 
Steve to speak first. 

‘lm so torn. If | don't do this and the Maiden is either lost or suffers losing most of her crew, | will always 
wonder if | could have stopped that from happening. If | do, despite my worries, there is no promise that it will 
not happen anyway." 

Steve sighed, drawing his leg up and wrapping his arm around it, resting his chin on his knee. 

"And do | still have enough trust in Head to be sure of him when.." Steve's laugh was bitter. "Aye, when it 
comes to the fight, he will be. No matter what, that | can say with a sense of sureness above all else. And can 
| fight with my mind fully where it should be knowing you are here and if anything happens | cannot do a thing 
to stop it?" 

"Where you are, | am. Be that here on the Helloween or on the Maiden 

"I can't ask that of you." 

"You didn't ask But that's how it will be." 

Steve uncoiled his body, going to Bruce and standing in front of him, eyes dark with worry. Spreading his legs, 
Bruce put his hands on Steve's hips and pulled him between his thighs, letting his arms slip around his waist. 
Steve sighed, fingers combing through Bruce's hair as he looked up at him. 

"Are you sure?" 


"Aye, where you go, that's where I'll be." 


Steve nodded, his face hardening. "Then tomorrow, we start with Head." 


Twenty One 


Author's Notes: 
As always for Andy, and everone who had continued to follow this ride. 


Harry and Michael sat on the deck in the deepening twilight, watching the competition in front of them with no 


small amusement. 


"She is not at all intimidated by them." 
"Nay Michael, she isn't" 


Ella, Bruce, Sascha, Andi and Markus stood at the ready, waiting for the command to begin, anticipatory moves 
of their hands making the others cry foul through their laughter. At Dani's command, the race to load began, 
Dani and Rob watching as the five shouldered each other, snatching supplies from each other's hands and 
generally trying to make it impossible for the ones to either side to properly load their pistol, until one by one 
they placed the weapons back on the table with a cry of done. 


With much good natured arguing, they would wait until Dani and Rob had inspected each one, finally declaring 
the winner to a round of mock grumbling from those whose name was not called. They would then take up the 
pistols and move to a target where Rob would place a mark, each taking a turn firing until all five were done 
and the target examined, another name being called as the one closest to the mark before going back to the 
table and beginning again. 

Michael growled softly as Sascha elbowed Ella, nearly knocking the powder horn from her hand, the irritation 
changing to a loud guffaw as Sascha bellowed, dropping pistol and shot and hopping backwards on one foot, 
glaring at her. Setting her pistol down with a call of "Donel", Ella smiled sweetly at him. "I'm so sorry Sascha, 
did | step on your foot?" 

Sascha rolled his eyes. "Nay Ella, you stomped on my foot." 

Ella batted her eyes at him. "It was an accident Sascha, just as your elbow was." 

Harry shook his head. "She's got you there Sascha" 

Sascha had the grace to at least look a little chagrined. "Indeed she does. My apologies Ella" 


"It is bad when you are reduced to cheating to defeat a mere slip of a woman Sascha" 


Andi burst out laughing. "Aye, but if you recall Captain Weikath it took four of us to bring her to heel.’ 


Rob chuckled. "Don't remind me. It was the next day before my...” 

Bruce held up his hands. "Wait. Four of you? To handle her?" 

Placing hands on hips, Ella cocked her head and glared at him. "And what do you mean by that Bruce?" 
Weikath grinned. "Ah, be careful Bruce. Her bite is as bad as her bark" 

"You know Michael, that's not a bad thought” 

"What do you mean Harry?" 


Harry's eyes studied Ella. Rising from his chair, he went to stand in front of her. "I'm not going to hurt her 
Michael" Weikath sat forward on his chair, watching. Harry's voice was quiet. "Defend yourself" 


With that, he grabbed her wrists, turning her and crisscrossing her arms as he pulled her back to his chest. 
Ella tried to twist away, finding him too strong to break the hold, instead picking up her foot and kicking back 
into his leg, striking Harry's shin. Grunting, he held on. "Nay Ella, higher, drive your foot straight back into my 
knee." Ella raised her leg again, kicking back and connecting with the sole of her foot. Harry nodded. "Good." 
Tightening his arms, he held her flush against his body, his face next to hers. "Turn away from me." Ella 
turned her head. "Now, snap your head back." Ella did, hearing Harry swear as the back of her head hit his 
cheekbone. "Not so bloody hard. But if you do it against someone who is trying to subdue you, hit with all the 


strength you can. 


Harry let her go. "Now face me." Ella stood in front of him, watching him warily. "There are several places you 
can strike which will either render a man unable to fight, or at least make him know you will not go easily. If | 
come toward you, what is your first instinct?" Steve yelped, barely getting his body turned sideways to take 
the kick on his thigh. "Bloody hell woman!" 


Ella blushed. "I thought you wanted me to show you." 


Harry shook his head at the laughing group around them. "Aye, but remember l'm not really coming to hurt 
you." 


Michael snorted, cutting his eyes at Bruce. "Aye, and remember Bruce will be none to happy with a damaged 


Harry." 


The laughter increased when Bruce and Harry both flushed, even Ella giggling at the men “I'll try not to hurt 


him, Bruce." 


Harry rolled his eyes. "Right. That is one spot, but you saw | was able to deflect it. There are better places 
that are less expected. The knee, from any angle is good" Stepping closer, Harry took her wrist in his hand. "If 


you are too close to kick, you can..." 


Weikath waved Bruce over, both watching as Harry was joined by Sascha and Andi in showing Ella different 
ways to inflict damage on an attacker, a yelp or a curse drifting to them once in a while as a foot or fist 
connected. Markus, Dani and Rob yelled encouragement to her as they packed up the pistols and supplies, 
laughing and wincing whenever a particularly good blow, gouge or stab brought a roar from one of the men. 


"He seems very intent on something, Bruce." 

"He is, Michael. He has decided to go back to the Maiden and get the crew ready." 
Michael nodded. "Good. Will you be..." 

"Where he goes, | go." 

"Even better. Will you be staying on the Maiden?" 


"| don't know Michael. | think he wants to see how things go before he goes that far. So, if we have not worn 


out our welcome | think we'll still stay here." 


"You are both welcome Bruce, for however long. Now, before she hurts someone, | think | will take Ella and 


have dinner and show her some of my attacks." 


Bruce snorted. "Somehow | don't think she'll be fending you off with as much enthusiasm." Bruce tilted his head 
and looked up at Weikath as he stood. "And Michael..| have this odd feeling | should be thanking you for getting 
Steve back on the Maiden Why do you suppose that might be?" 


Bruce was amazed how innocent the pirate could look. "Why, | have no idea Bruce." 
"Aye, you sly bastard, of course not" 


The lesson behind him came to a halt when Weikath burst into laughter. "In that case Bruce, | cannot say why 
you would think that, right?" Giving him a wink that was evident even in the spreading blackness of the night, 
Weikath turned to face the small circles of mock combatants. "Madam, | am hungry and | think you have done 


enough damage to my crew and my friends for Today. Shall we?" 


Ella thanked them all for their time, laughing as she joined Weikath and slipped her arm through his. Biding 
everyone good night, they headed for their cabin. The crewmen from the Helloween headed off as well, Dari 
offering to bring dinner to Bruce and Harry's cabin if they wanted to dine alone, Bruce quickly taking him up on 
the offer. 


With laughter and several off-color remarks about soothing wounds, they left Bruce and Harry on deck, Dani 
promising to deliver the food posthaste. Harry sighed and turned to stare over at the Maiden, his mind on the 


morn and Head's reaction to what he would have to say. Bruce stood and moved up behind him, scuffing the 
soles of his boots across the deck so as not to startle Harry when he pressed up against his back and slid his 
arms around him, although he still felt the momentary tensing of Harry's body before hands covered his own 
and the strong back relaxed into his chest. 

"We don't have much time. If we want to be ready when the fleet comes...” 

Bruce shook his head. "We will be. But time enough for that on the morrow." 

“Aye. Nothing to be done about it now." 


"Steve, what you said this morn...” 


The tenseness was back; Steve shifted, moving away from Bruce. "A passing thought Bruce, do not trouble 


yourself with it. I'm going to the cabin, Dani will be there soon and there are no lanterns lit for him." 
Bruce watched him walk away. 


"Fuck!" 


"Edward, stop picking at your food" 


A low growl filled the cabin. "Kirk, you are not my mother. Despite the fact that sometimes you act so much 


like one it frightens me." 

"And there is no need to snap at me because you are anxious to see what will happen after today." 
"Eat your dinner, Kirk" 

Kirk deliberately set his fork on the table. "Edward, | know...” 


Edward exploded up out of his chair with a roar, toppling it over and looming above Kirk, eyes flashing red. 
"Nay! You do not know!" Edward grabbed for him, roaring again when Kirk scrambled away, eyes darting 
frantically around the cabin. looking for an escape. "Come here!" Kirk shook his head, backing away, eyes huge 
with terror as Edward advanced on him, deep growls and snarls vibrating from his chest. Kirk darted by him, 
crying out when Edward's ragged nails ripped his skin as he tried to snatch his arm as he passed. Realizing he 
was cornered, Kirk scuttled up onto the bed, pressing himself into the corner against the wall and drawing his 


knees up to his chest, hiding his face and curling up into the smallest target he could, shaking violently. 


„you may have many who follow you from fear, a few that follow you for reasons of glory but damn few that 
follow out of love. And you are doing your best fo lessen those! 


Edward stopped, Nicko's words ringing in his mind so clearly it was as if the cook stood in front of him. Looking 
at Kirk, a low crooning groan rumbled from him, eyes fading to their normal blue as he eased himself onto the 
bed, shifting himself over to sit next to the badly shaken man, hearing the soft whimper when he nuzzled 
against him. The croon deepened, Edward lifting Kirk from the bed and setting him between his legs, holding him 
gently until the trembling slowed, the black curls lifting just enough for red rimmed eyes to peer cautiously at 
him from under the damp black fringe. 


Edward groaned, lifting his hand to stroke Kirk's hair, sighing when he flinched. "| won't hurt you. | wasn't going 
to hurt you. Just because | bellow at you does not mean | would lay my hands on you in anger." Kirk snorted 
but did lift his head all the way up, timidly leaning into Edward. Edward sighed, lifting Kirk's arm and eyeing the 


scratches. "| did hurt you, | know. | just wanted you to stop. | don't like it when you cringe from me." 
Kirk met Edward's eyes. "Then don't make me feel as if | have to." 
Edward grimaced. "Aye, you are right. I'm sorry." 


Kirk didn't speak for a several moments, the words suddenly starting in a tumble, his voice quiet but strong. 
"Edward, there is nothing | would not do for you. And unless you tire of me, | will happily spend my life with 
you. | care not what anyone feels or thinks of you, | only know my lover and not the black hearted monster 
that some others see. Yet, | fear that there will come a time when | anger you for some slight and then | end 
up as Harry has, fearing you and questioning my own judgment of you. Caring does not make you vulnerable, 
not if you choose who you care about wisely. But no matter how much someone cares, there is a limit to 


what one can stand." 
Edward hissed. "Are you saying..?" 


Kirk turned to face him, laying his legs over Edward's and wrapping them around his hips. "I'm saying | love 
you, you big arse. And | believe in your own way you love me. But Edward, love needs trust. And it seems 
lately you've done your best to push the ones that love you away by destroying that. So you have to decide. 
Am | worth it to you to take the time to keep my trust? Is Harry worth the time to rebuild his?" 


Edward grumbled quietly, wrapping his arm around Kirk's waist and lifting him, bringing his legs together and 
setting Kirk on his thighs. "Aye, you are and he is." Edward tweaked a black curl. "When did you get so bloody 


smart?" 


Kirk grinned impishly. "lve always been this smart, | just see and hear much more when people think l'm not. It 
can be a very useful thing, Edward" Kirk squeaked as Edward growled and rolled them over, leering down at 
him. Drawing a finger down his cheek, Edward dipped his head and lapped Kirk's lips, growling and nipping his chin 
before attacking his throat with sucks and licks. 


Kirk tilted his head back, cupping the back of Edward's head and moaning softly, squirming as ragged nails 
scratched over his chest and down his stomach to drag across his groin and the top of his thighs. Edward 


stopped at the base of his throat, pressing his mouth into the hollow and sucking hard, marking the skin, 


hearing Kirk whimper when he then continued on, nuzzling his face into the open collar of Kirk's shirt. 
Kirk frowned at Edward when he suddenly sat up. "Why did you stop?" 
Edward leered at him. "Clothes. Off. Now." 


Kirk yipped when Edward swatted his arse as he scrambled from the bed, quickly pulling off his shirt and 
shedding the breeches before jumping back in, squirming close to Edward and grinning. Edward shook his head. 


"A little anxious?" 
Kirk shook his head vigorously, black curls dancing around his face. "Nay. A lot 
Edward snorted. "Well then, now where was |? Ah, | recall...” 


As Edward's tongue rasped over his chest, Kirk sighed and closed his eyes, arching up into the contact. Edward 
grinned, listing his head and waiting until Kirk opened his eyes, a quizzical look on his face. "Ah, that was where 


you were.” 


Edward nodded. "I know." Running a finger over Kirk's chest, he circled his nipple before taking the ring in his 
fingers and tugging it gently. "Trust me?" 


Kirk bit his lip but nodded. Edward let out a whoop, climbing over Kirk and rising from the bed, unwrapping his 
sash from his waist. Kirk tucked his hands behind his head, watching, his cock hardening as his eyes traveled 
slowly over Edward's body, noting the thick outline of his cock under his breeches. Edward shook his head. "Not 
tonight Kirk. Hold out your hands." Kirk frowned, but held out his arms, eyes widening as Edward wrapped the 
sash around them, tying them firmly but not painfully and then running the other end of the sash up to wrap 
it around the window latch above the bed. Giving it a tug, Edward nodded. "That should hold" 


Kirk pulled on the sash, his eyes showing a hint of worry, his teeth gnawing gently on his lip. Retrieving 
another sash, Edward wrapped it around Kirk's eyes, feeling him tense but uttering no objections, simply lifting 
his head to allow Edward to tie the cloth. Edward quickly stripped and slid back into bed, stroking his fingers 
down Kirk's cheek. "Trust me." Kirk nodded, relaxing under the strokes of Edward's hand, sweeping down over 
his chest and stomach and then along his ribs, Edward's mouth covering his nipple and lapping it slowly before 
taking the ring in his teeth and tugging. Licking over Kirk's chest, he teased the other, the exploring hand 
moving lower and stroking around Kirk's cock, brushing his fingers against the edge of the hair on Kirk's groin 
and then down over his thighs, never touching the now straining organ. Kirk shifted, moaning quietly, tugging 
against the sash as Edward's mouth kissed and sucked down to his stomach, stopping to delve his tongue into 
his navel before continuing on, the questing hand now stroking the inside of his thighs. 


Edward slid down on the bed, his mouth following the same path as his hand, teasing all around Kirk's cock but 
never quite touching the flesh, the cries becoming louder and more urgent as Kirk turned and twisted, seeking 
Edward's mouth until his cock was suddenly surrounded by wet heat when Edward's mouth engulfed him, his 


body thrusting up as his cock was taken down to the root with a hard suck. 


Edward pushed Kirk's thighs apart, lifting Kirk's balls and giving them a gentle squeeze as he drew his mouth 
up the shaft, lips tights around the flesh, his tongue flattened and cupping the underside. His fingers found the 
patch of skin behind Kirk's balls, scratching his nails over it lightly and moving back to find the tight ring. 


Kirk moaned, his hips thrusting up off the bed to try to push his cock deeper into Edward's mouth, lips holding 
him just behind the head while Edward's agile tongue wrapped around, harsh breaths from his nostrils sending 
shivers down Kirk's spine as it washed over the wet flesh of his shaft. Edward rubbed his finger around the 
hole, the dry skin creating a teasing friction that had Kirk squirming under him, panting and whimpering as he 
fucked his hips up in short hard jabs, trying to get more of Edward's mouth and touch. 


Kirk swore when Edward moved away, cursing him as he laughed, the bed shifting as he moved. Kirk's head 
turned, trying to judge Edward's movements but jumping slightly when hands grabbed his hips and turned him 
over, pulling him up on his knees and then pressing against his back, bending him over onto pillows that had 
been placed under him. Unable to see, Kirk turned his head as Edward moved away again, unsure of what he 


was doing, his body trembling from both excitement and anticipation 


With no warning, a long swipe of Edward's tongue down his crack made him cry out, lapping him slowly, stopping 
and circling his hole before the tip pushed inside. Kirk cried out and pressed back, feeling more of Edward's 
tongue slip inside, wiggling and thrusting, Edward's hand reaching around and gripping his cock in a firm hand 
and pumping it slowly. Stiffening his tongue, Edward fucked Kirk's arse with short jabs, growling and crooning, 
his own cock hard and aching, precum dripping from the slit onto the bed. 


Needing to feel the clinging heat around his cock, Edward withdrew his tongue and immediately pushed in his 
finger, spreading Kirk open, rearing up on his knees and moving closer, letting his cock slip between Kirk's legs 
until the head nudged his balls, Kirk panting and thrusting into his hand, arching his back and keening when a 
second finger joined the first, small rocking motions of Edward's hips rubbing his cock over the back of Kirk's 


sac. 


Edward's palm skimmed over the head of Kirk's cock, gathering the precum and smearing it down the shaft as 
he pulled his fingers free, grabbing his cock and pressing the head against the spread pucker, resuming the 
slow wanking of Kirk's cock as he pushed his inside. Sliding in until his balls were pressed against Kirk, Edward 
bent over his back, growling in his ear and Kirk shuddered around him, the frantic motions of his hips as he 
fucked Edward's hand also moving his arse on Edward's cock. Soft cries and moans were mixed with nearly 
incoherent pleas to be fucked, his arse slapping against Edward's thighs until he could take it no more; with a 
howl Edward snapped his hips forward, his hand moving fast and hard as his hips slammed his cock deep, Kirk 
pulling against the sash holding his hands and cursing, ramming back to meet the violent pounding of the long, 
thick cock into his arse, arching his back to rub his flesh against Edward's. 


Wrapping his other arm around Kirk, Edward lifted his balls into his palm, teasing and massaging, his hand 
twisting and pulling on his cock, plunging his cock deep and pulling out to leave just the head before ramming 
forward again, growling and nipping the back of Kirk's neck. Kirk writhed under him, rocking frantically back to 


impale himself on Edward's cock and then rolling his hips forward to thrust into the tight grip, his balls 
tightening, his cock throbbing and twitching in Edward's hand until with a shrill cry he froze, his body shaking 
hard, his cock spewing its load of come onto the bed. Edward howled, the already tight walls around him 
clamping down and milking his cock, his seed rolling up from his balls and filling Kirk's arse, shudders running 


down his spine as he threw his head back and bared his teeth. 


Edward rolled, taking Kirk with him as they fell onto their sides, letting the last tremors run through their 
bodies, Kirk shaking against Edward, pushing back against him and letting out a quiet whimper as Edward 
carefully pulled his cock out, reaching up and untying Kirk's hands and pulling the blindfold off before tugging 
the bedclothes over them both. Nuzzling his face into the sweat dampened curls, Edward licked Kirk's ear, 
grinning at the sleepy grumble from his lover as he drifted off. 


Bruce folded his napkin and placed it back on the table, carefully leaning back in his chair and watching Steve as 
he pushed the food around on his plate. Dinner had been silent with the exception of overly polite requests for 
the passing of food and drink, the air thickening with tension until Bruce was ready to scream. Steve hadn't 
looked at him either, his head down and eyes on his plate unless asked for something, and only raising them 


then enough to find the desired item and passing it over. 


A soft knock on the door was a relief, Bruce answering it to find Markus standing there, holding a small corked 


jug. "| brought this for Harry. He said his back was itching and this is what the healer uses to ease the skin" 
Steve looked around, giving Markus a wan smile. "My thanks, | was ready to use the bloody wall to scratch it" 
Markus frowned as he looked back and forth. "Aye, | understand. When my tattoos were done, it was the only 
thing that kept me from ripping them off when they itched" Shifting his feet uncomfortably, Markus held out 
the jug to Bruce, mumbling a good night and escaping the strained silence as if his heels were on fire. Bruce 
closed the door, going back to the table and retaking his seat. 

"You never said your back was bothering you." 

Steve shrugged, giving up the pretence of eating and laying his fork on the table, wadding his napkin up and 
setting it beside his plate. "It seemed of little consequence. Yours should be taken care of though, we never did 
finish it this morning." 

"Aye, if you don't mind." 

Steve looked up. "Why would | mind?" 


Bruce shrugged, setting the jug on the table. "I don't know." 


Steve stood, getting the pot of salve from the shelf. Bruce rose as well, pulling his shirt off and tossing it 


over the chest, turning his chair around and straddling it, crossing his arms over the top of the back and 
resting his chin on his forearm. Steve set the pot beside him and went to the corner table, pouring some 
water into the basin and washing his hands, grabbing a clean cloth and drying them as he came back to stand 
behind Bruce. "You're healing well, and quickly.” 


"Aye," Bruce flexed his shoulders, "the pain is hardly noticeable most of the time." 
Steve opened the pot and dipped his fingers, beginning to spread the salve over the strong back in front of 


him, feeling the warmth of the skin and the play of the muscles under his hand. Finishing, Steve wiped his hand 
on the cloth and replaced the lid on the pot, carrying it back over to the shelf and setting it down, 


"Take your shirt off and come here." 
Steve turned to Bruce, seeing he had the jug in his hand. "| can do it." 
"Oh for fuck's sake Steve, take the bloody shirt off and sit down!" 


Raising his eyebrows, Steve stared briefly at Bruce before tugging his shirt off and straddling the chair in the 
same manner Bruce had. Draping his arms over the back he sat stiffly, his jaw muscle working furiously. Bruce 
stood behind him, in serious debate with himself if he wanted to pour the contents onto his hand and rub it on 
Steve's back or simply wanted to brain him with the jug. 


"Are you going to do it?" 
Bruce spoke through gritted teeth. "Aye." 


Pulling the cork, Bruce poured some of the oil into his palm and set the jug down, moving Steve's tied hair to 
drape over his shoulder and hang onto his chest before rubbing his hands together and then smoothing them 
over Steve's back. Steve sighed, the itching and pulling of the healing welts immediately relieved, the oil and the 
roughness of Bruce's hands making him hunch his shoulders and push his back into the contact. 


"| have this to look forward to as well?" Bruce's tone was amused, "First the pain and then the itch?" 


Steve groaned. "Aye, but whatever is in that it is pure bloody bliss." Steve grumbled when Bruce stopped. 
"Bloody hell, don't stop, please.” 


‘lm just getting a bit more." Bruce poured a little more in his palm and rubbed his hands together again 
before running them in broad sweeps over Steve's back. The feel of Steve's skin, the sounds of his contented 
groans and the thought of Steve's earlier request twined in Bruce's mind, his cock stiffening as he thought... 
"Stand up." 


Steve turned his head, frowning. "What?" 


Bruce stepped back. "Stand up." 
Steve shrugged and stood, stepping back away from the chair. "Why did you..what are you doing?" 


Bruce's hands slid under Steve's arms, reaching around and stroking his nipples with oily fingers, his chest 
pressing against Steve's back. "Hear me?" 


Steve nodded, reaching his arms back and resting his hands on Bruce's thighs. 


Bruce's fingers pinched Steve's nipples, taking them between his thumb and index fingers and rolling them 
gently. "This morn," Bruce felt him stiffen, turning his head he kissed Steve's neck, keeping his voice low and 
even, "you surprised me. My body was quick to respond, but my brain was slower and it made my lips delay in 
answering.” Bruce's hands moved lower, fingertips lightly rubbing over Steve's stomach. "I know what trust you 
showed me by saying that" Steve's hands gripped Bruce's thighs as fingers undid the laces of his breeches. 
"And in case you did not notice," the breeches undone, Bruce's hand slid inside and down to Steve's groin, his 
fingers wrapping around his shaft, pushing his hips forward to press his hard cock against Steve's arse, "| do 


want inside you." 


Steve groaned, his fingers digging into Bruce's thighs, caught between the hard cock against his arse and 
Bruce's slippery hand teasing his own, his head tipping back to allow Bruce more flesh to explore with lips, 
tongue and teeth. "Then fuck me." 


A sudden urgency seemed to take hold of them both, bodies separating as Steve turned to face Bruce, their 
eyes never leaving each others as they tugged off boots and stockings, breeches following quickly until both 
stood naked, eyes now roaming each others flesh. Both hard and ready, the tips wet with the first drops of 
precum as they stepped together, Bruce's arm sliding around Steve's neck as Steve's arms wrapped around his 
waist, their lips meeting in a frantic kiss, tongues searching and exploring, licking and stroking, their cocks 
rubbing together as their hips instinctively sought more contact. 


Steve tensed when Bruce's fingers teased the top of his cleft, the oil making them slip easily into the crevice 
and down, Bruce feeling his muscles tighten reflexively and moving them back up to the small of his back and 


gently kneading the flash. 


Pulling back from the soft suction of their mouths, Steve buried his face in Bruce's shoulder, swearing quietly. 
Bruce drew back and rested his forehead against Steve's. "It's alright." 


"Nay, it isn't. | trust you. Why is this so hard?" 
Bruce grinned, shifting his hips to rub his crotch against Steve's. "Aye, it is hard." 


Steve snorted. "That's not what..." 


Bruce laughed quietly. "| know. But it's alright. Don't worry yourself if...” 


Steve tipped his head back, sighing. "Nay, | want this." 


Bruce turned Steve in his arms, sliding his arm around his waist and pressing against his back, letting his cock 
rub over Steve's arse. Steve shuddered, closing his eyes and bending forward to rest his hands on the table, 
forcing the images and thoughts of pain from his mind. He hissed when Bruce's hand found his cock, stroking 
the shaft with slick fingers as his other hand trailed down his back and into his crack. Taking slow, deep 
breaths, he tensed when oily fingers brushed his hole, distracted by a firm squeeze of his shaft as Bruce's 
hand continued to pump his cock with long teasing strokes. 


The press of a finger against him made Steve bite his lip, the tip slick and sliding in much easier than he would 
have thought, Bruce gasping quietly as Steve pressed down and opened himself for him. The oil on Bruce's 
finger coated the passage, the soft walls closing around him as Steve threw back his head and moaned, rocking 


back to take more of the gentle prodding. 


Slowly, patiently, Bruce worked his finger deeper, pressing against him, soft words and sounds helping to relax 
Steve, Bruce's cock burning into his flesh as it rubbed against him. Another finger added, stretching and 
opening him, Steve grinding his teeth and crying out when Bruce curled his fingers inside him, rubbing the 
bulge of his prostate until he thought he would scream from the pleasure, gripping the table so tightly when a 
third finger slipped inside that the wood creaked in protest. Bruce's other hand never stopped it's teasing of his 
cock; stroking and squeezing, rubbing the head with his palm and scratching stubby nails carefully over the 
ridge until Steve was shaking, on the edge of coming, nearly begging him to stop before his seed spilled from 
his balls. 


Easing his fingers out Bruce stilled his hand on Steve's cock, his voice quiet but strained with lust. "The bed?" 
Steve shook his head, determined to chase his demons away. "Nay, here. Now Bruce, God now...” 


Bruce nodded, even knowing Steve couldn't see him but not trusting his voice to speak past the tightness in his 
throat. Positioning his cock, he pressed the tip to Steve's hole and slowly thrust, burying himself in the slick 
heat, groaning as the walls wrapped around him. With his groin pressed tight against Steve's arse he stopped, 
holding himself still as the ring tightened around the base of his cock, Steve's head dropping down as he 
moaned and pushed back Bruce slowly backed out, taking the head of Steve's cock in his fingers and teasing the 


wet flesh, oil and precum mixing to make it slip and slide in his hand. 


Steve hissed when Bruce withdrew his cock, starting to push back and then groaning and bucking his hips 
forward into Bruce's hand, thrusting into the fingers that wrapped round his shaft. As soon as his hand was 
flush against Steve's groin, Bruce pressed his cock in again, drawing another shaky groan and backwards thrust 
of Steve's hips. This time when he withdrew Bruce kept the head inside, leaning over Steve and resting his 
chest on his back as he used his free hand to tease and stroke, first over his chest and down to his stomach 
to his thighs and balls and then back up, his hand never stopping the firm wanking movement on Steve's cock 
as he fucked him slow and deep, gritting his teeth as Steve's arse rippled and flexed around him. 


Steve's fingers dug into the edge of the table, his body driving back to meet the cock filling his arse and then 
rocking forward to bury his cock into the slippery hand, his rising pleasure marked by the slowly increasing 
speed of his movements, Bruce letting him set the pace and moving only as fast as Steve led him. Throwing his 
head back, Steve spread his legs a bit more, the slap of Bruce's groin hitting his arse louder as the powerful 
flanks drove the cock faster and harder inside him, the rough fingers skimming over his cock, sweat and oil 


making their bodies slide together. 


Bruce tried to temper the frantic pace, giving up and driving his cock into Steve when urged through gritted 
teeth to move faster and harder, each jarring thrust into Steve forcing another level of pleasure that pushed 
out a little more of the remembered humiliation and pain, taking its place and rendering it powerless over the 


man under him. 


With a guttural cry, Steve arched his back and came, his seed arcing from the tip of his cock and spilling onto 
the table, his arse tightening around Bruce. Bruce gave a final slam of his hips, burying his cock as deep as he 
could into a vise of heat that sucked the come from his balls, coating the walls of Steve's arse in thick spurts, 
grinding against him as he cried out. Several short hard jerks of his hips as the last of his seed emptied from 
his balls, the walls wrapping his cock in a heated blanket of oil and come. 


Wrapping his arms around Steve's waist, Bruce leaned into his back, both men panting and shaking. "Bruce?" 
"Aye?" 

"We're both going to end up on the floor if you don't get off me." 

Bruce snorted, straightening up and carefully pulling his softening cock from Steve's arse. Loosening his hold, he 
locked his knees to keep his legs under him at Steve turned in his arms, laughing as he staggered, both of 
them stumbling sideways. Bruce yelped, hitting his knee on the wooden platform of the bed as both of them 
tumbled onto the mattress, turning their heads to look at each other, their hearts and breathing slowing. Both 
of them crawled further up on the bed, turning on their sides and grinning at each other, Steve reaching out 
and cupping his hand behind Bruce's neck as he scooted closer. 

"We should wash. We're both covered in that oil." 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "I'm not moving. | have no strength." 

Steve laughed quietly. "Nor do |." 

Bruce rolled onto his back with a groan, crooking his finger and giving Steve a sleepy leer. Raising his eyebrows, 
Steve moved closer, letting Bruce draw his head down to rest on the soft mat of hair on his chest, Bruce 


lifting Steve's hand from his stomach and twining their fingers together. 


Bruce was nearly asleep when the soft voice forced his eyes back open 


"Bruce?" 

“Aye” 

Steve didn't say anything for a few moments, listening to the strong heartbeat under his head. "Thanks." 
Bruce yawned, shaking his head slightly to try to focus. "For what?" 

"Just. thanks" 

Bruce closed his eyes, feeling a rush of warmth and contentment fill his body. "You're welcome 

"You did quite well today" 


Ella smiled. "Thank you. | actually enjoyed it even more than | thought | would” Reaching for the wine, Ella 
winced. "Although, | am a bit stiff" 


"You will be more so tomorrow. So it will be best if you get as much rest as you can" 

"Have | done something to offend you Michael?" 

‘lam sure you have a reason for asking that but it escapes me, Ella. And you have not” 

"Then did | not do something the right way?" 

Michael looked as confused as he felt. "What the right.Ella, what are you asking me?" 

"You keep trying to send me to bed, but..." 

The dawning comprehension on his face was comical, the amusement also evident in his voice. "Ella, | am not 
the only one involved in that. If you are interested in going to bed with me, then simply say so. | am not a 
mind reader nor do | wish to feel that | am asking you to participate in something you are not interested in" 
Raising an eyebrow, the grin spread as her blush deepened. "And besides madam, you are the one who falls 
asleep and doesn't wake up until noon" 

Ella rolled her eyes. "Fine." Throwing her napkin on the table, she stood and glared at him. "Michael." 


"Hmmm?" 


"Take off your clothes." 


In a flash the grin changed to a leer. "Now see how easy that was?" Tossing his own napkin on the table, 


Michael lifted his leg and started to pull off his boot. "Ah, but maybe | should have a pipe first..." 
‘Oh no! That's why | fall asleep! You go out for a pipe and you're gone forever!" 


Michael looked offended, going back to the task of removing his boots. "Well, if you would stop complaining 
about how much it stinks | would have my pipe here and would not get caught up in pressing things!" 


"Michael Weikath you are full of..of.." 

A long finger waved in the air. "Tut, tut madam! | sense some very unladylike language about to fall from 
those delectable lips!" Boots and stockings removed, Michael stood, untying his sash and unwrapping it from his 
waist. 


"Aye, something's about to fall from my lips." 


Pulling his shirt over his head, Michael tossed it over the chair and stopped, crossing his arms over his chest 


and eyeing her. "And mentioning lips, | seem to remember a question you asked...” 

Ella blushed but met his eyes. "Indeed. And a promise you made to answer." 

"Aye." 

"Aye?" 

"You asked if it felt as good. That is my answer." 

"Will you let me..?" 

“Come here." Ella slid her hand into Michael's outstretched palm, letting him draw her in against his chest. 
Michael put his arms around her waist and laced his fingers behind her back, his gaze intense as her hands 
slowly roamed his chest. "Are you sure? It is.not something that all women enjoy." 

Tilting her head back, Ella nodded. "| want to try." 

Michael grinned, his cock beginning to stiffen in anticipation. "Then by all means madam, who am | to say nay?" 
Bending his head, Michael kissed her, his tongue slipping into her mouth and licking along hers, his palms 
flattening against the small of her back and bringing her tighter against him. Ella felt his cock stirring, swelling 
as the blood filled the flesh, 

Michael leaned back on the pillows, watching as Ella leaned over him, her fingers running up the front of his 


thigh as she studied his cock A small grin played over his lips, as her fingers drifted higher, brushing his balls 
and then pulling back as he hissed. She glanced up at him, her eyes questioning. 


"Nay, it did not hurt” 


Nodding, Ella caught her bottom lip in her teeth and went back to her perusal of the thick column of flesh. 
Using the tip of her fingers, she traced the various veins running through it, standing out under the skin, 
from the thick trail that ran up the underside of the shaft to the small twisted ridges that surrounded it. She 
giggled as Michael shifted and muttered, his cock twitching in response to her fingers until it seemed to lean 
toward her touch. The ridge of flesh below the flared edges of the head caught her interest, another place 


that made him curse and move, especially the spot on the back... 


A light scrape of her nail and Michael had to force himself not to shoot off the bed, instead settling for a 
slow grind of his teeth and a hard tug on the bedclothes. 


The skin was softer than it looked, even the turgid veins silky under the pads of her fingers, the underlying 
hardness covered in a velvet sheath that was hot against her palm. A flap of skin that moved under her 
fingers, sliding up to cover the head and then rolling back down into folds at the top of the shaft. 


Michael closed his eyes, sending his mind off to thoughts of boarding parties and battles, anything to distract 


him from... 
This time he couldn't bite back the groan, as her fingers were now exploring the head. 


Ella heard him, but the sound was definitely not one of pain so she didn't stop what she was doing, her fingers 
lightly pressing the head, the flared edges and then up to the tip, finding the wetness that was flowing from 
the slit. Running her fingers through it, she brought her hand to her mouth and delicately licked the tips. 


Satisfied for the moment with just that taste, Ella turned her attention to the sac under his his cock, slipping 
her hand under it and lifting it into her palm, surprised by the weight and the difference in temperature to 
the jutting flesh above it. The skin was soft, not smooth and not wrinkled, covered in a light coating of hair. 
She could feel his balls shift inside the flesh as she moved her fingers, gently closing her hand around them 
until Michael grunted and moved under her hand. 


"Easy, they are more delicate than you might think” 


Ella nodded. "I'll remember." Sliding her hand free, Ella wrapped her fingers around his cock again. "Is this right?" 
Drawing her hand up the shaft, she giggled as he let out a long, shaky groan 


"Aye, just tighten your fingers a bit.." Michael didn't know which was making the pleasure in what she was 
doing more intense -- the knowledge she wanted to do this for him or the sweet unsure enthusiasm she was 
displaying for doing it. Either way..coherent thought briefly scattered as she drew her hand up again, this time 
dragging over the skin with a firmer grip. "Ah, yes, better..now if you..ah damn fuck" 


Deciding it was time for another taste, Ella had licked the tip of his cock. Giggling at his reaction, she did it 


again, her tongue rasping over the sensitive skin of the head. Michael groaned, waving his hand in the air. "Aye, 


good, more..." 


Ella sat up, climbing over his leg and crouching between his knees, moving higher as he spread his legs and 
leaning forward to give a long lick up the underside of his shaft, feeling the throbbing in the vein under her 
tongue. Resting her hands on the outside of his thighs she lapped at his cock, catlike little licks and broad 
swipes with the flat of her tongue, from the base buried in the thatch of black hair to the little slit in the tip 
that feed her a steady stream of precum and everywhere in between. Curiosity getting the best of her again, 
she paused for a moment and then ran her tongue over his sac, giggling again as a stream of curses filled her 


ears. 
Thinking of his mouth on her made her wonder if.. 

Michael yelped, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back. "Teeth! Do not use teeth!" 
Ella sat up, rubbing her scalp and glaring at him. "I didn’t bite!" 


Michael shook his head. "Nay, but it is very sensitive and a little scrape can be nice but when it feels like you 
are gnawing the meat off the bone it is not so good." 


Ella nodded. "May | try again?" 


Michael nodded back at her, watching as she leaned forward again, opening her mouth wider and taking the 
head inside. Slipping his hand under her hair, he cupped the back of her head, simply letting his hand rest 
there, neither urging or restraining her as she closed her mouth carefully around him, using only her lips. A 
burst of liquid onto her tongue made her swallow, the movement of her mouth drawing an low groan from 
him. 


Again casting her mind to the motions of his mouth, she gave a small suck, feeling a surge of pleasure as he 
moaned, his hips moving under her and pushing his cock a little deeper into her mouth. Another swallow and 
she moved her lips further down the shaft until the head hit the back of her throat, making her gag and 


swallow again, some instinct in her mind telling her to move her lips back up the shaft. 


Michael's eyes rolled up when Ella's tongue began to move around his cock, her mouth dragging slowly up the 
shaft and then sucking as she took him back in, the silken strands of her hair brushing his groin, the tentative 
movements becoming bolder as she heard his breathing deepen, soft groans and little rocking motions of his 
hips bringing his cock up to meet her mouth, the taste of him flowing over her tongue and the contraction of 
her throat when the head would bump against it making him shift under her. 


Ella could feel Michael's cock thicken slightly in her mouth, his thrusts faster and more urgent, his hand 
pressing lightly on the back of her head. Moving her mouth faster, taking most of his shaft into her mouth 
before licking back up, her jaw beginning to ache, Ella felt him suddenly wrap her hair round his hand and tug it 
lightly, his voice strained. "Ella, stop. Now, else you get a mouthful of...fuck" 


As Ella drew up the shaft, her teeth scraped his flesh, the brief flash of pain sending him over the edge into 
orgasm, Michael's cock throbbing against her tongue as his seed splashed against the roof of her mouth. 
Choking, she swallowed, more of the warm fluid spurting onto her tongue, making her swallow again, dimly 
aware of his hard tug on her hair as his balls emptied the last of his come into her mouth. 

Pulling her mouth off his cock, Ella swallowed and coughed, wiping the tears off her cheeks that had run from 
her eyes when she choked. Michael drew her up his body, curling her around his side and wiping her face with 
his long fingers, his breathing still ragged, his eyes full of worry. "Are you alright? | tried to tell you to stop 
but..." 

Ella peered at him through wet lashes. "Teeth." 

Michael grinned. "Aye, teeth. A nice scrape at the right time..." 

Ella giggled. "So was it nice?" 

Michael leered at her. "Very." 

Ella sighed. "I think | need to practice though, | can do it better." 


Michael groaned, throwing his arm over his eyes. "If you must, | suppose | will have to endure it" 


Laughing, Ella tugged the hair on his chest. "Aye, | suppose you will." 


Twenty Two 


Steve tied his hair back, blowing out a long breath and turning to Bruce. "Ready?" 

Bruce nodded. "Aye, are you?" 

Steve laughed nervously. "As Ill ever be. 

Bruce put his hands on Steve's shoulders. "You'll be fine. And you know it's what you want and need to do’ 
Steve cocked an eyebrow. “It is?" 

Bruce nodded, "It is” 

Steve wrapped his hand in the soft cloth of Bruce's shirt, pulling him forward, "You are sure of this?" 
Bruce nodded again. "I am." 


Catching Bruce's bottom lip in his teeth, Steve tugged it gently, swiping it with his tongue and pulling Bruce 
against his body. "What | want?" 


Bruce nodded, his breath a little faster. "What you want! 

Steve slid his free arm around Bruce's waist, running his fingers over the top of Bruce's arse. "What | need?" 
Bruce grunted, nodding. "What you need. And if you bloody well keep that up l'm going to tell you what /need" 
Steve grinned, pushing his thigh between Bruce's. "I think | know what you need” 

Bruce groaned, rubbing his crotch on Steve's thigh. "What good will this do in a fight?" 


A softly cleared throat made them look toward the open door, seeing a grinning Andi. "Well, depends on the 


enemy." 

Steve blushed but laughed. "Aye, it does indeed Andi. The boat is ready?" 
Andi nodded, "Aye, it is." 

"We'll be right there." 


Andi raised an eyebrow. "I'll let them know you are coming." Laughing at his own joke, he headed down the 


corridor. 


"Arse." After resting his forehead against Bruce's for a moment, Steve stepped back, looking down and shaking 
his head at the outline of Bruce's half hard cock "Remind me where we were later." 


Bruce snorted. "Aye, | will. Trust me that | will" Starting for the door, Steve yelped when Bruce swatted his 


arse, muttering under his breath. "Bloody cock tease." 


The closer they got to the Maiden , the more fidgety Steve became. Bruce squeezed his shoulder, giving him 
an encouraging smile, his eyes widening when Steve reached up and took his hand, lacing their fingers together 
and smiling back at him. Seeing the expression, Steve cocked his head. "What?" 

Bruce glanced at their hands, his brow furrowed in a puzzled frown. "Nothing, just...” 

Steve's face set into an expressionless mask, his hand releasing Bruce's. "My apologies." 

"Nay," Bruce voice was firm, his hand grabbing Steve's, "do not do this Steve. | didn't mean..." 


Steve's face softened. "It's alright Bruce, I'm just on edge." 


Bruce shook his head firmly. "Ill shout it from the top of the bloody mast Steve. | am not ashamed of you, or 


of us." 

"Nor am |. | stopped worrying what was thought of me a very long time ago Bruce." 

Hearing loud lip smacking sounds, they both carefully turned so as not to upset the boat, seeing Dani and Rob 
pursing their lips and blowing kisses at them. Laughing, Bruce reached back and smacked Rob in the chest, 
unable to reach Dani. "As if you two can make fun. Wasn't it you two that nearly rolled into one of the fires 
on Boar's Head in your throes of passion?" 

Rob looked over his shoulder at Dani, neither stopping their rowing motions when they both burst into 
laughter. “Bloody hell how did you know that? You weren't there when it happened and even when you were 
there you were in no shape to hear!" 

"Ella told me while we were waiting for Steve and Michael to return from the Maiden ." 


Steve frowned. "I never heard that, and | don't remember seeing it either." 


"Ella?" Dani groaned. "Which means Captain Weikath knows. Which means when we least expect it to be spoken 


of..." 


Rob rolled his eyes. "It will be spoken" 


The four were still laughing as the longboat swung around and nestled into the wooden hull of the Maiden . 
Catching the dropped lines, Rob and Dani held the boat in place as Bruce and Steve stood, Bruce giving Steve's 
fingers a squeeze. "Ready?" 


Steve nodded. "Aye." 


The door to his cabin crashed open, Head coming to his feet with a roar, shoving Kirk behind him. Davey slid to 
a stop, holding up his hand. "My apologies Captain Head, but... 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Head turned, checking on Kirk before rounding back on Dave. "This had 
better be good!" 


"Harry's here. With Bruce." 
"Harry?" 
Davey nodded vigorously. "Harry. And Bruce." 


Edward started for the door, stopping when Kirk ran around and threw his hand up. "Nay! Remember what 
Michael said!" 


"Im just. 

"Nay! 

"lts my ship Kirk! | should greet them!" 

"| know you want to Edward. But remember, this is one day" 
Edward swore and threw himself down in a chair. "Fine!" 


A knock on the open door heralded the arrival of the two, Harry stepping into the cabin with Bruce behind him, 
Adrian bringing up the rear. Davey slipped out, nearly running to tell Nicko and Jan 


Edward cleared his throat. "Harry. Bruce." 


Harry nodded. "Head." 


Harry's eyebrows shot up as Kirk hugged him. "It's good to see you." Turning to Bruce, he hugged him as well, 
being careful not to touch his back. "And you as well. How are you? Both of you? In all the excitement 


yesterday | didn't get a chance to speak with you Harry. Would you like some coffee?" 


Bruce saw the conflicting emotions on Steve's face. "We're well Kirk, and thanks, but we should get started. And 
it's good to see you looking so well." 


"What do you have planned Harry?" Kirk picked up his own mug, sitting on the bed and curling his legs under 
him. "If there is anything | can do to help, please let me know.’ 


"My thanks Kirk. Despite the complete cock up yesterday the crew just needs to do some run throughs and 
make ready." 


"Will you need me for anything Har...” 


"Nay. If anything is needed, I'll take it up with Adrian" Turning to Bruce and Adrian, he raised an eyebrow. "Shall 


we?" 
Head watched him leave the cabin, letting out a sigh, Adrian shaking his head and following. Bruce started to 


leave as well, hesitating and turning back to face the captain. "Don't push him. IF you do, you'll never get 
another chance." Giving Kirk a wave, he left as well. 


Ella looked up from her sewing as Michael came into the cabin. "I do not believe my eyes. Not yet noon and she 


is out of bed!" 


Ella stuck her tongue out at him. "You woke me when you left. And do not try to say it wasn't intentional, 
Michael, no one is that clumsy." 


"Whatever do you mean, madam? | simply dropped my pipe and then kicked the chair and then knocked several 
things off the table!" Dropping in his rocking chair he leered at her. "I could have woken you in other ways." 


"Aye you could have." Picking up a small knife, Ella cut the thread and shook out the material. "There, much 
better. Those should fit" 


Michael's eyebrows were nearly lost in his hair. "Breeches? Aye, a very good idea, although | am not sure | like 


the looks the crew will be giving you. And what are you going to cover the rest of you with?" 
Ella frowned. "| see the crew on deck shirtless quite often Michael, are you saying | must wear one?" 
Michael mock glared at her. "Aye, madam, | arn." 


Ella giggled. "| have something, don't worry." 


"Good!" Michael stood. "You have your first lesson with a rapier shortly. With Markus. | will see you on deck" 
Ella watched, openmouthed, as he left the cabin 


"Again!" 

The crew snapped into action, swarming the deck and hoisting the sails with efficient speed, mindful of Harry's 
critical eye but attacking the task with lighter hearts than they had felt in days. All seemed night , the first 
mate standing with hands on hips, the long tied curls blowing with the light steady breeze, his eyes never 
stopping in their movements as he watched all of them and each of them. 

Bruce stood beside him; his crew had been good, but to watch the well oiled machine that belonged to the 
Maiden was akin to watching a ballet, each crewman knowing where he should be and what he was doing, looking 
nothing like the comedy of errors from the previous day. 

And the gunners; well that was even more confusing. If the deck crew was a ballet, these were the principal 
dancers, led by Janick who never stopped moving, timing each pair and praising and encouraging, stepping in to 
demonstrate a way to shave a bit of time that might seem insignificant but could in battle mean the 


difference between life and death. 


Davey and Nicko were overseeing the building of the bombs, stink pots and grenades, Adrian the grape and 
bundle shot, each being carefully checked before stacking it for easy access during battle. 


Several times Bruce opened his mouth to speak, shutting it again without saying a word Finally, he could take it 
no more. “Steve. Am | the only one thinking what happened yesterday." 


Steve shook his head, Bruce realizing just how much he had been thinking it when his words came through 


gritted teeth. "lve been had." 

"| don't think it was had, but | think they were trying..." 

Steve's voice dripped with sarcasm. "To force me back. Aye, and who would do that?" 
"Harry, Bruce, things look as if they're going well." 

Bruce winced. Head's timing was not the best. 

"Wonderful. Bloody brilliant. Fucking marvelous." 

Head looked puzzled. "I would think that would make you happy, Harry." 


"It would. Only when | watched this same crew yesterday they couldn't have put their bloody boots on the 


right feet. Which makes me wonder why the fuck they can today." 
"Maybe it's just having you here, Harry. They feel." 

"Oh for fuck's sake Head! Do you think lm that stupid?" 

"Harry, Im not sure what you're getting angry about but... 


Bruce groaned as Steve spun round to face the captain, eyes black and fists clenched at his sides. "Nay of 


course not! | do not appreciate being treated as an idiot!" 

"No one is doing that. Harry, just... 

"With all respect Kirk, shut the fuck up . And stay out of it!" 

"Harry, just as you expect me to treat Bruce with respect, | expect the same for Kirk!" 


"Respect ?!" Steve spit the word. "You wouldn't know respect if it slapped you in the head! Respect does not 


entail threats nor intimidation nor beatings nor rape |" 

Gradually all movement on deck ceased, the crew stopping to watch the rising argument. Bruce sighed and 
stepped back, taking Kirk's arm and pulling him to stand beside him. "Best to stay out of the way, | think this is 
going to get ugly.” 

| can only say I'm fucking sorry so many times Harry! | know what | did to you was...” 

"Not just to mel You seem to think this is all about what you've done to me but it isn't!" 

"Oh come on! You've done the same thing to prisoners Harry! No matter what he is now, he wasn't that then!" 
"Nay, he wasn't! But he was when you tied him to the mast and flogged him!" 

Head sighed, trying to defuse the situation by lowering his voice. "Nay, he wasn't. And | have apologized for 
that. And given my reasons for my behavior. They may not have been the best of reason, but they were 
done..." 

"To appease your bloody ego!" 

"Harry. | don't want to fight with you." 


"Nay, of course you don't! You would rather | just accept everything and pretend nothing has happened!" 


"Nay, | just would like you to give me another chance." 


Harry snorted. "When Hell is cold and frozen Head. If | had even entertained the idea this last escapade 


convinced me otherwise!" 
"What escapade?" 


"You would deliberately risk Michael's ship to get me back here? Have the crew make a mockery of 


themselves and make me look like a fool because | come running?" 

"| did not..." 

"Bollocks! Adding liar to your lengthy list of faults are you?" 

"Now, just a minute!" Head roared, his own temper getting the best of him. "I did not." 


Harry threw up his hands in disgust. "ls there anyone you will not stab in the back? Michael, me..when Kirk 
displeases you will he be tied to the mast? And then handed to the crew for sport?" 


Head snarled, stepping forward and looming over Harry. "Careful Harris, before you find yourself there!" 

Harry didn't flinch, snarling right back. "You've tried that Head! And it didn't fucking work!" 

Bruce groaned and rolled his eyes. Looking around, he saw the activities on the other ships had stopped as well, 
the angry voices carrying clearly across the still water and drawing everyone's attention. Kirk shook his head, 
canting his eyes over at Bruce. "How much longer before one of them...” 


"| should have tied you over the rail just like | did your lover!" 


With a scream of rage, Harry dove, hitting Head in the midsection, both of them slamming into the rough 
planks of the deck. 


Bruce swore. "Right about now." 


The two men rolled, swinging and swearing, yelps of pain and screams of rage shattering the air, Head much 


bigger and stronger but Harry fueled by pure anger, giving as good as he got. 
Kirk sighed. "Should we break them apart?" 
"Nay, let them go. This might be the best thing for them.’ 


Bruce and Kirk turned to face Weikath. Bruce snorted. "When did you..2" 


Weikath grinned, watching the combatants. "Just in time to see Harry knock Edward on his arse." Pulling out his 


pipe, he filled the bowl and lit it. 

Harry and Head broke apart, both getting to their feet and circling, looking for an advantage. 

Kirk frowned. "Do you think they're...” 

Harry ducked in, Head grabbing him and flipping him over his hip, sending him flat on his back on the deck. 
Head's crow of triumph was short lived as Harry rolled, grabbing his ankle and twisting it while he yanked with 
all his strength, sending Head crashing down beside him. 

"done?" Kirk sighed. "I would say that's a nay." 

Weikath chuckled. "They will not be done until neither can move, Kirk" 

Harry got to his knees and threw himself on top of Head, connecting with several hard punches to his jaw 
before Head managed to grab him and roll, drawing back his fist and sending it down with the intention of 
hitting Harry dead on the nose, instead bellowing in pain as his target shifted, his fist crashing into the deck. 


"Good thing he moved." Bruce shook his head. "That would have hurt." 


Adrian, Davey, Nicko, Janick, Sascha and Markus appeared beside them. Adrian cast worried eyes to the 
Helloween's captain. "Should we stop them?" 


Weikath shook his head. "Not unless it looks as if they are going to kill each other." 
Janick winced as Harry yelled in pain, Head's fist clipping his ear. "They don't now?" 
"Ah, those are simply love taps. If they get serious we will step in" 


Head cursed, howling as he tried to get to his feet and Harry jumped on his back, wrapping a forearm around 


his throat and trying to choke him back down to his knees. 
Bruce pursed his lips. "I think we're progressing to serious." 


Head reached around, grabbing Harry around the waist and ripping him off his back, throwing him to the deck 
and diving for him. Harry rolled, struggling up on his knees and laughing as Head slid across the rough wood. 


Kirk slapped his forehead. "I'm going to be pulling splinters out of him for a week." 
Both men staggered to their feet, panting and sweat soaked, heads down and eyeing each other warily. 


"Had enough?" Head gasped, trying to stand upright and grabbing his back as he groaned. "Bloody hell! Gain some 
weight there, Harry?" 


"Can't take it anymore, old man?" Harry gingerly touched his ear, wincing. 

"Will you just listen to me?" 

"Why? More lies?" 

"I'm not lying Harry! | had nothing to do with the Helloween being fired on!" 

Weikath grinned. "Sascha, Markus, that may be our cue to withdraw." 

Adrian snickered. "If it is, Nicko and | are coming with you." 

Harry finally managed to draw himself erect. "Bollocks!" 

Head grunted, forcing himself upright as well, pointing over Harry's shoulder. "It was them!" 


Harry slowly turned, staring at the assembled group of men, eyes narrowing as with quick sidesteps, everyone 


except Weikath, Adrian and Nicko moved away. 

"What ?!" 

Head doubled back over, groaning. "Adrian and Nicko went to the pumpkin captain there and they cooked it up." 
"Pumpkin captain?" Weikath shrugged. "First a peacock, now a pumpkin captain" 

‘Is what he says true?" 

Weikath met Harry's eyes, unflinching, "It is." 

Harry's mouth fell open, his eyes going to Adrian and Janick. "Why?" 

Adrian shot a glance at Weikath. "Uh, Captain Weikath, you want to answer that?" 


Fine. Why, Harry? Because this is where you belong. And where you are needed. And if that was what it took 
to make you see then it had to be done. And before you decide you wish to fight me, know this Harry. | risked 
my life, my ship, to try to show you this. | watched you die a little every time you looked at the Maiden while 
you stood on my deck, and to keep it from going further | was willing to put the Helloween in jeopardy. Janick is 
a good shot," Weikath grinned at the low mumble from the gunner, "indeed, a great one even, but still, it could 
easily have gone wrong and my ship could have been so badly damaged we could not fight or even sank. So 
before you puff your chest and call me a liar and a sneak and a pumpkin captain or a peacock, remember that 


| did not do this lightly." 


Weikath turned and started for the open rail, motioning Markus and Sascha to follow. After several strides he 
turned, his face still expressionless. "And as for Adrian and Nicko, they risked the wrath of their captain for 
the same reason, so remember that as well. If you choose to hate us for that, well, for that | am sorry, for | 


value your friendship as do they. Now, if you will excuse me, this pumpkin captain is going home." 
"Michael!" 


"Nay, Edward | am through. Fight, kill each other, hate each other, do as you will. |, and my ship, have a battle 


to prepare for." 

Bruce sat down next to Steve, staring over at the activity on the deck of the Helloween . "You alright?" 
"Aye. Nay. Fuck Bruce, how could he have done that?" 

"He did for the reasons he said" 

"Nay, | don't mean that. To risk his ship...” 

"| don't know. He's..." 

"Harry?" 

"What?" 

"Will you sit down and talk with me?" 

Bruce stood, grazing the back of his knuckles over Steve's cheek "Ill go see what Kirk is up to.” 


Head looked at him gratefully. "He's in the cabin, Bruce. Probably making little lace cloths for the tables to 


match the curtains." 


Despite himself, Steve gave an amused snort. Turning his head, he watched Bruce walk away. "He's part of me 


until | die." 

"| know, Harry. And I've come to understand that" Head sighed. "He's good for you." 

"He is." 

"This is not easy for me Harry. | am not good with feelings and emotions. | find it much easier not to care." 


"| know." 


"We can never be the same, | know that. But we would not have been anyway, not with Bruce around and to be 


honest with myself because of Kirk as well’ 

"He's good for you" 

"He is. Even if he does get rather bossy at times’ 

"Aye. So can Bruce 

"Harry, will you come back?" 

"| dont know." 

"| could say l'm sorry a thousand times and it would make no difference would it?" 


"It isn't a question of sorry. | do believe you are sorry. But where | have trouble is believing you won't do it 


again" 
"I can only give you my word on that Harry." 


For the first time Steve turned and looked at the captain, dark eyes intense and brooding as they stared into 
the steady blue gaze. "Until not so long ago there is nothing | wouldn't have believed when you said that. Now, | 
just don't know." 


Head sighed, dropping his eyes and picking at a string on the cuff of his shirt. "Can you know that | will never 
forget what it feels like to hurt a friend? | am many things that they claim | am. Bloodthirsty? Aye, | can be. 
Merciless? If need be. Cold, cruel and heartless? | have been, and I'm sure will be again. But | am not unfeeling." 
Head sighed, pushing himself to his feet. "I cannot change the past. But | can say that no harm will come to 
you, or to Bruce, from my hands in the future. And | ask you give me the chance to prove that. Fight beside 
me in this Harry. With you there, whatever the outcome, | will not lose. So | ask you again. Will you come 


home?" 
Harry studied his hands, his voice quiet. "Aye." 
Head felt a rush of relief but kept his voice as quiet as Steve's. "Thank you Harry." 


Steve and Bruce climbed onto the deck of the Helloween , stopping short at the sight that met their eyes. Ella 
was facing Markus, both with rapiers in hand; Ella darting in and attacking as Markus fended her off. The 
man's face was covered in sweat, curls clinging to his neck as he danced backwards much to the amusement 


of Weikath, Dani and Rob. Andi was shouting encouragement to Markus from where he sat nursing a bloody 


bandage on his arm. 

"Bloody hell, she's got him on his heels." 

"Aye she does Bruce, cor she's quick ." 

Still watching, they crossed the deck to join the other men. Weikath glanced over, his eyes going back to watch 
as the smaller figure ducked in again, this time stomping hard on Markus’ instep before pushing the tip of the 


blade up under his chin as he roared in pain. 


"Hal That's two out of three!" Weikath strode forward, wrapping a long arm around Ella's waist and laughing at 
his first mate. 


Markus grumbled but grinned back. "Aye. You learn quick" 

Ella took several deep breaths, leaning against Michael. "My thanks to a good teacher." 

Andi stood and joined them, his lips set in a pout. "Two good teachers!" 

Dani snorted. "The only thing you taught her was how to get wounded." 

Andi feigned a move to go after him, everyone laughing as Dani ran and hid behind Ella. 

Bruce shook his head. "First the pistol, now the rapier, what's next? And now you even look like a pirate." 


Weikath grinned rather smugly. "Aye she does. And the cutlass may be a bit heavy for her, but we're going to 


try." 

Ella laughed and did a slow turn, showing off her outfit. A pair of breeches and a shirt that had belonged to 
the captain had been cut down and sewn to fit, the tight material clinging from waist to calf where it 
disappeared into boots, the white shirt looser than those the men but nipping in at the waist to show with no 
doubt she was female, the neckline plunging low enough for the black corset she wore under it to be seen As 
a final touch a red sash spanned her waist. "I could not fight in a dress. And | intend to hold my own on this 
ship." 


"Although, madam, we will need to get some things for you next time we are in port else | will have no shirts 


left. Nor breeches. It was just a good thing you could not wear my boots." 
Ella held up her leg, turning her foot back and forth. "Well these do quiet nicely, even if they are a bit big." 


"Where did you come up with those? Knock a crewman over the head with your pistol and take them off his 


feet before you tossed him overboard?" 


The uncomfortable silence from the Helloween's crew and captain made Bruce wonder if he had said something 


wrong. Finally, Weikath spoke, his voice strained. "They belonged to a crewman we lost. He left them when he...” 
Bruce mentally kicked himself, the raw emotion in the captain's eyes showed he had touched a still open wound. 
Ella touched Michael's face, her eyes soft. The captain cleared his throat, Markus, Andi and Dani moving almost 
protectively closer. Bruce felt Steve's hand touch his back in silent support. "Michael, |... 


"Nay Bruce, it is alright. It is just.better left there. But | think | will retire to my cabin for a while. Ella, 


continue your lesson" Weikath walked away, his step heavy and shoulders slumped. 
Bruce swore quietly. "I'm sorry, | didn't know." 


Markus shook his head, his eyes, like those of Andi and Dari, still following the captain. "Nay Bruce, it was long 
before you came. It is just still hard." 


Ella frowned. "He didn't die in a fight did he?" 
Markus shook his head again. "Nay, and as Captain Weikath said, it is better left there." 


Steve had stood quietly, his fingers lightly kneading the muscles in the small of Bruce's back. With a shake of 
his head, he walked toward the doors that lead to the crew quarters. "I'll be back" 


Markus laughed, not a sound of amusement but more of resign. "He finally understands’ 

Andi nodded. "Aye, he does 

Bruce, Ella, Dani and Rob exchanged glances, unsure of what the other two meant 

Michael sighed heavily when the tap came on the door. Not unexpected but still. 

T 

Harry came in and closed the door behind him, noticing the glass Michael held in his hand. Indicating the 
matching one on the table across from him, Michael waited until Harry was seated before raising his and then 
draining it quickly. Setting it back on the table he refilled it, setting the decanter between them. 

"So, to what do | owe this visit?" 


Harry shook his head. "| came to tell you | was going back to the Maiden " 


"Ah. You and Edward have talked?" 


"Aye." 


"Good" 


The silence was thick but not uncomfortable, more of a building of energy for what would come next. 


"Michael" 
"Harry" 

"There is not enough | can say" 

"You need not say anything Harry" 

"Aye, there's a lot | should say’ 

"Just know you will always have a place here if you need it" 
"| know Michael, and for Bruce and myself | can't thank you enough" 
"Ah, Bruce. He makes me worry less for you. 
"You worry for us all" 

"| do. | have to." 

"You are a good friend Michael” 

"Now | am. It was not always that way Harry” 


"It has. In all the time I've known you, it has." 


"Thank you, Harry. Now go, help teach Ella for me and let this old pirate alone with his thoughts for awhile. Will 


you be going back to the Maiden tonight?" 
"| thought in the morning if that's alright." 


"Good, then you and Bruce can join us for dinner.” 


"We'd be honored" Harry stood and walked around the table, placing his hand on Michael's shoulder. "You're a 


good captain. And a damn good man." 


Michael flapped his hand at Harry. "I will see you later. Now go, let me drink and brood in peace." 


Harry stood to go, stopping in the door and turning to look back at the quiet form in the chair. Shaking his 


head, he left, quietly closing the door on the man and his memories. 


Twenty Three 
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Markus poked his head around the open door. "Captain Weikath?" 

Weikath looked up from the logbook he had been writing in. "Aye?" 

"Uli has asked to see you." 

Weikath groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose and looking pained. "Fine, bring him." 
Ella looked up from the window seat. "You don't sound happy about that." 


"I am not. Well, Uli is not a bad sort, he just keeps bad company." Michael frowned at her. "What are you 
doing?" 


"Right now I'm darning your stockings. Then | have three shirts to sew and two pairs of breeches." 
"I am going to be the first naked pirate captain if you do not stop stealing my clothes, madam!" 


"I am not stealing your clothes, sir! | noticed these needed sewn when | was looking through your chest for 


some to steal." 
Michael raised an eyebrow, shaking a long finger at her. "Stay out of my chest, madam. 
Ella stuck her tongue out at him. "I thought you liked it when | played with your chest” 


The second eyebrow joined the first. "| can't say | do not, although there are other things you play with | enjoy 


more." 

Ella batted her eyes at him. "We'll talk about that after you play captain" 

Michael snapped his fingers. "Actually we will not, | must go to the Maiden to meet with the other captains." 
Now it was Ella's turn to raise a brow. "Something wrong?" 


Michael gave her a grin. "Nay madam, not to my knowledge.” 


Nodding, Ella returned to her sewing, movement out of the corner of her bringing her head round to face the 


door, seeing Markus with one of the men that had been chained to the deck. 

"Here he is." 

Weikath leaned back in his chair, putting his feet on the desk and crossing his legs. "Uli." 

Uli licked his lips, darting a glance at Markus before a torrent of words spilled forth. "Captain Weikath, | know 
you had good reason to want me off the Helloween before and | cannot blame you for that | know | made a 
huge mistake when | believed Roland and when he said he wanted his own ship and he would be captain and | 
would be first mate | thought it was a good idea but as soon as we were on the ship, well, he's kind of a 
bastard and then you sank us and he got the idea to become merchants and well that didn't work cause you 
sank us again well you didn't sink us right away but took our ship and then sank it and I've had it with him | 
don't want to hear anymore of his stupid ideas and | was wondering if you'd give me another chance." 
Michael's face remained impassive. "Do you not breathe anymore Uli?" 

Uli looked puzzled. "Sir?" 

"All those words and you never breathed." 

Uli flushed. "I've been thinking about what | wanted to say, sir, and | did not want to mess it up." 

"And how can | know this is not some new scatterbrained scheme of his?" 


"No, sir! Even if you don't give me another chance could you please put me away from him?" 


Weikath and Markus exchanged glances, Markus giving a barely perceptible nod. Weikath sighed. "You fuck up Uli 
and | will do things that make keel hauling seem like a picnic." 


"Nay sir, | wont" 
"Very well. Markus, find him a bunk." 


Waving off the profuse thanks, Weikath gave into the laughter once they had left the cabin. The laughter didn't 
reach his eyes, the ice blue cold as he thought about the man still a prisoner in his hold. "And then there was 


one. 
Ella felt a chill run down her spine at the frigid tone. 


"Do you think you can get in and out without them knowing you are there?" 


Elliott nodded. "Aye, | think we can Kai. If we anchor far enough out and go in at night we can. That way we can 
get a better idea of what we're facing." 


"It is not a bad idea. Just do not delay in returning, Joseph." Weikath looked at him through narrowed eyes. 
"And be careful." 


"Aye, | will Michael. l'Il see you in a few days." 


The three captains watched him leave, climbing down the ladder into the boat that would return him to the 
Leppard . Edward shook his head. "It's dangerous, but we'll have a better idea when they're coming." 


"Aye, and he might be able to find out who will be taking command of the Dragon " 


Kai nodded. "That will be interesting to know. And now, | will take my leave as well and go bark at Henjo while he 


barks at the crew." 
"How is Jason doing, Kai?" 


"He does well Edward, quite well. And he has made Henjo actually look less like he is in pain all the time." With a 
grin and a wave, Captain Hansen headed for the boat waiting to take him back to the Gamma Ray . 


Weikath looked over at Harry and Bruce, both standing with arms crossed over their chests, watching the 
crew run through their paces. "It is good to see him here." 


"It is. Both of them. He fits Harry" 

Weikath grinned. "Why Edward, how revoltingly sweet of you to say.” 

"Always the funny one Michael. And Kirk would like to know if you and.what's her name?" 
"Senile as well Edward? Her name is Ella’ 

"Fuck you Weikath. If you and Ella would like to come to dinner tonight! 


"Aye, | think we will Edward. | am looking forward to your impression of her. Now, | will go have a word with 


Harry and Bruce and then | am off to my ship. | will see you later this evening." 
"Michael, ask Harry and Bruce if they would like to join us." 
"A good idea Edward, very good." 


"The crew looks ready." 


Harry and Bruce looked around, both grinning at the sight of the Helloween's captain striding toward them. 
"They are Michael” Harry looked up at him as he stopped beside them. "Where is the Leppard off to?" 


"Joseph is going to do some spying on things. See if we can find out anything new, including who will be in 


command of the Dragon ." 


Bruce shrugged. "They had no one in port of rank that could, so they will probably just use one of the first 
mates from another ship in the fleet." 


"Aye, that well may, Bruce. But, we will find out eventually who it is. Edward just asked Ella and me to dinner 
tonight and suggested you join us. | accepted because | did not want to tell Edward that tonight would be your 
last on the Helloween in case you changed your minds and though you may feel less than inclined, | ask you to 


consider Edward meeting Ella for the first time. It may indeed turn out to be very entertaining." 


Harry and Bruce exchanged grins. Bruce nodded, accepting for them. "It will indeed, Michael." 


Edward entered the room set for the dinner party, glancing fondly at Kirk as he bossed several crewmen 
around, making sure everything was perfect. Alessandro was assisting him, obviously becoming more 
comfortable in his role on the ship as he was ordering the men just as Nicko did, in fact he even sounded like 
the cook with his exaggerated sighs and eye rolls that accompanied his somewhat bossy tones. Spying Edward, 
he touched Kirk's arm and nodded, the smaller man turning and whistling at Edward. 


"You look.wow." Kirk came to him in what Edward could only call a slink, wrapping himself around Edward and 
burrowing against him, breathing deeply. Looking up, he smiled, eyes soft and seductive under the long black 
lashes. "All spicy and sweet" 


Edward growled, running his hands down Kirk's back and grabbing his arse, making him squeak. "You look in need 


of ravishing." 


"Later. For now behave Edward!" Edward bent Kirk backwards, pressing his face against Kirk's neck and sniffing 
noisily, making him squirm and giggle, shrieking when Edward rasped his tongue over his throat. "Edward!" 


Edward picked up his head, grinning. "What? You smell good enough to eat!" With that, Edward bent his head 
again and nibbled up the side of Kirk's neck. 


"Well, | see what Edward is having for dinner, | am hoping it is not what he is serving to the rest of us." 


Weikath's voice was followed by a throaty but very feminine laugh. Lifting his head, Edward set Kirk back on 


his feet, keeping one arm around him and studying the new arrivals through narrowed eyes. Kirk turned, 


smiling brightly. "Michael! And you must be Ella!" 
The woman on Michael's arm nodded, smiling back at him. "Aye, and you would be Kirk" 


Smacking Edward's chest, Kirk pulled away, bowing before walking to meet them, taking Ella's outstretched hand 
and raising it to his lips, kissing her knuckles. "I am. Welcome to the hon Maiden " 


Michael rolled his eyes. "Do not try that on me Kirk. | am immune to your charms" 


Kirk giggled and rose on his toes and gave Michael a noisy kiss on the cheek, making the Helloween's captain 
sputter with mock indignation, Ella giggling beside him. "I would never think it Michael!" 


Edward stepped closer, giving Kirk a swat on the arse. "And you tell me behave." Reaching for Ella's hand, 
Edward bowed. "Madam, Captain Edward T. Head at your service. Welcome to my ship." 


Ella dropped a swift curtsey. "Captain Head. My thanks for your invitation" Edward could feel the slight tremor 


in her fingers as she looked at him, her eyes unsure. 
"Something wrong, madam?" 
"Edward..." Michael hissed his name, ice blue eyes glittering. "Be nice." 


"It is fine Michael. Nay, nothing is wrong. | see why people frighten just at your looks, Captain Head. And how 
you enjoy causing them the fright." 


"Ella!" Fighting the laughter at Edward's shocked expression, Michael tried to keep his voice stern. "You are his 
guest! Behave as such." 


Ella shrugged, still looking directly at Edward. "I'm not meaning any insult to him Michael, | am simply making an 


observation" 

"That is very good madam, as | do not take kindly to insults." 

| would never think to insult you on your own ship, Captain Head." 

"And on another madam?" 

Ella shrugged again. "I would have to say that would depend on the circumstances." 
Michael rolled his eyes, Kirk clapping a hand over his mouth to try to hold in the laughter. 


Edward's eyes flared red. "Madam, | am a dangerous man to play with." 


Ella's eyes glittered, never leaving Edward's. “Then it is good | prefer another playmate." 


A low growl began to vibrate through the room. "Madam, you are quite the shrew. Seems as if Michael should 


spend some time teaching you manners.” 


"My manners are fine. | just see no need to use them when confronted with rudeness. Maybe Kirk should 


spend some time teaching you how to treat a lady." 

"I know how to treat a lady. And as soon as there is one here, I'll prove that" 

"You are as amusing as you are charming, Captain Head, which is not saying a great deal." 

"Oh enough both of youl" Michael shook his head. 

"Problems, Michael?" At some point during the snide conversation, Harry and Bruce had entered and now stood 
beside Kirk, both grinning. Bruce bowed to Ella, unable to resist continuing. "And | see you are being your usual 
demure self." 

Harry snorted. "Demure my arse." 

Ella laughed, "Your arse is demure, Steve?" 

Michael groaned. "Ella, behave!" 

Edward snorted. "Aye, Ella, behave." 

Ella's brow furrowed. "Fine, if thats the way you would like me to be.." Taking her arm from round Michael's, 
Ella stalked over to Bruce and Harry, slipping a hand through each of their arms. Batting her eyes, she looked 
back and forth, her voice sickly sweet and breathy. "Well, all these fine gentlemen in one place with only me! 
My poor feminine heart may not be able to stand it, why | just might faint from all of these examples of 
superb masculinity! I'm going to have to rely on the kindness of you strong men to hold my weak body up or 


my knees just may give way and send me to the floor in a heap!" 


Michael crossed his arms over his chest, eyeing her with a mixture of amusement and aggravation. "Madam. 


Remember. Bottom. Paddle." 


Ella dramatically pressed the back of her hand to her forehead, still gripping Steve's arm with her other hand. 


‘Oh sir! You threaten my weak and frail person with violence?" 


Bruce burst out laughing. "Oh bloody hell, | would have been able to go along with it right up until the weak and 
frail part." 


Steve snorted. "She lost me with the fine gentlemen remark" 


Kirk shook with silent laughter, as much from the expression on Edward's face as the performance by Ella 


"Superb masculinity," he sputtered weakly, "oh Michael, she's priceless." 
Edward grumbled, "| could set a price." 


Edward's complaint was the last straw for Michael and Ella, both of them joining in the loud laughter, much to 


Edward's displeasure. "Kirk, if you ever want another dinner party, kindly do not invite me." 


Ella's next move shocked them all into silence. Strolling right up to Edward, she titled her head back and studied 


his face. "You're another one." 

Edward crossed his arms over his chest, glaring down at her. "Another what?" 
"Like Michael. You want everyone to think you cold and unfeeling.’ 

"Madam, | am cold and unfeeling.” 


"Oh bollocks. And | apologize for hurting your feelings with my flippancy. When | am nervous, | tend to let my 
mouth get the better of me." 


"You did not hurt my feelings." 


"Aye, | did" 
"You did not 
"Did! 

"Did not 
"Did! 

"Did not!" 
"Did" 


"In a moment they're going to be sticking their tongues out at each other." 


Kirk's droll words made both of them grin and promptly do just that. Edward shook his head. "I can see why 
Michael likes you madam. To be frank, you've got balls." 


"Ah, no Edward, she does not. You are confusing her with Kirk" 
Edward and Ella both groaned. "Figuratively Michael.” 


Michael grinned. "Ah, good. | was thinking it had been so long since you'd seen one you had forgotten that there 


are differences in a woman" 


That remark set Harry, Bruce, Kirk and Michael off again, Edward rolling his eyes and offering his arm to Ella 


"Shall we leave these hooting baboons and have dinner, madam?" 

Ella took his arm, nodding. "Aye Edward, but please, call me Ella" 

Edward lifted her hand from his arm and winked as he kissed the back of her hand before placing it gently 
back. "Ella it is." Leaving the rest standing open mouthed, Edward led her to the table, holding her chair and 
making sure she was comfortably seated before taking the place next to her, causing Kirk to squawk loudly. 
"Nay Edward, you are..." 


Edward rolled his eyes. "I am here, Kirk, and here | will stay." 


Kirk threw up his hands. "Fine!" Dropping in the chair next to Edward, he waved his hand. "Pick your place 
everyone, just ignore the arrangements! Ale, will you let Nicko know we're ready whenever the food is?" 


Bruce noticed the young crewman for the first time, standing staring at the group as if they had all lost their 


minds. "Alessandro! How are you?" 

Shaking himself out of his stupor, Ale smiled shyly. "Im fine Captain Dickinson It's good to see you! 
Bruce squeezed his arm. "Nay, Ale, Im not a captain anymore. Just Bruce. 

Ale flushed. "I couldn't. 

"Address him as you do me Ale” 


Ale looked gratefully at Steve. "Aye, that | can do Mr. Harry." Turning back to Bruce, he gave him another shy 


smile. "Mr. Bruce." 
Bruce laughed. "If that suits you Ale, it's fine for me. Now, go tell Nicko." Ale nodded, hurrying from the room. 
"He's adorable." Ella watched him go with a soft smile on her face. 


Michael groaned. "I do not like that look madam." 


Ella giggled. "I know you can't be jealous of that child Michael." 
"Nay, of course not. It is the child part which worries me" 

"Oh Michael, come now. A herd of little Weikaths, running around the deck of the Helloween." 
"Edward. You are not amusing" Michael shuddered. "Now | need wine. Send the bottle this way Harry." 


Steve and Bruce took their seats, laughing at the pained expression on Michael's face. The arrival of several 
crewman and Alessandro bearing trays of food put a halt to the conversation, the group waiting until 
everything had been served before Edward stood and began carving the meat, making a production of serving 


Ella first much to the other men's amusement. 


The conversation during the meal was kept light and lively with the constant battle of wits between Ella and 
Edward, leaving the other four at times holding their sides and wiping tears, Ella's humor eventually becoming 
as off color as Edward's. Bruce was surprised at how relaxed Steve was, his normally broody temperament 
nowhere in evidence as he nearly spit his wine at a particularly bawdy comment by Ella, ending up choking 


while Bruce pounded his back. 


Kirk had long since given up any pretence of decorum, laughing so hard his face was streaked with tears and 
spending a good part of the time face down on the table, shoulders shaking. Even Michael had to wipe a few 
tears, complaining loudly that his jaw hurt from the unaccustomed movement all the laughter was causing, 


Bruce nearly as bad as Kirk as he leaned weakly on Steve to keep from sliding out of his chair. 


The arrival of Nicko and Ale with a dessert laden tray only added to the insanity, Nicko turning on his 
substantial charm and sending Ella into giggling fits as he waxed poetically on her beauty until Michael 
threatened to strangle him and Ale was looking as if he wanted to do harm to Ella herself. Edward invited them 
to join the table, Ale looking very nervous but slipping into a chair and sitting as quietly as he could, Nicko 


dropping down next to Steve and barely stopping to draw breath as he continued to monopolize Ella's attention. 


Steve elbowed Bruce in the ribs, fighting back his laughter, nodding at the stormy looking Ale. Bruce coughed, 
turning his head and catching Michael's eye, giving a quick point to the other end of the table where Ale sat. 
Michael glanced over, rolling his eyes and turning his head as well, a smile tugging at his lips. Kirk frowned, 
raising his eyebrows at the three of them before following their eyes and seeing Ale's face, set in a frown and 
staring at Nicko. Kirk reached over and tapped Edward's arm, inclining his head toward Ale and nearly breaking 


out in laughter when Edward grinned evilly. 


Winking at Kirk, Edward rested his elbow on the table and laid his chin in his palm, sighing deeply, his eyes on 
Ale. 


Nicko caught the captain's movement and turned to look at him, his words petering off as he realized what 


Edward was staring at, his eyes narrowing. 


"Alessandro." 
Ale looked at the captain, eyes wide. "Sir?" 


Edward shook his head, his eyes roaming lazily over the now blushing face. "Nothing. Just it seems a pity to 
call you Ale when your full name is so fitting with the way it rolls off my tongue." 


Nicko's eyebrows shot up. 
Ale blushed harder. "Thank you, sir." 
The other five at the table bit back the laughter. 


"Ella is indeed a beauty, but no more so than you. Beauty comes in many forms, and you are indeed quite 


beautiful." 

Bruce and Kirk nearly had to stuff their napkins in their mouths to hold it back, Steve was biting his lip, 
Michael seemed to have something he couldn't clear from his throat and Ella covered her mouth with her 
napkin as she delicately coughed. 

Ale shifted on his chair, dropping his head. "Again, thank you, sir." 


Nicko glared. 


"If | were a painter, | would paint you nude, reclined on my bed, hair tousled and lips red and swollen as if you 


had just been kissed" 


Bruce's fingers dug into Steve's thigh, his body shaking with silent laughter. Kirk suddenly found something 
very interesting on the floor, his chin on his chest as he stared down. Steve turned his head, chewing harder 
on his lip. Michael had finally managed to clear his throat but now seemed to have a headache, his hand over 
his eyes as he looked down at the table. Ella was leaning into his shoulder, her face against his arm, looking for 


all the world as if she were comforting him. 

Ale was now staring at Edward, eyes wide. 

Nicko was still glaring, a low growl coming from his chest. 

"| would do a series, the next one being reclined on the bed, skin flushed and wet with sweat, eyes heavy and 
sated from the satisfaction that fills you after a good fuck, on the verge of sleep with your come still drying 


on your stomach... 


"Edward!" Nicko jumped up, bellowing and shaking his finger across the table. “There is a lady present!" 


In perfect harmony, Edward and Ella both spoke. "Where?" 

Kirk broke first, Bruce quickly following, Nicko's stunned expression setting them both off. Steve tried to hold it 
in but lost the battle when Bruce fell over against him, Michael shaking his head and howling along with the 
rest. Ale had realized what Edward was up to when Ella had flashed him a wink and was now snorting with 
laughter as well, Edward grinning smugly at the still glaring Nicko. 

"Are you drunk? All of you?" 


Michael shook his head. "No we are not Nicko, what we are is showing you it is not polite to make a lover feel 


as if their territory needs to be defended." 

Nicko blushed. "Hell Captain Weikath, | was just... 

"Flirting with my woman Nicko." 

Nicko grinned. "Maybe a bit, but | wouldn't give Ale up for even her." 

Ale blushed, the laughter now filled with catcalls and kissing sounds. 

"Not to mention the fact that if looks were deadly, you would have been slain long ago Nicko." Nicko looked at 
Kirk, confused. Kirk shook his head and looked pointedly at Ale, then back to Nicko. "Let me put it this way 


Nicko, if you were my lover I'd have brained you with something.” 


Nicko's face slowly filled with understanding. Turning to Ale, he grinned, looking delighted at the thought of Ale 


being jealous. "Cor, Ale, | was just bein." 

"An arse?" Ale asked sweetly. "A fool, a bastard, an idiot?" 

Nicko nodded vigorously. "Aye, all of them." 

That shy, sweet smile filled Ale's face, Nicko groaning quietly. "It's alright Nicko, I'm not really mad." 


"Umm..well, nice to see you all but! think | have things to do in me kitchen so good night." Nicko grabbed Ale's 
hand and practically dragged him from the room, setting off the party around the table again. 


Steve snorted. "Remind me never to eat off the table in there again" 


Ella used her napkin to wipe her eyes, taking several deep breaths. "Oh, my ribs are aching. And they were one 


of the few places on me that didn't." 


Edward chuckled. "Ella, | would ask why you were aching but knowing Michael l'm afraid of the answer." 


"Nay, Edward, it isn't from that. I've been learning how to fight" 
Kirk's eyebrows nearly reached his hair. "Fight? With what?" 
"Pistol, rapier and myself" Ella laughed. 

"Why are you learning that?" 


Ella sat up straighter, looking very pleased. "Because I'm not going to sit back and be defended as if I'm some 


weak woman who cannot take care of herself." 
Edward rolled his eyes. "But you are a weak woman who can't take care of herself." 


Michael, Steve and Bruce exchanged glances. Kirk groaned and slapped his hand to his forehead. Ella raised her 
eyebrow, staring at Edward. "Oh? Care to try me?" 


Twenty Four 
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Adrian and Janick finished setting up the target, making sure it was well illuminated by the torches arranged 
on the Maidens deck. Davey had set out all the supplies for the pistols and then had gone to fetch Nicko, 
coming back with a huge grin and the information that Nicko and Ale were not to be disturbed. Or at least he 


thought that's what Nicko had said, it had been a more of a curse filled roar than an actual answer. 


The entire group had snickered at that, exchanged knowing glances. Edward waved Ella forward. "Madam, choose 


your weapon." 
Ella frowned as she looked over the array of pistols, picking up several before nodding. "This one will do." 
Edward looked a bit surprised. "Good choice." Stepping forward, he chose his own. 


Both loaded their weapons, Edward keeping half an eye on Ella, impressed that she seemed to know what she 


was doing. Again, he bowed, waving her forward. "Ladies first" 

Placing herself at the mark, Ella raised the pistol and sighted, the crack of the shot echoing across the water. 
Squinting at the target, Edward nodded. "Not bad, madam." Ella moved, allowing Edward to take her place. 
Sighting carefully, the Maidens captain squeezed off his shot, grinning as Janick stepped in to check the target. 


Janick looked around, waving Adrian over. Adrian checked the marks as well, the two of them finally turning to 


face the assembled group. 

"Well?" Edward called 

"It's close." Adrian shouted back 

Michael, Bruce and Steve began to snicker. 
"Aye, so who is closer." 

Adrian looked at Janick. "Err, Ella is, sir." 


"What?" 


Edward crossed the deck in long strides, examining the holes in the target. "Are you sure which is hers?" 
Janick nodded. "Aye, captain, I'm sure." 

Edward snorted, turning and stomping back. "A lucky shot! Load again madam!" 

"She is good, Edward" 

"Aye, so she may be Michael, but not that good." 

Five rounds later, Edward was practically beating his head on the deck. And it didn't help that Adrian and Janick 
were nearly swallowing themselves to keep from joining in the laughter from the other four, in fact Davey had 
finally left the deck under vile threat for not being able to control the grins and chortles. 

Edward decided to move on, sending Adrian to fetch several rapiers. He still refused to admit Ella had bested 
him, instead muttering about darkness, wind, reflections on the water -- which had caused so much hilarity 
that Kirk ended up in a heap on the deck -- and every other factor he could wager in Now, facing Ella with 
blade in hand, his smug grin was firmly back in place. 


Ella shook her head. "| cannot do this in a dress!" 


Kirk had managed to get himself back under control at that point, frowning at Ella. "Ella, you're about the same 


size | am, Il give you something to wear" Ella smiled gratefully, following him from the deck to change. 
"Edward, she is no slouch with the blade” 

"OF course not Michael, however it is much more difficult to be so bloody lucky with it" 

Bruce and Harry had taken seats on a crate, leaning companionably against each other while laughing quite 
heartily at Edward's expense. Another round of snickers had Edward turning a baleful eye on them. "You two 


seem to be enjoying this." 


Bruce made no attempt to hide his enjoyment. "Aye, but then Edward, she was besting me within the first 


lesson so | knew what you were in for." 

Edward sighed, shaking his head at Steve. "And you Harry?" 

Harry shrugged, the smile still on his face but his eyes wary. “Sometimes you do not give a person their 
proper due when you think they're inferior in some way. And when you find you were wrong, it's a difficult 


thing to stomach." 


Edward raised his head, his eyes searching Harry's. "Aye, you are right” 


Bruce whistled softly. "Well, | would say someone is ready for battle." 

All eyes turned to Ella and Kirk as they rejoined the group, both dressed in breeches and shirts, Ella still 
wearing her soft slippers, Kirk barefoot and carrying a rolled bundle of cloth which he set on the table and 
carefully unwrapped, exposing two rapiers in sheaths. 

Edward looked as surprised as the rest of them. "You know how to use those?" 

Kirk rolled his eyes. "Aye, Edward" 

Edward snorted. "Right." 

Kirk's eyes narrowed. Sliding them both free, he turned to face the tall captain. "Think not?" 

Edward grinned fondly at him. "Well, you might know..fuck" 

Edward stumbled backwards, trying in vain to stop the blades that flashed in front of him, letting out little 
yelps and curses as they flicked and poked, leaving the blouse he wore in tatters. It wasn't until he fell over a 
pile of crates near the forward mast and landed on his arse that Kirk stopped, black eyes glittering with anger 
and amusement. Bowing, Kirk dropped the weapons to his side. "You were saying?" 

Steve whistled. "Hidden talents, Kirk?" 

Kirk turned to him with a sly grin. "One of many, Harry." 

Michael snorted. "I am not sure | want to know about the rest." Giving Ella a gentle poke in the ribs, he inclined 
his head toward the man coming back toward them, leaving a shocked Edward still on his arse with his mouth 
hanging open. "Madam, | would suggest asking him if he would spend some time showing you a few things." 

Kirk grinned at her. "ld be honored Ella We can start in the morn if you'd like." 


"My thanks Kirk" 


"Anything else | need to know about you?" Edward was still frowning when he joined them, eyeing Kirk with 
thinly disguised annoyance. 


"Edward, if | told you all at once you might grow bored with me." Kirk set the rapiers back on the cloth, 
turning to Edward and wrapping his arms around the captain's waist. 


Edward tugged a black curl. "Unlikely Kirk. Now, | think | have been humiliated enough for one night. Shall we 


return to the salon for dessert and brandy?" 


Ella snorted. "Now, just a minute, | went and changed and you're not going to challenge me?" 


"Why don't we have it on deck and | can show Ella some things? Unless you would rather not?" Kirk grinned at 


her. 

Ella grinned back. "I would like that." 

Edward groaned. "So long as you two do not kill each other." Calling Janick and Adrian over, he dispatched them 
to retrieve the food and drink, Michael taking a seat on the crate beside Steve and Edward sitting on the deck 
in front of them, the sweets ignored but the brandy passed freely around as they watched Kirk and Ella until 
exhaustion nearly caused a serious mishap when Ella stumbled into Kirk's weapon. 


Michael hissed, pushing himself to his feet. "Enough! Madam, | think for tonight the lesson is over." 


Ella nodded, breathing hard but looking quite pleased with herself. "Aye, | am worn to the bone." Handing the 
rapier to Kirk, she kissed his cheek. "My thanks, and if the offer still holds for the morn..?" 


Kirk took several deep breath, wiping the sweat from his face. "Aye, at your leisure." 


Michael snorted, taking Ella in his arms and frowning when she leaned heavily against him. "Well, if it is at her 


leisure do not expect her until the sun is over the yardarm. And now it is time we take our leave." 


"Kirk, is it alright if | return your clothing tomorrow?" Ella covered her mouth as she yawned. "Now that | 


have stopped moving | seem to find no will to start again." 


Kirk nodded, tucking himself against Edward's side and sighing happily as the captain wrapped his arm around 
him. "That's fine Ella, and if you do not arrive until late it is also fine. | have no pressing engagements.’ 


Edward rolled his eyes. "Not to mention he will be abed until then as well." 

A soft snort from Steve got their attention. Edward's eyes widened; Michael, Kirk and Ella smiling as they 
looked at the other pair, Steve standing behind Bruce with an arm around his waist, Bruce leaning back into 
Steve's chest. "Well, unlike Ella and Kirk, we do not have that luxury. We have much to do before the crew is 
ready so we will be here first thing in the morn” 

Edward's face fell. "You are not staying?" 

Steve shook his head. "Nay, we're returning to the Helloween" 

"Oh," Edward sighed. "I thought..." 


"We need to gather Bruce's things and arrange for them to be brought over tomorrow." 


Edward perked up, his eyes bright. "So, you will be returning tomorrow for good?" 


"Aye, Captain Head. If you are ready, Ella and Michael?" Bruce and Steve both thanked Kirk for dinner and the 
entertainment before starting for the open rail. Edward's soft call stopped them, both turning back. 


"Harry? Could you make it Edward?" Steve hesitated, shooting a quick glance at Bruce. "Please?" 
Steve nodded. "As you wish, Cap.Edward. Good night" 


Edward's very toothy grin made Michael snort, clapping him on the shoulder as he and Ella headed for the 
boat. "See Edward? Now tell me | was right." 


Edward snorted, the grin still covering his face. "Aye, you bloody pumpkin captain, you were. Now go home and 
let me take my warrior to bed" 


Edward and Kirk stood on the deck and watched the boat slip through the water, Bruce and Steve at the oars. 
At Edward's sigh, Kirk tipped his head back and looked up at him. "What is it?" 


Edward bared his teeth again "He's coming home." 


Kirk tightened his arms around Edward's waist, smiling back. "Aye, he is.’ 


Ella and Michael bid Bruce and Steve a good night as they entered their cabin, the other pair continuing down 
the corridor to the one they shared. Ella was nearly asleep on her feet, grumbling when Michael insisted she 
undress before crawling into bed, toeing off her slippers and peeling the breeches down her legs and kicking 
them off before waving a hand at him and climbing into bed, asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. Michael 
shook his head, taking her stockings off and lifting her up to lean on his chest as he tugged the shirt over her 
head, tucking her under the bedclothes and kissing her forehead before grabbing his pipe and pouch and 
returning to the deck to check with Markus on anything that had transpired while he was gone. 


Finding nothing amiss, Michael told Markus and Andi of Ella's initial meeting with Head, both of them laughing at 
the reaction of the Maiden's captain to the spirited young woman. The news of Kirk's prowess with the rapiers 
surprised them both, Markus nodding happily upon hearing Kirk would be taking over that part of Ella's training. 
His pipe finished, Weikath bid them both a good night and returned to his cabin, undressing and slipping into bed 
next to Ella, chuckling quietly as she turned and burrowed against him, closing his eyes and joining her in sleep. 


Steve closed the door behind him, leaning against it and watching Bruce as he stretched carefully. "We should 
take care of your back" Bruce nodded, going to the window seat and pulling off his boots and stockings, setting 
them aside and unwrapping his sash. Steve watched him, a slight frown on his face. "Bruce? Everything 
alright?" 


"Of course.” Pulling off his shirt, Bruce looked at him. "Why wouldn't it be?" 
"| don't know, but it seems as if there is something wrong." 
"Nay, everything is fine." 


Steve moved to stand in front of him, taking Bruce's face between his hands and forcing his head up, looking 
into his eyes. "Nay, it isn't. What's wrong?" 


Bruce groaned, turning his head out of Steve's grasp and leaning it forward to rest against his stomach. "It's 


bloody stupid is what it is." 

Steve's quiet laugh filled the cabin, his fingers stroking Bruce's hair. "I doubt it is, but what is it?" 
Bruce's words were not only very soft but muffled even more by his face being pressed against Steve. 
"What?" 

With a sigh, Bruce raised his head. "| said | don't want to share you. l'm jealous." 

Steve's eyebrows nearly reached his hairline. "Of what? Or who?" 


‘I've gotten used to it being just us. Doing what we want, when we want. And once we're on the Maiden, you 


are back to being first mate and all of the duties it entails and I'll simply be there as your... 


"Nay." Steve's voice was firm. "Do not even think that. You are far more than simply my lover. Bloody hell, 


Bruce, if not for you | wouldn't be going back to the Maiden" 
‘I'm not sure l'm happy about that" Bruce winced when he saw Steve flinch. 
If you don't want to go Bruce, we can continue to stay here on the Helloween" 


"Nay, you need to be with your crew. | told you it was stupid.” Bruce stood, ducking around Steve and tossing 


his shirt across the back of a chair and unlacing his breeches. "We have an early morn, so best we...” 


"Stop it." Steve's arms came around him, his hands covering Bruce's. "Being back on the Maiden is not going to 


change us. | promise." 
Bruce leaned back against him. "You do?" 


Steve grinned, biting his shoulder affectionately . "| do." 


Bruce sighed, tipping his head back against Steve's shoulder. "Take me to bed." 
Steve snorted. "Are you ordering me, Captain Dickinson?" 


Bruce turned in Steve's arms, sliding his hand between them and stroking Steve's cock. "Aye, and | think you 
should be saluting me when you say that." 


Steve leered at him, his hands undoing the rest of the laces on Bruce's breeches. "Can't you feel that | am?" 


Bruce grabbed Steve's shirt in his free hand, backing toward the bed and pulling him along. "Shut up and get rid 
of these Harris." 


Steve laughed. "Then unhand me." 
Bruce grinned. "Meet you there." 


Both of them laughing, they quickly undressed, Bruce only having to skim off his breeches before getting on 

the bed, kneeling in the center with his thighs spread, his hand teasing his cock as it thickened, his eyes hot as 
he watched Steve. Naked as well, Steve got on the bed and knelt in front of Bruce, reaching out and moving his 
hand off his cock and taking over the slow teasing, the two of them moving closer as Bruce took Steve's cock 


in his hand. 


Stroking each other, teasing the heads and running strong fingers up and down the shafts they leaned forward, 
lips parted to allow anxious tongues slow tastes and licks, taking their time in exploring each other as their 
hands roamed each other's cock, leaving no part of the stiff organs untouched, their hands brushing together 
as they shifted closer still, breaths filling each other's mouths. Bruce groaned in frustration when Steve pulled 
away. "Wait" 


Bruce watched as Steve left the bed, going to the shelf behind the table and getting the small jug of oil, 
coming back and climbing back up to kneel in front of Bruce. "Up on your knees." Bruce rose, resting his hands 
on Steve's shoulders and watching as he poured a bit of the oil onto his hand, setting the jug on the table and 
rubbing his palms together before getting up on his knees as well, walking himself forward until their cocks 
pressed together. Bruce closed his eyes, swallowing hard. "Nay, open them." 


Bruce opened his eyes just as Steve closed his hand around both of their cocks, groaning as he stroked them 
slowly, dragging the flesh upward with a firm grip until his hand nudged the back of the heads and then down 
to the base, his hand not able to reach fully around but still sending jolts of pleasure through Bruce, his own 
eyes hooded and glittering as they remained locked with Bruce's. Leaning back he slid his other hand under 

Bruce's balls, lifting them into his palm and then somehow gripping his own as well, Bruce's fingers digging into 


his shoulders, their mouths seeking each other again. 


Bruce grew impatient, thrusts of his hips trying to force Steve's hand to move quicker, moaning his 


frustration against Steve's mouth as the slow teasing dragged out. Every move Steve made was deliberate, 


nothing rushed from the swipes of his tongue in Bruce's mouth to his hand that stroked their cocks or even 
the hand that rolled and massaged their balls. The cabin was filled with the sounds of their sex; harsh breaths 
and sounds of pleasure, the wet harmony of hands on flesh, the rustle of the bedclothes under them all mixing 
to create a symphony of lust. 


Tearing his mouth free, Bruce pleaded for Steve to move faster, his head tipping back as Steve licked a trail of 
sweat from his throat, groaning and arching into the firm hold on their cocks, the continual manipulation of 
their balls, both cocks dripping with a mixture of oil and precum. Turning his face into Steve's neck, Bruce 


shuddered and moaned, pressing his lips against Steve's ear and pleading for more. "God Steve, please...” 
Steve nipped the corded tendons on Bruce's neck "Please what?" 
Bruce grunted as Steve gave their cocks a squeeze. "Please, fuck me." 


Steve laughed softly. "On your back" Releasing his holds, Steve sat back on his heels and watched as Bruce lay 
back on the bed, resting his legs over Steve's thighs and fisting the bedcovers. Steve hissed, running his 
fingers over the patch of skin behind Bruce's balls and back to his hole, pressing the tip of one slippery finger 


inside, groaning as the ring opened for him, the walls grabbing tight around as more worked inside. 


Steve leaned forward, letting the head of his cock rub over Bruce's balls and along the shaft of his cock as he 
slid his finger deeper, rocking on his knees and pulling his cock back down to the sac as his finger withdrew, 
watching Bruce's face as his eyes screwed shut, his breath panted through parted lips, sweat matting his hair 
to his face and neck, each brush of Steve's cock drawing a groan or a gasp. Steve added another finger, letting 
more of his weight down to increase the friction of his cock against Bruce, the groans deeper and more 


insistent, Bruce's head tipping back as his back arched up from the bed. 
“Steve..please..fuck...” 


Bruce cursed when Steve's fingers slid from inside him, bucking up into the sudden weight as Steve lowered 
himself on top of Bruce and began to thrust his hips, rubbing their cocks together in a strong fucking motions, 
Bruce's leq wrapping around him as his hips rose to meet Steve's. The oil let their cocks slide easily together, 
Steve rocking back far enough to nudge the heavy sac of Bruce's balls with his cockhead before driving 
forward again, each stroke pulling back a little further until his cock slipped under the sac, his hand grabbing 
the back of Bruce's thigh and pushing his leg up to expose his arse. Getting back on his knees, Steve wrapped 
his hand around his shaft and held it steady as he pressed the tip against Bruce's hole, leaning a bit of his 
weight forward to make sure it wouldn't slip away from the center before giving a hard flex of his hips and 


slamming his cock inside. 


Bruce cried out, arching hard off the bed, his leg dropping back down and wrapping around Steve's hips, all 
gentle teasing gone as Steve began to fuck him hard, short strong stabs of his cock spreading the tight walls 
of Bruce's arse. Bruce's hand slid up Steve's arms, his fingers gripping his biceps as he bucked up to meet 
each lunge into him, crying out when Steve's hand slid down over his stomach and grasped his cock, wanking it 


roughly, matching the jabs into his arse. 


"Look at me." Bruce opened his eyes when Steve growled, a series of emotions playing in both dark brown and 
chocolate, the intensity of emotions driving them faster and harder in the frenzied sex, all the physical 
pleasure building toward an inevitable end but the mental contact making it burn with a depth and a passion 
that surpassed the base level of lust. 


Bruce felt his balls draw up, the white heat burning in his lower back and groin and spreading out through his 
body until his vision swam grey and with a guttural cry he came, his muscles snapping tight around Steve's 
cock and holding it in a soft vise, his come exploding from his cock with such force that the first shot 
splashed up onto his chin and chest, lesser shots coating his stomach until the last bit flowed from the slit to 
drip down onto Steve's hand. 


The wringing motions of Bruce's arse around his cock suddenly became an embrace that wrapped around it and 
squeezed, clamping it in an unforgiving grip. Steve dimly heard Bruce cry out, his own roar drowning out the 
sound as his cock throbbed and swelled, his come erupting from the slit, filling Bruce's arse with his seed even 
as he felt the wet heat of Bruce's on his skin. Steve threw his head back, his body jerking hard above Bruce, 
his eyes rolling back as the knot inside him coiled and split, sending his mind scattering to the winds, every part 
of him feeling the force of his orgasm. 


Bruce shook underneath him, his body limp except for the occasional shiver that ran through his frame, Steve 
collapsing down on top of him and groaning, unable to move as they both fought for breath, their hearts 
hammering against their ribs, both sweaty and exhausted. Steve eased his softening cock from Bruce's arse, 
shifting his weight as best he could and resting his head on Bruce's chest, neither able to speak but not 
needing words as they fumbled their hands together and laced their fingers, both of them asleep before their 


hearts had time to slow their jackhammer pace. 


Kirk lifted his head from the pillow, sleep filled eyes finding the shape dressing in the dim light. "Edward? ls 


something wrong?" 

"Nay, just getting dressed." 

Kirk sat up, rubbing his eyes and peering out the window. "It's barely light!" 
"Aye, | want to make sure everything is in order... 

"Edward, come back to bed. He won't be here yet" 


Edward sighed, coming to sit on the edge of the bed. "I know Kirk. | just want to make sure everything is ready. 


His cabin cleaned, the crew prepared... 


Kirk took Edward's hand and drew him onto the bed, pushing him back and rolling on top of him. Laying his head 


down, Kirk snuggled closer as Edward's arms wrapped around him. "Everything will be fine. Now go back to 


sleep." 


Edward stroked the black curls, listening to Kirk's breathing even out as he fell back asleep, his own eyes wide 
open as the sun crested the horizon and the cabin slowly filled with the first rays of morning. 


"Harry! Bruce!" 

Weikath crossed the deck, grinning at them. "So, are you headed back?" 

"Aye." Steve looked a bit anxious, Bruce eyeing him quietly. 

‘It will be fine. And you are always welcome here." 

Steve extended his hand, clasping forearms with Michael. "Our thanks, Michael. For everything you've done." 
"It is nothing, Harry. And Bruce, my thanks for helping Ella." 

Bruce nodded. "My pleasure. Where is she?" 


Weikath snorted. "I tried to wake her but all | got was an earful of very unladylike words. I'm sure she will seek 


you out later when she comes to the Maiden to meet Kirk" 

Markus appeared at Bruce's elbow. "Boat is ready" 

Steve took a deep breath. "Well, then we'd best be off" 

With a final round of thanks, Steve and Bruce climbed down into the boat that would take them to the Maiden 
Home. 


Or Hell. 


The tall figure of the Maiden’s captain was visible as they rowed toward the ship, Steve and Bruce exchanged 
glances. Without speaking, their hands found each other, fingers lacing through and drawing strength. 


"Whatever happens..." 


"We get through it together." 


Twenty Five 
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"You wanted to see me, Captain Head?" 


"Aye, Adrian. Tell Harry I'd like to see him. Also, get a message to the Helloween and the Ray and tell them I'd 


like to meet with their captains and first mates as soon as possible." 
"Aye sir." Adrian left to do as he had been asked, leaving Edward and Kirk alone in the cabin 
"Do you think the other captains will agree?" 


"Michael will, and I'm sure Kai will see the benefits. The crews are ready, and..." a knock on the door interrupted 
Edward. "Come!" 


Harry stepped into the cabin. "You wanted me?" 
"Aye, Kirk brought up an interesting idea. Do you think the crew is ready?" 
Harry shrugged. "Aye, except | want to run them through hand to hand once more." 


"Good. Then what was suggested is that after the crew is finished tomorrow they should set up several 


bonfires on the island and roast what we can kill in a hunt." 


Harry snorted. "Aye, nothing wrong with the idea, but you know it will turn into a night of drunken 
debauchery." 


Edward grinned. "And what is wrong with a bit of debauchery?" 


"Not a thing. Just a word of warning. I'll go speak to Nicko and set things up. Have you spoken to Michael or 
Captain Hansen yet?" 


"Nay, Adrian is sending the message I'd like to speak with them. I'd like you here when | do." 
"Aye, just let me know when" With that, Harry left the cabin 


"Edward..." 


"Aye Kirk, but this is how he always is before something we know is coming.’ 


Kirk bit his lip, thinking. If Harry was already this dark, what would he be like by the time they set sail to 
confront the fleet? Another thought, much more worrisome, crossed his mind on the heels of the first. What 
would Bruce be like? 


Bruce stood slightly behind Steve, watching him carefully as he verbally ripped the hides from several 
crewmen who had taken the last run through of the night less than seriously, the men visibly nervous at the 
cold flatness of Steve's voice as he outlined what would happen if they repeated their mistakes. Dismissing 
them, he turned, nearly colliding with Bruce, stepping back and snarling at him. 


"Don't stand so fucking close!" 


Bruce held up his hands and stepped back, shaking his head. "My apologies. How far away would you like me to 
stand?" Backing up several paces, Bruce cocked his head. "Here?" Several more paces. "Here? Or perhaps you 
would rather me wait in the cabin" 


Steve sighed, "Bruce... 
‘Nay, please, just tell me where | should go, Harry." 
Steve winced at the use of his nickname. "Bruce, I'm sorry, | just..." 


‘ll be in the cabin" Bruce turned and left, keeping the hurt from showing on his face. In the two days they 
had been on the Maiden he had watched the change, starting almost immediately and now progressed to the 
point were he felt he wasn't sure he knew the man who shared his bed at all. And even there, last night, their 
first night on the ship, he had nearly bitten Bruce's head off when he had tried to get him to come to bed, 
instead staying up most of the night writing and staring out the cabin window. Bruce heard his name being 
called but ignored it, instead going into the cabin and shutting the door behind him before going to the window 
seat and sitting with his knees drawn up to his chest, arms crossed over them as a rest for his chin, staring 
out that same window. 


"Harry, everyone's in the captain's cabin waiting." 
“Thanks Ade." 
Adrian watched him go, a far cry from the man who had put the crew through hell all day until even the 


toughest were soaked with sweat and ready to collapse. Noticing Bruce was not on deck, Adrian called Janick 


over. "Where's Bruce?" 


"He went to the cabin. Harry gave him a bollocking, or started to and Bruce gave him one back. Even called him 


Harry. He's been standing there looking like a cross between mad as the devil and lost ever since’ 

"Well, Head wanted Bruce too so I'd better go get him 

Janick snorted. "Good luck" 

Adrian hurried to the first mate's cabin, knocking sharply on the door. At Bruce's call to enter, he opened the 


door, cautiously sticking his head inside. "Bruce? Captain Head would like you to come to his cabin for the 


meeting with..." 

"Why, Adrian?" 

Adrian scratched his chin. "Well, he just told me to ask you...” 

Bruce turned his head to look back out the window. "You asked, | said nay." 
"Ah, Bruce, | think he...” 


"Adrian, he only asked to appease his first mate, there really is no need for me there." Bruce snorted. "There's 


really no need for me anywhere" 

"Bruce... 

"Tell him | said | respectfully decline to attend" 

Adrian nodded, "IIl tell him" 

" just waiting for Bruce." Head looked up as Adrian entered. "Where is Bruce” 

Adrian cleared his throat. "He asked me to tell you he respectfully declines to attend 
"He what?" 

Michael sighed, placing his pipe and pouch on the table. "Your cabin still the same Harry?" 
‘Aye" 


"| will be back momentarily.” 


Michael made no effort to knock, simply opening the door and entering the cabin. Bruce didn't bother to look 
around, assuming that it had been Steve who had entered and having no desire to see or speak to him, 
because just sitting looking out the window was working fine thank you very much. Even when someone sat 
down in front of him he didn't look, not until long fingers snapped under his nose. 

"Anyone there?" 

Bruce turned his head and couldn't help but laugh. "Aye, Michael, I'm here." 

Michael crossed his legs, tilting his head to the side and studying Bruce. "So, what is wrong?" 


"Don't you tire of playing nursemaid to all of us?" 


Michael's laugh was bitter. "I tired of it once. And | watched a dear friend.." Michael put a hand over his eyes, 
sighing. 


Bruce silently cursed himself. "| manage to keep saying the wrong thing, Michael. I'm sorry." 


Michael shook his head. "| cannot watch it again. So if | must play nursemaid, | will Now tell me, what is 


wrong?" 


Bruce shrugged. "Nothing is wrong. It's just that nothing is right. He's changed, Michael. | know he's under 
pressure and | knew that things would be different, but I'm in his way." 


"Ah, | do not think you are in his way. He is just...” 

"Michael, they're waiting for you." 

Both men turned to see Harry leaning on the door frame. Michael nodded. "I will be along in a moment" 
Harry nodded, the muscle in his jaw jumping as he ground his teeth. "Bruce, you as well" 

‘| told Adrian..." 

"Aye, | know what you told Ade." 

"Then there is no need to wait for me." 

Michael stood and placed his hand on Bruce's shoulder. "I will come back after and we will continue this." 
Bruce nodded. "Thanks, Michael.” 


"Ah," Michael shrugged, "just being a good nursemaid." Bruce laughed as he winked. "Now come Harry, let us 


return" 
Harry stepped back to allow the Helloween's captain to pass. "I'll be right there." 


Michael caught his arm, giving him a quick shake of his head. "Come, Harry, it is not good to keep Edward 


waiting. You know how he growls and grumbles." 


Harry nodded, letting Michael pull him from the cabin 


By the time Harry was finished going over details with Markus and Henjo, the hour had grown quite late. 
Opening the cabin door, he groaned, finding only a single lantern lit and Bruce already in bed, his breathing soft 
and even, indicating he was asleep. Harry quickly undressed, blowing out the lamp and then slipping into bed next 
to Bruce, curling his body around him and debating furiously with himself whether he should wake him so that 
they could-- 


Bruce suddenly moaned in his sleep, turning onto his back and pushing Harry with his arm, his eyes moving 


rapidly under closed lids. 


Before Harry could shake him from the dream, Bruce moaned again, flipping back and forth restlessly, his arms 
moving as if warding off an invisible attacker. Sitting up, Harry gently caught his wrists. "Bruce." 


Whatever dream had him in its grip the restraint of his arms sent him into a panicked frenzy, ripping them 
away from Harry and blindly striking out. Harry swore as several of the blows connected, this time grabbing 
Bruce's arms in a firmer grip and pinning them to the bed, leaning over and using his chest to hold the 
thrashing body down. "Bruce!" 

Bruce's eyes shot open, wide and full of fear, struggling against the body pinning him to the bed until through 
the blind panic he recognized the voice and the familiar scent of the man on top of him. Subsiding, he 


shuddered, turning his head to focus his eyes on the concerned face above his. Seeing he was awake, Harry 


released his arms, gently touching a hand to his face, frowning when Bruce flinched. "It's just me." 
"Aye" Bruce sat up, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed and burying his face in his hands. 
Harry moved closer, placing his hand on the broad back. "What were you..2" 


Bruce shrugged him off, getting up from the bed and grabbing his breeches. "Nothing. | don't remember." 
Pulling them on, he sat on the chair and tugged his boots on 


Harry frowned. "What are you doing?" 


Grabbing his shirt, Bruce stood. "I need some air." Without another word, he left the cabin. 


Harry got up as well, throwing his breeches on and hurrying out of the cabin after Bruce. Emerging on the 
deck, he saw him standing near the rail with his arms crossed over his chest, staring out over the dark water. 
Coming up behind him, Harry spoke softly. "Bruce, what is it?" 

Bruce shook his head. "Nothing. It was just a dream." 

Harry slid his arms around him, pulling him back against his chest. "Nay, more of a nightmare." 


Bruce twisted away. "I just need some air. Go back to bed" 


Harry watched him walk away until his shadow blended into the darkened area of the deck, shutting him out as 


effectively as if he had slammed a door. 

"Ade, have you seen Bruce?" 

"He's already on shore." 

"What? When did he go?" 

"On the first boat" 

"Fuck! Right, well I'm heading over now so I'll see you there." 

Steve climbed down into the nearly empty craft, snarling at the rowers to go without waiting for more crew, 
the men still on deck taking one look at his face and letting their complaints die in their throats. Bruce had not 
come back to bed the night before, and when Harry had got up this morning he found out that Bruce had gone 
to the Helloween, returning just in time to ready himself for the party on the island and neatly avoiding Harry 
altogether. 

Steve's eyes searched the beach as the boat closed on the shore, finally spotting Bruce next to... 

A low growl made the men closest to Steve flinch away, his eyes narrowed to slits as he took in Bruce sitting 
very close to Markus; in fact, he was nearly in Markus’ lap. With Sascha on the other side. Smiling, Bruce tilted 
his head back to look up at the tall figures on either side of him, letting his body rock to the side and leaning 


on Markus’ shoulder. 


Steve didn't wait for the boat to be pulled up onto the sand, instead jumping over the side and striding through 


the shallow water, his face set in grim lines as he headed for Bruce. 


"Why didn't you wait for me?" 


Bruce looked up, laughing at something Markus had been saying. "I didn't know you wanted me to. So, go on 
Markus, tell me more." 


"Well, he was a bit nervous about..." 

"Bruce. What are you doing?" 

"Nothing Harry, just spending time with friends. We're friends, right Markus? Sascha?" 

"Aye Bruce, we are." Markus grinned at Harry. "We're all friends aren't we?" 

Harry nodded briefly. "Bruce, can we..?" 

Bruce leaned over toward Sascha. "Can we what, Harry?" Letting out a low whistle, Bruce ran his hand over 
Sascha's thigh. "Bloody hell those are big. Then again, you're big all over." Sascha grunted, looking a bit unsure 
of what his reaction should be, glancing back and forth between Markus and Harry. Bruce's hand stroked his 
thigh again, drawing a hiss from the Maiden's first mate. 

"Bruce." 

"Harry, look at these thighs.’ 


"| see them. Could | have a word with you?" 


Bruce looked up, his eyes widening as he spotted someone else. "In a minute, let me just go say hello to Andi 


and Kai." 


The three watched him jump up, dusting his arse off and striding over to drop back in the sand next to Andi. 
Sascha shook his head. "Harry, l." 


Markus held up his hands. "Me as well." 

Harry growled as Bruce threw his arm around Andis shoulders. "l'm going to wring his bloody neck." Bruce 
stood, grabbing Andi's hand and dragging him to his feet, the two of them heading off into the darkness beyond 
the torchlight. "I'll fucking kill him." 

"Problems, Harry?" 


"Not now, Michael" 


Michael grabbed his arm as he went to push past. "Aye Harry, now." 


Harry rounded on him, fists clenched. "Nay, Michael." 
"He is drunk, Harry. And he is angry." 
| don't give a fuck what he is Michael, I'm not going to sit back and watch him behave like this!" 


"You have had no use for him since you returned to the Maiden Is he not entitled to feel like someone wants 


him near?" 

"/want him near!" 

"Really? Well, he does not think so." 

Harry swore, stalking off in the direction Bruce and Andi had gone. 
"Markus, Sascha, follow him." 

"You don't think Andi would." 

"Aye, he would. | told him to." 


Markus and Sascha scrambled to their feet, trotting off behind Harry. Ella turned puzzled eyes to Michael. 
"You told him to? Why would you do that?" 


Michael grinned. "Because Harry has forgotten what he means to him for the moment, and no better way to 


remember than seeing it in the hands of someone else." 
Ella rolled her eyes. "You had best hope this plan doesn't backfire.” 


Andi stopped, grabbing Bruce by the arm and turning him round, pulling him to his chest. "So what did you 
want to show me?" 


Bruce looked confused. "I thought you wanted to show me something?" 


Andi grinned. ‘Right." Pushing Bruce's hair back over his shoulder, Andi lowered his head and began kissing his 


neck. 


Bruce froze, his hands coming up to push Andi away but instead clutching his shirt as a wet tongue rasped 
over his neck, groaning and tilting his head back, his mind swimming in a haze of rum and the touch of a 


talented mouth. 


Captain Weikath had said to make Harry jealous so... Andi kissed and sucked up Bruce's neck, over the hair 
roughened cheek and just to his lips.. 


Strong fingers tipped with ragged nails grabbed Andi's arm and flung him away from Bruce. Bruce staggered 
and would have fallen except for a hard arm that closed around him, holding him upright. "What the fuck are 
you doing?" 

Andi looked up at Captain Head. "Ask Captain Weikath." 

Deciding retreat was the best idea, Andi climbed to his feet and headed back to the fire. 

"Ask Michael? What the fuck?" Edward looked down at Bruce. "You are drunk Where is Harry?" 

Bruce snorted. "Who knows? He'll just tell me not to get close to him anyway.’ 

"You're playing an odd game for someone who cares about him" 

Bruce laughed. "Why should I? He doesn't care about me" Bruce shifted in Edward's arm, his eyes opening wide 
when he came in contact with the hard cock under the captain's breeches. "Bloody hell, I'd forgotten the size of 
that thing." 


"Edward, what's going on?" 


"Its Bruce, he's a bit drunk and a lot.fuck!" Bruce had slipped his leg between Edward's and was rubbing against 
him. "Bruce, stop that!" 


"What's he..oh!" Kirk stared, his mouth hanging open. 

"Oh, indeed. Bruce, | only have so much control..." 

Kirk snorted. "You'd better find more if you feel it running out!" 

Edward glared at him, hissing as Bruce's cock rubbed against his thigh. "Find..." 
"What the fuck!" 

Edward groaned. "Never mind. Harry, do something!" 

"Get your hands off him, Head" 

"Harry, in case you hadn't noticed, my hands aren't on him!" 


Bruce grinned, lifting his thigh between Edward's and pressing it against his groin. “That is definitely not your 


hand." 
Kirk threw his hands in the air. "Harry, do something!” 
"Bruce! Get the fuck away from him!" 


Bruce turned his head, grinning at Harry, his eyes heavy with drink and lust. "Why? He's not pushing me away. 
Don't want to share him Harry?" 


" Whatel" 

Bruce looked up at Edward. "You won, you got him back. He doesn't need me anymore, right?" 

Edward grabbed Bruce's arms and set him away from him. "What?" 

"You won. He's back on your ship, he's all your Harry now. And | have nothing. No ship, no command, no pride 
and no Steve. Congratulations Head, well done." Bruce laughed, turning and walking off, leaving the three of them 
standing in stunned silence. 

Kirk was the first to react. "Harry, what's going on?" 

Harry shook his head. "| have no bloody clue, but I'm going to find out." 


Bruce sat down heavily in the sand. "Pirates. Why the fuck did l.nothing, just nothing. So bloody stupid Dickinson, 
You thought that.hal Now what? Go back and take the punishment and beg them to let me back in? Right, and 
find myself swinging from a bloody rope. Not that it would be any worse than this!" Waving his hand 

dramatically, Bruce carried on his lone conversation, not noticing the figure approaching from behind. "And Ste.. 
no, Harry. Haven't seen Steve since we went back on the bloody ship. He's got Head back, so who needs Bruce?" 


A heavy sigh, followed by a curse. "Should have brought the bottle with me, | need a drink!" 
"What you need is a good kick in the arse." 

Bruce tried to stand, stumbling sideways and finally getting his feet under him. "Try it Harris!" 
"Bloody hell Bruce, you can't even stand up, kicking you now would be like kicking a kitten" 

"Oh, l'm sure the mighty Harry Harris has kicked lots of those!" 


Harry took several deep breaths, trying to keep a tight lid on his temper. "Bruce. What the fuck is wrong with 


you?" 


Bruce staggered towards him, poking a finger into his chest. "You You're what's wrong with me!" 
Harry ground his teeth. "Bruce, stop the bloody poking." 

"Why?" Poke. "It bother you?" Poke, poke. "Make you angry?" Poke, Poke. "Want to fight, Harry?" Poke. 
"Bruce, | don't want to fight but if you don't..." 

Flick. 

Harry shook his head. "Bruce, the poking was bad enough, but stop that." 

Poke. 

"Bruce." 

Flick. Poke. Snicker. 

"Bruce..." 

Poke. Snicker. Flick. 


"That's bloody it! Harry grabbed hin, flipping Bruce over his hip and throwing him flat on his back in the sand, 
quickly straddling his hips and grabbing his arms, pinning them over his head. 


"Get off me!" Bruce twisted wildly, anger being replaced by panic. 


Harry let go of his arms, letting Bruce roll him off and sit up. Turning to sit beside him, Harry gently touched 
his shoulder. "What is it?" 


Bruce shook his head. "Don't. Just.. dont” 

"Don't what?" 

"Don't bloody hold me down" 

"| was only... 

"| know what you were fucking doing. | said don't do it" 


Moving very slowly, Harry shifted until he was behind Bruce, reaching around to rest his hands on Bruce's 


thighs, his chin on his shoulder. "I would never." 


"Aye, you would. If he told you to you would” 

Harry pulled back, eyes wide with shock and hurt. "Bruce. 

"Just go. You're where you want to be, you don't need me anymore" 
"Bollocks. Bloody hell, Bruce, talk to me!" 


"Talk to you? Why, Harry? You haven't bothered to speak to me since we went to the Maiden unless its to tell 


me to move out of your way, leave you alone or not to fucking touch youl" 

Harry opened his mouth to snipe a reply and then closed it with a snap, thinking about what Bruce had said 
Bruce snorted. "Nothing to say Harry?" 

"Nay. Fuck’ 

"Hal That either.” 

Harry couldn't help the chuckle that escaped. "Why didn't you just tell me | was acting like an arse?" 

"| did. You never fucking heard me 

Harry rested his chin back on Bruce's shoulder. "And the dream?" 

Bruce shuddered. "I can't" 


Tightening his arms around Bruce, Harry turned his head and rested his face against Bruce's neck. "Aye, you 
can. l'm right here." 


Bruce spoke softly, pain deadening his words. "You're right there then too." 

"Where?" 

Bruce shook his head. "Nay, | don't want to do this. Just let me go." 

"Im not letting you go. Please talk to me" 

‘Ht doesn't matter. Ive asked Michael and he's agreed to let me come on board the Helloween Once this is over 
he'll take me to Grande Canaria and | can get passage back to England Or somewhere else. Since the Navy wil 


be looking to hang me England might not be such a good idea" 


"You're leaving me?" Bruce closed his eyes; hearing the pain in Steve's voice was bad enough, but he couldn't 


bear to see it as well. Steve shook his head, trying to think of anything to say, finally only able to come up 
with a single word. "Why?" 


"You don't need me. You've got the Maiden, Head..hell, you're bloody Harry Harris through and through!" 


"Why would me being back on the Maiden mean | don't need you? And | don't have Head. hell, if anything he's 


avoiding me as much as possible, and | him." 


It doesn't matter. You're back with him and anything he tells you to do you'll do it. He's your captain, and 
that's how it should be." 


"Bruce, what are you afraid of? What is this dream? You're not going to tell me that isn't a very big part of 
what's bothering you. You've dreamed the past two nights; the first one wasn't as bad, by the time I'd gotten 
up from the table you were sleeping peacefully again so | didn't wake you. Last night, it was bad enough for 
you to hit me to get away and you never came back to bed. It was bad enough that you went to the Helloween 
to talk to Michael, but you won't talk to me?" 

Bruce just shook his head. 


"Fine! Then I'll fucking ask him!" Steve jumped to his feet, heading back in the direction of the bonfires, looking 


for Weikath and the answers Bruce wouldn't give. 


"Weikath!" 
Michael rolled his eyes. "Head!" 
"What the fuck is going on?" 


Michael tipped his head back, looking up at the Maiden's captain as he towered over where he sat. "Well, right 
now | would say negotiations for position” Ella giggled, still staring wide eyed at the goings on around the fire. 


"Im talking about Andi. And Bruce” 

"Explain, Edward" 

"| caught Andi.well they weren't exactly kissing, but. 
"Ah, damn him. | told him flirt, not ravish” 


"You whaf!" 


Kirk sat down next to Ella. "Ha, then he was all over Edward" 
Michael frowned. "Andi was?" 

Kirk snorted. "Nay, Bruce. 

"Bruce?! 


Edward shook his head. "He's drunk, and he's not thinking clearly. You know if he was I'd be the last one he'd 


come near in that manner." 
"Weikath!" 


Michael rolled his eyes. "If | am to get any peace tonight | will have to use a different name" Raising his voice 


he called out to the figure striding toward them. "Here, Harry!" 

Edward stepped back, looking confused as Harry got closer. "Where's Bruce?" 

"Back there." Harry jerked his head in the direction he had come. "He's leaving? You've agreed to help him?" 
Weikath patted Ella's hand. "Excuse us, | think this is something Harry and | should discuss in private. Help me 
up Edward, | seem to be a bit more inebriated than | thought." Edward took the extended hand and pulled him 
to his feet. "My thanks, now if you would be so kind as to watch over Ella while | talk with Harry. Come, 
Harry." 

| don't have time... 

The coldness in the look Weikath gave Harry belied his statement regarding the level of liquor he had 
consumed. Stepping closer, he kept his voice low. "You had best make time. If you do not, he will be gone. Now, 
where is he?" 


Harry sighed. "He's down the sand a ways." 


Weikath nodded. "Then that is where we will go. And we will discuss nothing until we are there. | will not betray 
his trust in this, Harry. But | will encourage him to tell you why he wants to leave." 


"Fuck." 
Weikath glanced at Steve. "Indeed." 


Bruce still sat where he had left him, but he had drawn up his knees and had his arms wrapped around his 


legs, his forehead resting on his knee. "He looks bloody miserable." 


"He is." Weikath shook his head. "This has been coming since you started going back to the Maiden, and you did 


not see it?" 
"Nay. He always..." 


"Wanted what you wanted. Harry, your memories of the Maiden are tainted by a few grains in a barrel of 


sand, whereas his are the opposite. Did that not occur to you?" 
"He said..." 


"Oh come now Harry, you're an intelligent man. Of course he would say that, for if he did not, then how long 


would it be before you resented him for keeping you from what you love?" 

"Fuck" 

"Wait here for a moment." Harry stopped and watched as Weikath crossed the last bit of sand until he was 
beside Bruce, sitting down beside him and speaking quietly. Bruce raised his head, listening to the captain, looking 
past him at Harry before dropping his head to his knees again, shaking it slowly. Weikath spoke again, his arm 
wrapping around Bruce's shoulders, until the head moved again, this time in a slow nod. Weikath turned, 
beckoning Harry forward. 

The stretch of sand that separated him from Bruce and Weikath was no more than the length of their cabin 
but to Harry it felt as if he walked for hours before he was able to sit down next to them. Bruce's head was 
still down, his hands gripping his legs so tightly that even in the moonlight Steve could see his knuckles were 
white. Steve placed his hand over Bruce's, again feeling that flinch but not drawing back. "Hey." 


Bruce lifted his head, staring out at the water. "Hey." The fingers moved under Steve's, loosening their grip and 
spreading, letting his slip between 


"I am going back to Ella Now, before | have to tie you both to the mast and make you stay there until you 
both understand, talk" 


"Michael." 
"Ah, | know. Just.. talk 

Bruce turned his head and watched the tall figure move off down the beach. "Why is it he bothers?" 
Steve snorted "Even when he isn't asked to? Remind me to tell you the story one day 


"The crewman?" 


"Aye." 
Bruce sighed, turning his head to look at Steve. "He is right though. | can't expect you to read my mind 


"Nay, but | should pay more attention to what you don't say." Steve shifted closer, spreading his legs around 
Bruce and drawing him back to his chest. "I don't know how to make this easier for you." 


Bruce lifted their twined fingers. ‘Like this. Just listen, please dont say anything until I'm done, alright?" 
Steve bit his lip and nodded. "| won't" 

Bruce snorted. "I'd take a wager on that when you hear me. But.try not to." 

Steve grinned. "Right, ll try not to’ 


"What happened on the Maiden is no secret. Not when..." Bruce shifted, sighing heavily. "This is bloody hard. 
Most of the crew was the same when Head took the ship | was on and kept me there. And the ones that 
weren't know. And to come back on and see the same faces... | didn't think it would bother me as much as it 
does. And part of that is pride. | look at Head, and | feel so much anger still, yet | see differences in him that 
make me think he's not the same man he was then. And | feel the anger in what he did to you as well, and | 
feel responsible for that. | cost you everything that happened." 


"Nay..." 


Bruce shook his head. "Please Steve, don't.let me speak this through. Did you know that two of the men he 
gave me to still serve on the Maiden? And when we happen upon each other we all look away in 
embarrassment. And | see Head with Kirk, and | know Kirk was in the same position | was, and he's so bloody 
happy to be there. And | wonder if there was something wrong with me that Head felt the need to.fuck. l'm 


not jealous, its more that I'm..confused." 


Bruce stopped, staring out over the water again. Steve stayed quiet, simply squeezing his hand and waiting 


patiently for him to continue. 


"Then the flogging. Fuck me, if | never have to do that to a man again I'll be happy. And the sheer enjoyment 
Head got from it - at least until he had to face the consequences. And even then, he wasn't bothered by what 
he did to me, but by how it affected you. Yet that in itself makes me think he's different. When | put 
everything together, it's as if the only common part of it is that I'm the one that seems to still make him 
what he was then, and if that's so then how long until he tires of me being around and finds a way to do 
something else? And you can't live without her, Steve. Or him. You are missing a part of yourself when you 


aren't on her." 


Turning his head, Bruce rested his forehead against Steve's cheek "The first night on the Maiden, | dreamt 


that | was back as a captive. And that | was doing my best to fight off Head, but he was too strong. And the 


result was the same as before." 
Steve groaned softly, tightening his fingers around Bruce's. 


"Yesterday, nay, even before, I've felt you slipping away from me. Less of Steve, more of Harry. | expected 
that, to a certain extent, but not to the degree you showed me yesterday when we were on deck. | got angry, 
and I'll admit | was hurt as well, and that's why | started calling you Harry, because | didn't even want to 
associate the cold ignorant bastard you were being with the man who shares my bed. | guess that carried 


over into the dream last night." 
Steve winced. 


"I was fighting for my life. | had somehow escaped from Head and was looking for a place to hide on the Maiden 
when | stumbled into your cabin. | was so relieved to find you, | knew if | was with you everything would be 
alright." Bruce swallowed hard, raising his head and looking into pain filled dark brown eyes. "You came to me, 
and took my hand just like you have it now and when Head burst into the cabin you stepped in front of me. | 
had just breathed a sigh of relief and you smiled at him and turned to me." 


Steve groaned, closing his eyes briefly. Opening them again, he stared into Bruce's, knowing what was coming 


would not be good and could, in fact, be the beginning of the end. If it hadn't been already. 


"You laughed. You laughed and you shoved me to him. And when | fought, you threw me down and pinned me 
with your body while he..and you laughed And when he gave me to the crew you watched and laughed, saying 
things that tore me inside worse than they did. And far more painful. And when they all were done, you..but 


you never stopped laughing." 
"Bruce..fuck. | would." 


"Please Steve." Bruce turned away, looking back out over the water. "I meant nothing to you, no more than | do, 
or did, to Head. You mocked my trust in you. And you laughed when you told me this would be my life until 
you tired of me. Not till Head tired of me, until you did. And then, like any other prisoner, | would be given over 
to the crew for their sport until | either died from injuries or from disease. And with the way you had been, 


in my head, | wondered if you weren't tired of me already." 
Steve shook his head violently, long curls swinging. "Nay, God, nay Bruce." Steve got up and moved around in 
front of Bruce, pushing his legs apart and kneeling between his thighs. "Look at me." Taking Bruce's face in his 


hands, Steve forced his head up. "Please, look at me." 


Bruce raised his eyes, dark brown meeting chocolate, both sets filled with confusion and pain And fear. To 


Bruce's surprise, there was as much fear in Steve's eyes as he knew there was in his own 


"It was just a dream. Caused by things you were feeling, but just a dream. And nothing, nothing or anyone, 


will.fuck!" Steve hissed, casting for words in his mind. "I told you, as long as you want to be with me, | want 
you here. And if that means leaving the Maiden for good, then so be it. She's not worth that to me. Not now. 
At one time, aye, she was. But not now" 


"| can't break his hold on me, Steve." 


"Aye, you can. And I'll do whatever | can to help." Steve rose to his feet, reaching his hand down to Bruce. 


"Come on" 

Bruce placed his hand in Steve's, letting him pull him to his feet. "Where are we going?" 

"To see Head. This ends tonight, one way or another." Steve stopped, turning to face him. Sliding his hand under 
Bruce's hair he cupped the back of his neck, drawing him closer. "And when it's over, no matter what, I'm right 
here beside you. Alright?" 

Bruce nodded. "Aye." 

Steve stepped in, tilting his head slightly and finding Bruce's mouth with his, kissing him with no urgency or 
lust, all the emotions they were both feeling poured into the touch, sealing the cracks that had been wrought 
in their bond. Pulling back, Steve rested his forehead against Bruce's for a moment before grinning at him. "So, 
shall we go slay a demon?" 


Bruce gave a nervous laugh. "How about we just smack him around a bit and teach him some manners?" 


Steve raised an eyebrow. "I think that's what Kirk's been doing. Come on, because after we get done with him, | 
intend to show you just how not tired of you | am." 


Bruce rolled his eyes. "Promises, promises Harris." 


Twenty Six 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy-cause she asked for it. ;) 


"What do you think is wrong?" 


Edward growled, sitting up and glaring down at Kirk. "Could we stop talking about Bruce and get back to what he 
interrupted?" 


Kirk sat up next to him. "Edward, its just so unlike him to behave like that" 
"Aye, it was." Edward jumped when Kirk smacked his arm. "What was that for?" 


"That was for liking the fact he was rubbing your cock on his leg" Kirk smacked him again. "And that was for 
liking the fact he was rubbing his cock on your leg!" 


Edward grinned, looking not at all contrite. "Like you would object if Harry did it you." 
Kirk giggled. "Well, nay,but still” 

"Edward!" 

Edward groaned. "Well, speak of the devil." 


Edward and Kirk watched as two figures separated themselves from the shadows. Both frowned as Bruce and 


Steve got closer, noting the tension on their faces. "There are some things we need to get straight." 
Edward groaned. "Harry, not tonight.” 

"Aye, tonight. When better? We're on even ground here, no one is anyone's better." 

Kirk gave a slow nod. "He's right. This isn't your ship, so here you're just Edward." 

Edward threw up his hands. "So, what's on your mind Harry?" 

"Its not his, its mine." 


Edward looked puzzled. "Well then, what's on your mind, Bruce?" 


"You. | want to know what's so wrong about me that it makes you so different with me." 
Edward frowned. "I don't understand." 


Bruce licked his lips, his eyes darting to Steve before looking back at Edward. "Why did you try so hard to 
break me? And why did you continue to try after Steve and |." 


Edward shook his head. "Ah, Bruce." Rising, Edward went to stand in front of him, looking down and grinning. 
"That's why. You never gave in. Still don't. And | liked that fire and passion" 


"Why didn't you treat Kirk the same?" 


Edward turned to smile fondly at Kirk, watching the proceedings with skeptical eyes. "He had been broken | saw 
the potential for that defiance in him and worked to bring it back." 


"So if | had given in, you wouldn't have hated me as much? Or still hate me?" 

"Hate?" Edward roared with laughter, slapping his thigh. "For fuck's sake Bruce, | never hated you." Glancing at 
Kirk, Edward leered at Bruce. "If anything, | lust after you as much as ever. All that passion in that body? No 
offense Harry, but to be frank, you're a lucky man" 

Harry grinned. "No argument from me." 

"Now hold on!" Kirk scrambled to his feet, crossing his arms and planting himself next to Edward. 


Harry laughed. "You didn't do so badly yourself, Edward." 


"Nay, | didn't." Edward was staring at Bruce, the edges of his eyes flaring red. "Oh, if | had just taken the time 
to gentle you...” 


Bruce glanced at Steve. Steve nodded slightly, his eyes darkening. Bruce turned back to Edward, stepping closer 
and tilting his head up, staring at him, defiance in every fibre of his being. "lm tired of being afraid of you." 


Edward grinned, the red flaring brighter. "Then let me make you not afraid." 


Kirk squeaked, his eyes widening as Edward reached out and cupped the back of Bruce's head, lowering his own 
until his mouth covered Bruce's. Steve hissed, watching through narrowed eyes as Bruce tensed, his hands 


curling into fists as Edward moved his mouth over his. 


Memories crowded Bruce's mind, pain, fear, humiliation, none of those the current reality of Edward's mouth 
on his, instead only that odd taste of spices now flavored with rum and a slow build of heat that had his cock 
stiffening in his breeches. A soft moan and his lips parted, Edward's tongue slipping into his mouth and teasing 
over his, licking the roof of his mouth and twisted around to lap at his cheeks. 


Kirk bared his teeth, starting to step forward when a hand caught his wrist. "Ah ah, | don't think so." 
Spinning around he glared at Steve. "Are we just supposed to stand and watch?" 
"| wasn't planning on it" 


"Then what were you..ohl" Kirk stepped forward, stopping right in front of Steve. "Then just what were you 


planning?" 


Steve grinned, his look nearly as feral as Edward's. Using the wrist he still held, he pulled Kirk forward until he 
came up hard against his chest, Steve's other hand cupping the back of his head before kissing him, Kirk's 
mouth opening under his and inviting the thrust of his tongue. 


Edward lifted his head, turning Bruce around and pulling him back against his body, his hands stroking over his 
chest as he bent his head to hiss in his ear, "I've never forgotten this body," Edward licked Bruce's neck, 
letting the growled words wash over the wet flesh, "and how it felt under me. All the power and the strength.. 
never did | think I'd get the chance to make you want me inside you." Edward's hand slid down and swept 
across Bruce's crotch and back up to his chest, his teeth nipping at his neck 


Steve turned Kirk as well, pressing his chest into his back and tugging his shirt free of his breeches, reaching 
under the cloth and finding the rings in his nipples, twisting and pulling them gently. Kirk whimpered, his hands 
reaching back to hold onto Steve's thighs, seeking his mouth and kissing him hard, sucking and licking Steve's 


tongue, grinding his arse back into Steve's crotch. 


The pairs now faced each other, Steve leaning over Kirk's shoulder and tangling his hand in Bruce's hair, pulling 
him forward and kissing him hard, tongue delving deep and wrestling playfully with his, Bruce's hands coming up 
to slide over Kirk's chest as he moaned into Steve's mouth. Kirk looked up at Edward, eyes heavy and black, 
parting his lips and sighing happily when Edward bent his head and covered his mouth with his, tongue pushing 
into Kirk's mouth and twining around his. 


Steve slid his hand over Kirk's crotch, cupping his balls and massaging the sac, Edward using his body and 
pushing Bruce forward until the back of Steve's hand rubbed over his cock, Edward's hand working between 
and slipping between his legs as well. Kirk's hands gripped Bruce's shoulders, throwing his head back as Steve 
sank his teeth into the side of his neck, his body trapped between Steve's hand and the hard cock pressed into 
his arse. Edward laughed when Bruce turned his head, his arm reaching up and curling around Edward's neck to 
pull his mouth down to his, this time taking the initiative and pushing his tongue into Edward's mouth to lick 
and explore, thrusting into the strong hand manipulating his balls and then pushing back against Edward's cock 


Kirk felt himself pulled back, still held hard against Steve's body. "Get undressed" Steve's low growl sent a 
shiver down Kirk's spine. All he could do was nod, not trusting he had enough voice to speak, his hands shaking 
as he stepped away from Steve and turned to face him, pulling his shirt over his head and dropping it onto the 
sand. Steve watched, his hand lightly stroking his cock through his breeches, hissing with approval as his eyes 


swept over the golden skin, the only hair showing as a thin line that started at Kirk's navel and disappeared 
into his breeches. 


Edward swept his tongue over Bruce's lips. "You too. | want you naked" Bruce nodded, turning to face Edward 
and untying his sash, letting it fall to the sand as he unlaced his breeches and pulled his shirt free, tugging it 
over his head and dropping it to the sand. Edward groaned, reaching out and combing the thick hair with his 
nails. "Oh, yes, this is the body | remember so well." 


Kirk unlaced his breeches, pushing them down and stepping out of them one leg at a time, kicking them aside 
and standing with his hands at his sides, a faint blush coloring his skin at the bold appraisal of Steve's gaze. 
"Nice, very nice. Now, come here." Kirk obediently stepped forward, rubbing against Steve like a cat when he 
pulled him close for a kiss, demanding but not rough, his hands running down Kirk's back to his arse and pulling 


him tight to his body. 


Edward grew impatient, his hands moving Bruce's out of the way and nearly ripping the laces apart, pushing his 
breeches down over his hips and groaning at the wet slap of his cock hitting his stomach as it sprang free of 
the cloth. Bruce slid the breeches the rest of the way down, holding onto Edward's arm as he stepped out of 
them, leaving them where they lay when Edward scooped him into his arms and carried him over to the 
blanket that was spread on the sand. Laying him down, Edward stretched out beside him, his hand skimming 


over Bruce's stomach and down, running a fingertip over his cock. 


Steve backed Kirk up, both of them sinking to their knees on the blanket, Steve giving Kirk a gentle push until 
he reclined beside Bruce. Bending over him, Steve took one of the metal rings in his teeth, tugging it and pulling 
Kirk's nipple until he cried out and arched off the blanket, his hands tangling themselves in the long curls 
draping down onto his skin. Releasing the ring, Steve lapped the bud with his tongue, stroking his hand over 


Kirk's ribs and down onto his stomach. 


Edward leaned over Bruce, his fingers tracing the lines of the muscles in Bruce's chest and down over the flat 
stomach, growling as he leaned over and sucked a nipple into his mouth, nipping it sharply and the laving it with 
his tongue, licking his way through the thick hair and finding the other to tease it as well. Rubbing his face 
over Bruce's chest he grinned, tugging tufts of hair with his teeth and laughing as Bruce jumped and moaned. 


Steve nipped over Kirk's stomach, the difference in the smooth skin as compared to the thickly furred body of 
his lover adding a unique twist to his enjoyment, the thin line of hair leading down to the sparse curls at his 
groin Wrapping his hand around Kirk's cock, he swept his tongue over the tip, blowing a stream of air over the 
wet flesh and laughing when Kirk's hands tugged his hair, the lithe body straining up and seeking more of his 
touch. 


Bruce writhed under the nips and sucks that worked their way down his body, thrusting up with a shout as 
Edward took his cock into his mouth, that strangely agile tongue wrapping around the head and worming its 
way down the shaft as he took it down to the root. 


Kirk tipped his head back, a strangled groan torn from his throat as Steve sucked his cock deep, a rough hand 


cupping his balls and giving them a firm squeeze before beginning a rough massage. 


Sounds filled the night, moans and cries of pleasure mixing with the wet sounds of lips and tongues, harsh 
breathing mingling with pleas for more, eager cocks thrusting into warm,wet caverns that sucked and licked, 
nipped and nibbled, flesh teased and stroked until minds hovered on the edge of sanity, driven there by the 
sheer delight of unbridled lust. 


Edward and Steve raised their heads within moments of each other, dripping cocks slipping from swollen lips, 

eyeing each other across the supine bodies that lay between With a look, it was almost as if they read each 
other's minds, both grinning evilly as they got to their feet, leaving Bruce and Kirk complaining about the loss 
of their mouths. 


"On your knees." Kirk nodded, swinging around and getting up on his knees, unlacing Steve's breeches and pulling 
them down to release his stiff cock, licking it from base to tip before pulling the breeches down Steve's legs 
and holding them while he stepped out of the cloth. 


"And you." Bruce grinned, adopting the same position as Kirk and quickly ridding Edward of the last bit of his 


clothes, groaning when the long thick cock was freed from the confining material of his breeches. 


"Turn to him." Kirk nodded, walking around on his knees and facing Bruce, both of them hissing when their cocks 
bumped together. Steve laughed, tangling his fingers in Kirk's hair and turning his head. "Wank him." Stepping 
forward, he pushed the head of his cock into Kirk's mouth, watching through hooded eyes as Bruce gasped and 
arched, Kirk's hands wrapping around his shaft and stroking it slowly. 


Edward nodded, gathering a handful of Bruce's hair and turning his face to meet the dripping head of his cock, 
grinning when Bruce reached for Kirk's shaft and began pumping it with slow strokes. 


Edward and Steve watched as the two men took their cocks deeper, both of them moaning around the insliding 
shafts as strong fingers worked their cocks. Kirk pushed his hips forward, sucking more of Steve's cock in his 
mouth as Bruce's hand teased over his cockhead, the thick shaft in his hand twitching as he rolled the hood 
back and forth. Bruce groaned, the vibration causing a burst of precum from the cock in his mouth, tasting of 
spices, his cock throbbing in Kirk's hand, echoed in the pulse he could feel under his fingers. 


Steve threw his head back, cupping his hand behind Kirk's head and thrusting his hips, burying his cock deep in 
his mouth, groaning as Kirk's tongue moved over the shaft, twisting round the head as he drew back and then 


flattening to allow it to slide into his throat. 


Edward watched as Bruce took his cock into his throat, swallowing to draw it deeper inside until his lips were 
clamped around the base, then slowly drawing back to lap at the head, matching the strokes of his hand to the 
movements of his mouth, his soft groans and gasps vibrating along Edward's cock and making it twitch on his 


tongue. 


Steve grunted, his hips moving faster as Kirk's teeth scraped his shaft, his whimpers as Bruce's hand moved 


faster on his cock making Steve shudder as he felt the sound through the hard bar of flesh fucking Kirk's 


mouth. 
"Harry." Edward's voice was strained. "| have an idea" 
Steve grinned, "Aye?" 


Edward nodded, groaning as he pulled his cock from Bruce's mouth. "Aye." Looking down, he cupped Bruce's 
cheek. "On your side." 


Steve tugged free from Kirk's mouth, laughing at the soft complaint as his cock slipped from Kirk's lips. "You 


as well’ 

"Nay, like you're going to suck each other” 

Kirk turned his body, each finding themselves face to cock 
Edward groaned. "Now, ready each other: 


Steve laughed, the sound dark and intense. "Oh Edward, what a good idea" Wrapping his hand around his cock, 


Steve wanked himself with long slow pumps, eyes narrowed as he watched. 
"Aye, it is." Edward's hand was gripping his own shaft, stroking it roughly, watching as intensely as Steve. 


Bruce and Kirk scooted closer, both raising a leg and sticking several fingers into their mouths, wetting them 
thoroughly before pulling them free and reaching between the other's legs, rubbing the wetness over the hole, 


working a tip of a finger inside. 


Steve dropped to his knees, putting his hand on the back of Kirk's head and guiding him forward. "While you're 
near, be a pity to waste that mouth." Kirk obediently parted his lips, accepting Bruce's cock into his mouth. 
Edward nodded his approval, going to his knees as well and guiding Bruce's head forward, hissing as the head of 
Kirk's cock disappeared into his mouth. 


Edward and Steve sat back, still lazily stroking their cocks as they watched fingers slide deeper, muffled moans 
from both Bruce and Kirk as they began fucking each other, twisting and turning their fingers to open the 
other's hole, both adding a second at nearly the same time. 


"Fuck, enough." Edward wrapped his hand in Bruce's hair, drawing his head back and freeing Kirk's cock from his 
mouth. "You, come here." Bruce groaned as Kirk eased his fingers free, rolling over and getting up on his knees 


at Edward's urging. Edward leaned back, still fisting his cock, grinning at Bruce. "Climb on" 


Bruce laughed, throwing his leg over Edward's hips and slowly lowering himself, throwing his head back as the 
tip pressed against his arse, a long groan vibrating in his chest as the head and part of the shaft slipped 


inside. 


Steve growled, directing Kirk up on his knees and moving between his legs, pressing his cock slowly into the 
stretched hole as he guided Kirk's head back to Bruce's cock, reaching around with his other hand and teasing 
Kirk's shaft. 


Bruce flexed his thighs, lifting himself up Edward's cock and thrusting into Kirk's mouth, feeling the tightly 
wrapped lips drag over the shaft as he lowered himself down, his hand resting on the back of Kirk's head, 
trying to time his thrusts with the forward push from Steve's cock into Kirk's arse. 


Edward's hands ran over his chest, combing through the hair and finding his nipples, pinching and twisting the 
nubs, rocking his hips up as Bruce settled back on his groin. Edward's eyes were almost completely red as he 
growled and began jabbing his hips upward, driving Bruce's cock into Kirk's mouth. Kirk moaned, rocking forward 
and back, fucking Steve's hand as the cock in his arse matched the pace, Steve's balls slapping against him. 


Steve twisted his hand as he drew it up Kirk's cock, squeezing the base and then sliding it back up to pinch and 
roll the head in his palm, varying the strokes, long lazy pumps mixed with tight fast strokes until Kirk was 
bucking back against him, his moans washing over the cock in his mouth, Bruce throwing his head back and 
riding Edward's cock in fast, hard movements, driving his cock deep into Kirk's mouth with every panting 


thrust, his arse slapping against Edward's balls and thighs. 


Edward crooned, his hands now gripping Bruce's thighs as he pounded his hips up and down, driving his cock into 
Bruce's arse, the underlying muscles grasping and squeezing. Bruce felt the familiar ache in his balls, his cock 
fucking Kirk's mouth at the same brutal pace as Edward's cock in his arse, the slight pain from Edward's nails 
digging into his thighs sending jolts of heat up to his groin 


Steve bent over Kirk, letting the stabbing motions of his cock thrust Kirk's cock through the tight grasp of his 
fingers; he gritted his teeth as Kirk's arse clenched around him with every deep stroke inside, dragging against 
the skin when he pulled back only to snap his hips forward again, his balls drawing up as they prepared to send 
his seed into the writhing body beneath him. Kirk moaned continuously, swallowing convulsively to empty his 
mouth of the copious amount of precum oozing from Bruce's cock, his own dripping over Steve's hand. 


Kirk's back suddenly arched, his arse clamping hard around Steve's cock, his keening wail muffled by Bruce's 
cock. Bruce slammed his hips up, driving his cock into Kirk's throat as he came, shuddering and crying out as 
he felt the splash of come on his hip and thigh from the spurting cock in Steve's hand. Edward rammed his 
hips up, howling as Bruce's arse spasmed around his cock, milking it with every jettison of come that coated 
the walls, filling the tunnel and bathing the shaft in his own seed. Steve cried out, throwing his head back and 


orgasming as well, thick strands of come splashing inside Kirk, grinding his crotch hard against Kirk's arse. 


Kirk pulled his mouth off of Bruce's cock, gasping and panting, shudders running down the length of his spine, 
his cock squeezing out the last bit of come over Steve's hand, groaning and licking the thick liquid from his 
fingers when Steve brought them to his mouth, backing away and letting his softening cock slip from Kirk's 


arse. Edward rolled Bruce, turning him so his back was on the blanket, Bruce's legs coming up to lock around 


him, thrusting hard and fast, until he roared, his cock giving a hard twitch as the last of his come spilled into 


Bruce's arse. 

Edward gave a final howl, slowly getting up on his knees and sitting back, watching as his cock eased free, 
grinning down at Bruce. Bruce's chest heaved, his body and that of Kirk's as Steve helped him stretch out next 
to Bruce sweat slick and trembling. Steve sat back on his heels, looking over at Edward with a grin. Edward 
snorted, winking at Harry. 

"Bloody hell, stop looking so pleased you two." Bruce's voice was shaky, making both of them laugh. 

"Smug, they're smug." Kirk didn't bother to open his eyes, his breathing slowly smoothing out. 

Edward laughed. "Indeed we are. You two look very...” 


"Well fucked" Steve finished. 


Bruce opened one eye, looking up at Edward. Edward leaned over and grinned down at him. "Aye, well fucked." 


Bruce groaned, shifting and reaching down to smack Edward's hand as he lifted Bruce's cock into his palm. 
"Bloody hell, let it rest a minute." 

Kirk let his head roll to the side, a small smile on his face as he looked up at Steve. "So?" 

Steve raised an eyebrow, shifting around to sit on the blanket. "So?" 

Kirk lifted himself on his elbows. "Did we settle anything?" 

Edward laughed. "I think | need another meeting to be sure." 

Bruce snorted. "Some things don't change." 

Kirk giggled, sitting up and leaning over Bruce to give Edward a kiss. "He's a horny bastard." 

Edward looked hurt. "And you're complaining about this?" 

Kirk shook his head. "Nay, not at all." 


Bruce turned his head, his eyes finding Steve. Raising his hand, he crooked a finger at him. Steve raised an 
eyebrow. "Aye?" 


Bruce crooked his finger again. 


Laughing, Steve crawled over and kneeled between Bruce's splayed legs. "You wanted me?" 


Bruce nodded. "Aye, | do." 
Steve leaned over him, skimming his fingers over his thigh. "I think | can do that." 


Edward crawled around and pulled Kirk onto his lap, letting his fingers roam the smaller man's body, teasing his 
nipples and lowering his head to lick and suck his neck as they watched Steve capture Bruce's mouth in a slow, 


sensual kiss, Bruce's hands stroking Steve's back as they slowly ground together. 


Kirk sighed, leaning back into Edward and rubbing his thighs as Steve dragged his mouth free, licking Bruce's 
jaw before dipping his head down and running his tongue up the side of his neck, taking the lobe of his ear in 
his teeth and biting it gently, Bruce shifting under him and digging his fingers into the small of Steve's back. 


Steve's hand slipped under Bruce, sliding two fingers into his arse and fucking him slowly, keeping him open as 
his cock twitched to life, stiffening against Bruce's hip. Kirk wiggled on Edward's lap, pressing his arse against 
the rising cock under him, his own being teased by Edward's fingers, still watching as Steve's mouth moved 

down onto Bruce's chest, teeth nipping the skin before dragging his tongue through the hair, licking down onto 


his stomach and nuzzling his groin. 


Bruce moaned, his eyes drifting shut as Steve gave a long, slow lick up his shaft, using his tongue and lips to 
pull the head of his cock into his mouth and sucking it gently, his fingers still thrusting in and out of Bruce's 
hole, taking more of the shaft into his mouth as it hardened between his lips. 


Bruce's fingers wrapped themselves in Steve's hair, tugging it as his hips rocked up to meet the warm wetness 
of Steve's mouth, lazy thrusts that slid his cock slowly in and out, grumbling a protest when Steve lifted his 
head and let it slip free. 


Getting on his knees, Steve withdrew his fingers, taking his cock in his hand and rubbing the head over Bruce's 


balls. "I want you." 
Bruce hissed, his eyes heavy as he looked up at his lover. "Then take me." 


Steve lifted Bruce's legs to rest on his shoulders, pushing his cock slowly past the tight ring, groaning as 
Bruce's arse tightened around him. Balls deep, Steve waited, Bruce's legs sliding down to wrap around his waist, 
the thick thighs gripping him tightly as Steve slowly pulled out until the ring clamped around the ridge just 
below the head of his cock before plunging back in. 


Edward lowered his head, rasping his tongue over the head of Bruce's cock, chuckling when he cried out and 
arched, impaling himself on Steve's slow thrusting cock Twining his tongue around the shaft, Edward lifted his 
head, drawing another long shuddering groan from Bruce. Opening his mouth, Edward took Bruce's cock down to 
the root in a single hard suck, rolling his eyes and watching the slow measured pace of Steve's thrusts and 


matching the movements, groaning around the hard flesh when a soft tongue began exploring his shaft. 


Edward reached down, urging Kirk to turn his body so he could reach his cock, closing gnarled fingers around 
the shaft and wanking it with firm strokes, rolling his hips to gently thrust his cock deeper into Kirk's mouth 
as his tongue dragged up the underside of Bruce's shaft. Steve hissed, still working his cock in and out of the 
tight hole as he watched Bruce's face, his eyes screwed shut as he moaned, hands curled into fists and 
tugging the blanket as his cock was sucked down to the root. 


Steve picked up the pace, curving his body over the top of Edward's head and running his hand over Bruce's 
chest, teasing his nipples; Edward felt the change, Bruce's cock swelling in his mouth, his head moving faster up 
and down the shaft, running his tongue over the head and gathering the thick precum before flattening around 
the shaft and dragging over the silken flesh, feeling the throbbing as Bruce's pulse rose, his breath coming in 
harsh pants. 


Kirk moaned around Edward's cock, bucking his hips forward into Edward's hand, encouraging him to move 
faster, cupping Edward's balls in his hand and rolling them over his fingers. Edward dragged the rough pad of 
his thumb over the tip of Kirk's cock, thrusting his hips to slide more of his own shaft into the eager mouth 


wrapped around him. 


Pounding, thrusting, sucking, a heaving pile of flesh and feelings, ragged rhythms somehow combining into a 
delicate symphony of pleasure, building toward a crescendo of release. Flesh instruments played with a bruising 
force, leaving the players straining and reaching for more, that elusive note that would bring the culmination 


of sounds to a crashing end. 


Bruce's fingers sought Steve's, their hands linking and holding fast as their eyes met, Bruce's widening as he 
arched, crying out as his seed burst into Edward's mouth, his arse constricting around Steve's cock. Steve 
ground his teeth, his fingers tightening around Bruce's as he rammed forward, pulling back only to slam his 
hips hard against Bruce, his cock caught in the milking vise of the walls as Bruce shuddered through his 
orgasm. Edward swallowed, lapping and licking the convulsing cock in his mouth, groaning around it as his come 
flowed into Kirk's mouth, his hips jerking as he felt Kirk swallow his seed, come spilling over his hand as Kirk 


trembled and came. 


With a hard snap of his hips, Steve threw his head back, roaring out his release, his cock erupting into Bruce's 
arse, grinding against him as his balls emptied their load into the clinging passage, until with a final tremor he 
sagged forward, gasping for breath, waiting until Edward moved his head from between them before lowering 


himself over Bruce and running his tongue over his neck. 

"Bloody hell.” Edward rolled onto his back, reaching down and lifting Kirk up onto his chest. 

Steve eased his cock from Bruce's arse, stretching out beside him and running his fingers lightly over his 
chest. Bruce gave him a tired grin, reaching up and pulling his head down and kissing him gently. Steve nipped 
his jaw, sighing and letting his head rest on Bruce's chest, hearing the slowing beats of his heart echoing in his 


ear, his fingers playing with the soft hair on Bruce's stomach. 


Quiet descended, the only sounds, faintly heard, from the distant bonfires and the crashing of the waves on 


the sand, all four men slipping off into sleep. 


Twenty Seven 


Author's Notes: 
For Lia -- who batted her eyes and begged for it. Oh, and Andy, who did the same. Damn them both. 


The smell of roasting meat filled the night, loud and lively conversation drifting through the air as the crews 
gathered to relax and regroup, some wandering off of their own, others converging into a mass. Ella looked 


around, leaning into Michael's shoulder and laughing at some of the antics of the men. 
"So, who are they all?" 


"Ah, that is right, you have not met everyone yet. The short red haired one next to Andi is Kai Hansen, he is 
captain of the Gamma Ray. Next to Andi is Henjo, he is the Ray’ first mate and then Jason of the Ray. Sascha 
of course, then Davey from the Maiden Dani and Rob, then Nicko and Ale you recall from the Maiden, the one 
next to Markus is Janick, also from the Maiden Dirk and Dan, they are on the Ray, then Uli and Adrian from 
the Maiden" 


"Are any of them..2" 
Michael snorted. "Tonight, they all might be. There will be things that may shock you." 
Ella giggled. "It is not so different." 


Michael rolled his eyes. "Madam, it is different. It is not wrong, but there are things that make it different. But 


to answer you, Dani and Rob of course, and Nicko and Ale, also Henjo and Jason" 
"Andi and Kai look very friendly." 
"And knowing Andi will be looking even friendlier..ah, see?" 


Andi had leaned over and was whispering into Kai's ear, the shorter captain of the Ray raising his eyebrows as 
he listened, the grin on his face widening into a full out leer. Turning, he pushed Andi back onto the blankets to 
the amused catcalls from the rest, rolling over on top of him and kissing his throat, working his way up until 

the two of them were locked into a passionate kiss, legs and arms tangling as they rolled until Andi was pinning 


him down. 


The rest grew quiet, watching the pair. A low groan and Ale turned in Nicko's arms, tipping his head back to let 
Nicko begin to explore his throat, kissing and sucking the skin, the two tipping over with Ale's head nearly 
landing in Markus’ lap. Markus laughed, looking down, leaning back on his hands and blowing out a hard breath as 


Janick's hand suddenly covered his crotch, the blonde crewman moving closer and sinking his teeth into Markus’ 


shoulder. Markus turned, bearing Janick down and rolling on top of him, shoving his leg between Janick's and 
dropping his head to meet his lips. 


‘Oh, they aren't shy." Ella's eyes were huge, her face slightly pink 
"Nay madam, they are not. Would you like to find someplace quieter?" 
"In a minute..." 


As if an unspoken signal had been given, pairs formed on the blankets, hands and mouths exploring exposed -- 


and some unexposed -- flesh, the night filling with the groans and grunts as bodies settled together. 
"Michael..." 

Michael grinned, watching Ella. "Aye?" 

"Now can we." 


Standing, Michael reached for her hand and pulled her to her feet, grabbing the blanket they had been sitting 


on and steering her off to a quieter place. 


Andi got up on his knees, pulling his shirt over his head and tossing it aside, dropping back to lean on his hands 
and attacking Kai's neck, lowering his body between Kai's legs and groaning as strong legs wrapped around his 
waist. Kai flipped them over, sitting up on top of Andi and scooting back onto his thighs, undoing the laces of 
his breeches and reaching in to pull out his cock, bending over and sucking the hardening organ into his mouth. 


Andi twisted his fist in Kai's hair, groaning and thrusting his hips up to push more of his cock past Kai's lips. 


Soft grunts marked the thrusts of Andi's cock into Kai's mouth, over the twisting, lapping tongue and bumping 
the back of his throat, saliva running down the shaft and onto Andi's balls. Kai reached between his legs, 
rubbing his cock through his breeches and moaning around the shaft in his mouth, Andis cock fucking his 
mouth with short, fast jabs. With a sudden cry, Andi yanked his hair, pulling Kai's head away from his cock and 


rolling him off of his legs, getting up on his knees and undoing the laces of Kai's breeches. 


Shoving his hands out the way, Andi grinned down at him; Kai lifted his hips to allow Andi to pull his breeches 
down his legs, laughing when Andi swore at the boots still in place. Grinning, Andi tugged the boots off, the 
breeches quickly following. Kai's laughter cut off with a groan when Andis mouth wrapped around his cock, 
sucking it deep and then scraping his teeth up the underside of the shaft as he drew back, lapping the head 
and taking it deep again. Kai swore when Andi took the hot suction away with the very next stroke, grumbling 
until Andi sat back on his heels and arched an eyebrow at him, his hand pumping his cock. 


Kai nodded and turned to get on his hands and knees, stopping only long enough to strip off his shirt before 


bending over and presenting his arse to Andi. Wetting a finger, Andi traced Kai's hole, wetting it before working 
the tip of his finger inside, leaning over and letting a line of spittle drop down onto his fingers, the slickness 
easing the entry, adding a second finger and stretching Kai open to ready him for his cock. Pulling his fingers 
free, Andi moved forward on his knees, pressing his tip against the hole and wrapping his arm around Kai's 


waist. 


With one smooth thrust, Andi drove his cock into Kai, leaning over his back and sinking his teeth into Kai's 
shoulder as he cried out and rammed his arse back into Andi, grinding hard against Andis groin until Andi 
pulled back, leaving just the tip inside before slamming forward again. Reaching around, he told a firm hold of 
Kai's cock, stroking up and down the shaft and stopping to palm his balls, massaging and rolling them over his 
fingers while his cock never stopped pistoning in and out of that tight hole. 


Flesh on flesh, groans and cries of anticipation and fulfillment, blending with the sounds around them as they 
fucked, Andi thrusting hard and fast, his hand wanking Kai roughly, pounding against each other until both felt 
the rising tide of orgasm in the tightening of muscles and the pounding of hearts. Kai's fingers dug into the 
blanket, his head lifting as he called out to the night, his seed spilling over Andis hand as he drove himself 
back onto the stabbing cock in his arse, Andis strokes jerky and rough until he too tipped over the edge, come 
spraying the tight walls that surrounded his cock, both men grinding against the other, prolonging the waves of 


pleasure running through them. 


Both men collapsed, catching their breath and looking around, sharing a brief kiss before separating and heading 
off in pursuit of the next round. 


Short work made of the barricades of clothing, Jason bore Henjo back on their blanket, spreading his body 
overtop and dragging his tongue down the side of Henjo's face, growling as rough hands cupped his arse to pull 
him closer. Wrapping his legs over Jason's thighs, Henjo ran his hands up the broad back, gripping his shoulders 
as Jason's mouth found his, tongues wrestling and chasing back and forth, slow rocking motions grinding their 


crotches together. 


Jason's hand slid down over Henjo's ribs and back to his arse, tracing through the cleft and rubbing the tip of 
his finger over the pucker, Henjo groaning in his ear and digging his heel into the back of Jason's thigh. Jason 


sat back, giving Henjo a slap on the arse. "Roll over." 


Grinning, Henjo turned, lifting his leg around Jason and spreading his thighs when Jason climbed back in between. 
Strong fingers parted his cleft, Henjo groaning into his arms as a wet tongue licked up the crack. 


Jason pushed his tongue inside, wetting the hole before withdrawing his tongue and replacing it with his fingers, 
the sights and sounds around them creating an urgency to bury himself deep in the tight arse in front of him. 
Henjo pushed back, lifting himself up on his knees and moaning, urging Jason to add a second finger, his own 

need quickly reaching a level of near desperation. Turning his head, he hissed as he watched Ale mouth fucking 
Nicko's cock, the Maiden's cook leaning back and resting on one elbow as he watched his shaft slip in and out of 


Ale's eager mouth. 


Henjo's attention was jerked back when Jason roughly pulled his fingers out, replacing them with his cock in a 
hard, fast stroke, making Henjo buck and cry out at the burning pain-laced pleasure that ripped through him. 
Fingers digging into Henjo's hips, Jason fucked him hard, balls slapping against his arse, Henjo thrusting back to 
meet the stabbing motions of Jason's cock, clenching his arse tight when it pulled back. Reaching back, Henjo 
wanked his cock until Jason's hand covered his, pulling it away and twisting his arm around to hold his wrist 
behind his back, leaving him only one arm free to brace himself against the pounding of Jason's hips. 


Henjo cursed, struggling to pull away from the tight grip and only succeeding in making himself more 
frustrated when Jason held it tighter, fucking Henjo with long strokes that nearly pulled his cock from his arse 
before driving it deep. Jason grabbed Henjo's other arm and twisted it back as well, forcing him to sit higher 
on his knees or fall face first into the blanket, both arms now locked behind his back, his arse hitting Jason's 
thighs as he rode his cock. Jason gripped both of Henjo's wrists in one hand, trapping his arms between their 
bodies and reaching around, taking the aching cock in his hand and wanking it hard, Henjo crying out and jerking 
his hips frantically, thrusting himself into the rough pull on his cock and slamming himself back to meet the 


pounding into his arse. 
Jason gave the cock in his hand a hard squeeze, pulling Henjo's arms just a little higher and making him arch, 
come arcing from the tip of his cock and splashing down onto the blanket; a final thrust into his arse and 


Jason's cock thickened and throbbed, his seed spilling out and coating the convulsing walls. 


Groaning and shaking, they eased down onto the blanket, Jason holding Henjo tight against him as they looked 


around. Turning to each other, they grinned, sharing a kiss before separating and seeking what came next. 


Unlacing his breeches, Dirk looked around, watching through narrowed eyes as bodies shifted from individuals 
and merged into twisted shapes of joined flesh, the night filled with the sounds of heated breathing and the 
slap of flesh upon flesh. Spreading the front of the cloth, he pulled his cock free and stroked it slowly, long 
twisting pumps up and down the shaft. 


A soft sound beside him made him turn his head; Dan was also looking around, his shaft held in a firm grip, his 


other hand up under his shirt, teasing his nipples. As if feeling Dirk's eyes, Dan shifted to face him. Looking 


down and seeing the leaking head of Dirk's cock above his fist, a slow grin spreading over his face. 
"Need a hand with that?" 

Dirk grinned back "Need a mouth for that?" 

Dan lay back on the blanket, crooking his finger. "I think | could use one." 


Dirk moved to stretch out beside him, grabbing Dan's hip and turning him on his side, opening his mouth and 


lapping the head of his cock as Dan's hand closed around his, running his thumb over the head before leaning 
forward and sucking it into his mouth. 


Dirk hissed, opening his mouth and taking Dan's cock in, closing his teeth gently against the ridge and continuing 
to lap at the head, lashing his tongue over the tip and then curling it round. Closing his lips he opened his teeth 
and took some of the shaft inside, fluttering his tongue down the flesh as he sucked him deeper, feeling the 
pulse under his tongue as he flattened it against the underside and drew back up. 


Dan groaned around Dirk's cock, moving his mouth over the top of the shaft while his fingers worked the base, 
stroking up to meet the descent of his lips, sucking strongly and using his tongue to play with the fold of skin 
behind the head, tracing the flare and back up to the tip. 


Dan rolled onto his back, pulling Dirk with him to straddle his head, Dirk's cock held firm in his mouths, his 
hands grabbing Dirk's hips and encouraging him to thrust. Dirk braced himself on his hands, slow strokes of his 
cock in and out of Dan's mouth, fucking him gently, his head moving in time with his hips, sucking and licking, 


Dan's hips rocking up to meet his mouth in slow pumps. 


Moans and sighs transmitted through the hard bars of flesh in their mouths, slowly increasing the pace of 
the thrusts, Dan's fingers digging into Dirk's hips and urging him faster, both of them feeling the heads of the 
other's cock slipping into their throat, tongue lapping and licking, an occasional muffled grunt as teeth scraped 
and nipped. 


Dirk curved his hands around the back of Dan's thighs, feeling the cock in his mouth against his tongue, Dan's 
mouth as hot and tight as any willing hole he'd ever filled, the talented tongue an added bonus to the sucking 
heat, drawing his balls high and tight. 


Dan groaned, his hips thrusting hard, pistoning his cock in and out of Dirk's mouth, swallowing around the head 
of Dirk's cock, tasting the precum flowing over his tongue. A gentle bite on the tip of his cock and he 
shuddered, another hard suck and his orgasm was upon him, crying out around Dirk's cock as he arced up off 
the blanket and came, his seed filling Dirk's mouth, the head of his cock squeezed as Dirk swallowed round it, 
each contraction of his throat pulling another shot from Dan's balls, the last finally dribbling out onto his 


tongue. 


The thick taste of Dan's come filling his mouth tripped the same trigger in Dirk, his cock swelling in Dan's 
mouth before unloading the heavy spray of come over his tongue, coating the roof of his mouth and hitting 
the back of his throat, Dan swallowing around him, sucking and licking as he pulled the come from Dirk's balls, 
holding the last bit on his tongue and giving a hard suck up the shaft before letting the head fall free and roll 


over his chin. 


Dirk rolled off, laying beside him and resting, both men catching their breath before giving each other another 
grin, stripping off their clothes and their boots and heading off to find another eager cock to continue their 


play. 


Ale licked and sucked down Nicko's neck, tugging his shirt out of his breeches and attacking his chest, hands 
fumbling to open his breeches. Nicko groaned, his fingers tangling in Ale's curls as his cock was tugged free, 
Ale's hot mouth closing around it and sucking the tip, blood pumping into the organ and stiffening it between 
his lips. Nicko cupped his hand under Ale's jaw, lifting his head from his cock. "Ale, fuck me." 


Ale's eye's grew wide. "Are you..?" 
"Aye, very." 


Both men sat back, tugging off boots and removing clothes, Ale helping Nicko skim the tight breeches down and 
off. Nicko leaned back on the blanket, laughing at Ale's worried eyes as he leaned over him. After touching his 
face, Nicko raised Ale's hand, sucking two fingers into his mouth and wetting ther, slipping them out and 
guiding them down between his legs, lifting his knees and pressing them to the ring. 


Ale licked his lip, glancing around and staring at the activities on the other blankets, unsure of what he was 
doing until Nicko laughed and took his wrist in his hand, holding it still and wiggling down to press a finger inside 
himself. Ale groaned, his cock twitching at the tightness that wrapped around the digit. Nicko moaned quietly, 
still holding Ale's wrist and moving his hand slowly back and forth until he felt Ale's nervous hesitation end, a 
second finger pushing inside him. Nicko gritted his teeth, his cock dripping precum onto his stomach. 


"Ale, fuck me." Ale nodded, sliding his fingers free and pressing the head of his cock at the stretched hole, 
biting his lip as he leaned slowly forward, the head and part of the shaft passing the tight ring. Nicko groaned, 
wrapping his legs around Ale's slender hips and pulling him closer, sinking the rest of his cock inside. Looking up, 


Nicko managed a shaky grin. "Now, fuck me." 


Ale eased back, stopping with the head inside and then slowly pushing forward, his eyes closing at the soft 
heat that enclosed his cock, clinging around him. Nicko rocked his hips up, urging him quietly to move faster, 
Ale's strokes increasing in pace and depth, becoming bolder with each groan and twist from the man under him. 


Nicko reached between them and wrapped his hand around his cock, running it up the shaft and pinching and 
rolling the head before sliding it back down, pumping and squeezing, his hips bucking up to meet Ale's as the 
cock in his arse thrust harder and faster, Ale's breathing becoming harsh as he trembled and shook over 


Nicko, his balls slapping heavily against him. 


Ale's strokes grew jerky, slowing down to smooth them out but unable to refrain from going back to driving 
his cock faster, Nicko's hand a blur on his cock as he tightened around Ale, his legs holding him closer and his 
arse milking his cock. Ale moaned, throwing his head back and freezing above Nicko, straining forward as his 


cock twitched inside him, arcs of come spurting from the tip and filling the passage. 


Nicko roared, his legs squeezing Ale hard, his cock jumping in his hand as seed burst from the slit, thick 


streams falling across his chest and stomach, shuddering as the last bit ran over the head and down onto his 


hand. Ale collapsed on top of him, his face burrowing into Nicko's neck, harsh panting breaths making Nicko 
shiver as they washed over his sweat-slickened flesh, working his hand from between them and gently rubbing 
Ale's back as the last shivers ran down the lad's spine. 

Ale lifted his head, grinning. "Wow," 

Nicko snorted. "Aye." 

Ale looked around, frowning as Andi dropped to his knees in the sand next to him. "Nicko..2" 

Nicko laughed. "Just for tonight, lad, tomorrow you're back to being all mine." 

Ale gave him one of those sweet, shy smiles -- right before he tackled Andi back onto the blanket. 

Adrian looked around the fire, scratching his chin and shaking his head. "Looks like everyone's having fun" 

Uli nodded. "Aye, it does." 

"So, how you like being back on the Helloween?" 

"IFs good." 

"So, getting along with Weikath?" 

"Aye, so far" 

"So, wanna fuck?" 

Uli looked up, a slow grin creeping over his face as he pulled off his boots. "Thought you'd never ask." 

Adrian grinned back, pulling his shirt off, both men standing to hurriedly rid themselves of their clothes. Naked, 
they moved together, Adrian wrapping both hands in Ulis hair and holding his head as he kissed him hard, 
thrusting his tongue into his mouth and sweeping it over his cheeks, tickling the roof of his mouth and twining 
arourd his. 

Uli's hand found Adrian's semi-hard cock, rolling the foreskin back and forth before sliding his hand down to 
the base. Adrian grunted; Uli's touch was just short of painful, his cock responding to the rough treatment and 
thickening in Ulits hand. Yanking the long strands of hair, Adrian pulled Uli's head back, sinking his teeth into his 


neck and laughing around the bitten flesh when Uli groaned, his hand giving the shaft it held a hard squeeze, 


causing a second bite on his neck. 


Adrian pushed Uli away, cursing at the pull on his cock, grabbing his shoulders and turning him around before 
forcing Uli to his knees, dropping behind him and wrapping an arm around his waist to hold him still. Spitting on 
his fingers, Adrian worked one into Uli's arse, pressing against his back and leaning forward to push him down 
onto the blanket as his finger disappeared inside him, roughly stretching him open A second finger added, Uli 
cursing at the pain but pushing back greedily, seeking more. 


Adrian fucked him with short, hard jabs, twisting and curling his fingers, Uli moaning loudly every time Adrian's 
fingers brushed his sweet spot. A sharp cry as Adrian removed his fingers, another loud curse from Uli when 
Adrian grabbed a handful of hair and yanked him up on his knees. Biting a path along Ulis shoulder and neck 
until his mouth pressed his ear, Adrian rasped his tongue over he skin, laughing when Uli shuddered. 


"Get on your side and lift your leg.” 


Uli nodded, involuntary tears forming in his eyes when Adrian gave his hair another strong pull, scrabbling into 
position as soon as Adrian's fingers freed themselves from his hair. Adrian straddled Uli's leg, taking the ankle 
of his raised leg and lifting and bending it until Ulis knee was bent to his chest. Holding his cock in his free 
hand, Adrian rested the tip against the ring of muscle, taking a deep breath and then snapping his hips forward 
to bury his cock in Uli's arse. 


Ulis cry was a mixture of pain and pleasure, his arse burning from the rough stretching but the precum 
dripping from the tip of his own cock showing it was not unwelcome pain, his body jarred by the hard pounding 
Adrian was giving him, nothing gentle or timid, but deep stabbing fuckstrokes that soon had them both panting 
for breath. 


Releasing Uli's ankle, Adrian slapped Uli balls, laughing even as he continued to batter the tight arse, Uli trying 
to close his legs only to find Adrian's hand trapped between, now holding his cock, pulling and jerking it harshly. 
Pushing Ulis shoulder, Adrian forced his to twist his body until his back was nearly flat on the blanket, 
exposing his chest, Adrian's fingers tugging and twisting his nipples, slapping his palm flat on the buds. 


Uli somehow twisted his body to reach up and wrap his arm around Adrian's neck, ignoring the cramping pain 
as he pulled them together to capture Adrian's mouth in a brutal kiss; lips, teeth and tongues clashed in a 
frenzy as the jackhammer thrusts of Adrian's cock reached a new level of fury, his hand wanking Uli's cock at 
a pace that had his balls threatening to unload with the very next stroke. 


Uli cried out into Adrian's mouth when Adrian sank his teeth into his lip, both their mouths filling with the 
metallic taste of blood, the spike of pain sending him over the edge. Adrian felt Ulis cock give a massive throb 
in his hand, the already tight walls around his cock clamping down around his cock and pulsating as seed spilled 
over his fingers, Uli jerking under him, twisting wildly as he came. 


With a last stab of his cock, Adrian ground against him, crying out into Uli's mouth as he shuddered and came, 
yanking his cock free and wanking it hard, letting the last strings of come land on Uli's hip and thighs. 


Adrian released Ulits cock from his hand, crashing back to sit on his arse and bringing his hand to his mouth, 


panting hard and licking the come from his fingers. Uli shuddered, slowly turning his hips to lay flat on the 
blanket, shaking fingers gathering some of the sticky seed from his hip and tasting as well. 


Adrian grinned down at him. "So?" 
Uli raised an eyebrow. "Next time | get to fuck you." 
Adrian snorted. "I'll be looking forward to that." 


Davey shot a sideways glance at Sascha, noting the raised eyebrows at the sights around him. "First time at a 
gathering like this? 


Sascha shook his head. "Nay, but usually there are prisoners and women" 

Davey cursed quietly. "So, you only like women?" 

Sascha grinned, somehow managing to look innocent and roguish all at once. "I like women. But not just women" 
Davey's face broke out in his familiar grin, cheeks pink. "Thank God." 

Davey darted forward, meeting Sascha's lips, wrapping his arms around his neck and straddling his legs. Sascha 
laughed, coiling his arm around Davey's waist and pulling him tight to his chest, his tongue probing Davey's 
mouth in slow, gentle sweeps. 

Bodies pressed together, tongues teasing and stroking. Sascha's hands cupped Davey's arse and held him tight 
to his groin, the hard bars of flesh between their legs rubbing over each other. Sascha suddenly lifted Davey 
off his legs, Davey giving a surprised yelp and scrambling to get his feet under him, staring down at Sascha in 
confusion. Sascha stood as well, towering over Davey, giving his chest a light poke with his finger. 

"You need to get out of these." 

Davey nodded enthusiastically. "You too. Now." 

Watching each other, both men stripped off their clothes, Davey's grin getting bigger as more of Sascha's 
body was revealed. He gave a long two whistle when Sascha stepped out of his breeches, his long, thick cock 
jutting up from its nest of hair. Davey dropped to his knees, eyeing it carefully. "Well, that's going to be a tight 
fit" 

Sascha laughed, wrapping his hand around it and rubbing the head over Davey's lips. Davey opened his mouth 


and let Sascha feed him the head of his cock, sucking it gently, rasping his tongue over the tip and lapping 
down the shaft as Sascha pushed more of it inside. Sascha's hand cupped the back of his head, holding him as 


he started thrusting his hips, fucking Davey's mouth, each forward push sending more of his cock past his lips. 


Davey ran his hands over Sascha's thighs, moaning as the thick muscles flexed under his hands, reaching down 
and taking his own aching cock into his hand and pumping the shaft. Sascha tilted his head back when Davey's 
lips clamped around the base, the head of his cock coiling down Davey's throat, feeling the constrictions as he 
swallowed around it. With a long, slow pull, Sascha slid it fee, stepping back and laying down on the blanket. 


Davey grinned, throwing his leg over Sascha's chest and guiding his cock to his mouth, taking Sascha's fingers 
into his mouth and wetting them thoroughly before guiding them around his hip and back to his arse. Sascha 
sucked him deep as the tip of his fingers breached Davey's hole, the ring opening as Davey pushed down, 
letting his finger slip inside. Davey rocked back and forth, a slow, easy pace that pushed his cock deep one 
moment and then Sascha's finger the next, groaning as a second thick digit slid inside. A bit of urgency 
increased his pace as Sascha's fingers curled, finding his prostate, a third making him moan but push back, 


seeking more, until his cock fell from Sascha's mouth as he fucked himself on his fingers. 


Sascha twisted his wrist, pulling his fingers out at the same time and grabbing Davey's hips to guide him back, 
Davey reaching around and holding Sascha's cock steady as he lowered himself, biting his lip as the head 
stretched him wider, until with a gasp he felt the flared edges pass through the ring. Bracing his hands on 
Sascha's chest, he lowered his hips, taking about half of the shaft before drawing back up, lowering again to 
take a bit more until his arse was pressed against Sascha's balls. 


Giving himself a moment to adjust to the thick cock in his arse, Davey flexed his hips, tightening around Sascha 
and making him groan. Raising himself, Davey pulled up until only the head was inside, lowering himself back 
down, each stroke a little faster until he was riding Sascha hard, each stroke marked by the slap of his arse 
against Sascha, Sascha's hips bucking up to meet the clutching walls of his arse. 


Sascha's fingers dug into Davey's waist, lifting him and letting him drop, Davey's cock bouncing and sending 
droplets of precum flying over Sascha's stomach and chest. Davey gripped the shaft, wanking himself in 
rhythm with the pounding into his body, moaning and arching his back, hearing Sascha grunt with each upwards 
thrust, both moving faster until the knot of pleasure spread up their spines. 


With a shout, Davy leaned back, his back arcing into a bow, come splashing down onto Sascha's chest and 
stomach as he came, his arse clenching around Sascha's cock and holding it in a soft vise, the shaft pulsing and 
spewing a thick load of seed into him. Sascha yanked down on Davey’s hips, lifting him off the blanket as he 


drove his hips up, grinding against him as his come spilled into his arse. 

Panting, that last small burst of pleasure still sending shivers down his spine, Sascha let his body fall back, 
Davey shuddering and crashing down onto his chest, hearts hammering as they trembled. Lifting his head, 
Davey grinned. 


"Like | said, thank God." 


Dani whistled, leaning back on his elbows and looking around. "So, off alone or shall we join?" 
Rob snorted. "From the looks of your cock I'd say you'd rather join." 

Dari raised an eyebrow. "And you would not?" 

Rob shrugged. "If we both agree." 

Dani bit back a laugh and replaced it with a sigh. "| suppose | could agree." 

Rob rolled his eyes. "| supposed | could as well.” 


Dari jumped to his feet and quickly stripped off his boots and clothes. Standing with his hands on his hips, he 
looked down at Rob. "Well, then, have fun" He started to turn, bursting into laughter when Rob snarled and 
caught his ankle. 


Climbing to his feet, Rob put his hands on Dani's hips, yanking him against his body, letting out a groan when 
the hard flesh of Dani's cock rubbed over his, burning even through his breeches. "Not until you fuck me 
first" 


Dari smiled, gathering Rob's hair in his hand and holding his head while he kissed him, teasing his mouth with 
his tongue before nipping his bottom lip and giving him a light smack on the arse. "Then get out of these 


because my cock is aching for that sweet arse." 


Stepping away from each other, Dani watched Rob as he undressed, reaching for him and turning him around 
and drawing him back to his chest, his cock nestling against Rob's arse. Rob reached back over his shoulders, 
gathering Dani's hair and pulling it forward to twine with his, enclosing them both in a curtain of hair, their 
mouths finding each other in a sensual kiss, tongues seeking and exploring. Dani slid his hand down over Rob's 
chest, teasing his fingers around the base of his cock and leaning his weight forward to bend Rob over, nudging 
his legs aport. 


Dani nuzzled the back of Rob's neck, sucking and licking down along his spine, backing away from him and letting 
the tip of his tongue tease the top of his crack. Rob moaned, reaching back around his hips and spreading his 
cheeks, a shudder running through him as Dani lapped down his cleft, stopping to lick his hole with broad, flat 


strokes of his tongue before rimming it slowly. 


Using his thumbs, Dani pulled the ring open, just enough to push his tongue inside, pressing his mouth to Rob's 
flesh and driving his tongue as deep as he could, lapping the walls. Drawing it out, he worked his mouth to 
gather more saliva before thrusting his tongue in again, wetting Rob's hole, working the stiffened muscle of his 
tongue around to open him further. Drawing back again, he licked up the cleft, replacing his tongue with his 
finger and easing it deep, spreading the wetness inside, Rob moaning and pushing back against his hand. 


Dari let a line of spit run down Rob's crack, pulling his finger back and catching the drip, adding a second finger 
and pushing both back inside, fucking him slowly, his hand reaching through under Rob's arm and teasing the 
head of his cock. Rob hissed, a tremor running through him. Dani laughed, letting his cheek slide up Rob's spine 
as he moved back against him, taking his fingers out of Rob's arse and pushing the head of his cock past the 
tight ring, groaning as his chest came to rest on Rob's back, his cock fitting easily into the familiar grip of 
Rob's tight passage. 


Dari straightened, putting his hand on Rob's back and bending him further, leaning back over him and taking a 
handful of the silken strands of Rob's hair, wrapping it around his cock and holding his hand loosely around it 
as he pushed the last part of his shaft into Rob's body, Rob hissing and shifting under him. Using just his hips, 
Dari began fucking him slowly, moving his hand in slow easy pulls, Rob's cock sliding easily through the loose 


cushion of hair. 


Rob wrapped his fist in their hair, holding Dani's head against him and reaching back with his other hand, 
between his own legs and finding Dani's balls, massaging the sac, Dani immediately thrusting harder, his hand 
tightening around Rob's cock. Joined this way, Rob could only rock on the balls of his feet, Dani controlling the 
pace and the power of the fuck, varying between long slow strokes that made Rob snarl and urge him on, 
suddenly changing to fast, hard stabs that had Rob's legs shaking, low growls from deep in his chest vibrating 
through his body. 


Dani thrust harder, Rob increasing the pleasure of the hand on his cock when he turned his head, tightening 
the hair under Dani's rapidly moving hand. His own hand dropped, both bracing on his knees as he locked the 
trembling muscles in his thighs, Dan's weight pressing him down. Slaps of flesh and moans of pleasure, rapidly 
building to a climax that seemed just out of reach, long curls and straight strands of hair sticking randomly to 


sweat covered flesh. 


Dari wrapped his free arm around Rob's waist, his thrusts short and jerky until with a shaky groan he came, 
continuing to stab his cock in and out of Rob's arse as his seed spurted inside him. Rob clamped the walls 
around him, keening as his cock filled his hair with his seed, dripping down onto the blanket under him as the 
walls of his arse milked Dani's come from his balls, staggering and staying on his feet only because of the 


strong arm wrapped around him. 

Together, the two fell to their knees, Rob crying out as his hair was jerked from under Dani's hand, the pull of 
the strands like a silken rope over the sensitive flesh of his cock, Dani's hand giving him a last squeeze before 
they eased apart. Dani sat back, breathing hard, giving Rob's hip a push and stretching out beside him when 
Rob flopped onto his back 


Rob turned his head and grinned, the black of his hair clearly showing the come clinging to the strands. 
"Perverted fuck" 


Dari snorted, grinning back. "Aye." 


Markus snorted when Ale's head nearly landed in his lap, shifting sideways to give them more room and 


bringing him closer to Janick. "Eager little pup." 


Janick laughed. "Aye, he is." Eyeing the Helloween's first mate, Janick took a deep breath and decided to show 
him that Ale wasn't the only eager one. Janick moved closer, turning and biting Markus‘ shoulder as his hand 
covered his crotch. Markus leaned back, hissing a breath out between his teeth before turning and pushing 
Janick back onto the blanket, rolling on top of him and shoving his thigh between Janick's legs as he kissed him. 


Janick wrapped his leg around Markus’ hip, grinding his cock against his thigh, his hands frantically pulling 
Markus’ shirt free of his breeches and running over the strong back Markus sat up, yanking his boots off and 
pulling his shirt over his head, watching with narrowed eyes as Janick did the same, Markus unlacing his 
breeches and laying back to slide them down over his hips. Janick groaned, licking his lips as the thick cock 


came into view, crawling up Markus’ legs and taking it into his mouth. 


Markus hissed, tangling his fist in Janick's hair and holding his head, tugging when teeth scraped his shaft, 
Janick sucking hard as he took it down to the base, clamping his lips tight to drag over the skin as he moved 
his head back. Markus fucked his mouth, rolling his hips up to meet the tongue swirling over the head and 
then licking down only to flatten around the underside and drag up the thick vein, cursing as the tip poked the 
slit. 


Janick lifted his head, getting up on his knees and unlacing his breeches, laughing when Markus pushed him 
over onto his back and kneeled between his thighs, nearly yanking the cloth down over his groin and walking 
back as he pulled it down his legs. Tossing them aside, Markus put a hand on each of Jan's ankles, letting his 
fingers tease up the length of his legs as he moved forward again. Lifting Jan's legs onto his shoulder, Markus 


sat between them, sliding his own legs up alongside Janick's supine form. 


Sticking his fingers in his mouth, Markus then teased them over Janick's hole, grinning when he shivered and 
moaned. Reaching up to Janick's cock, Markus dragged his fingers over the head and gathered the precum 
glistening there, dipping his hand back down and using it to ease the passage of his finger into Janick's arse. 
Janick slid his hands under Markus’ legs, rubbing the muscles in his thighs as he tipped his head back, his arse 
tightening around the finger now thrusting in and out, the slight burn quickly overshadowed by the pleasurable 
fullness. Markus added another, his cock twitching, needing to be buried in the clinging heat around his fingers. 
With a muttered curse, he slipped them free, scooting forward until the tip of his cock was against Janick's 


arse. 


Markus draped Janick's legs over his thighs, pushing the head of his cock into his arse and then lifting him up, 
setting him down on his lap as the shaft slid into his hole. Janick wrapped his legs around Markus, crossing his 
ankles behind his back and resting his arms on his shoulders, clenching the ring of muscle around the base of 


Markus' thick cock. 


Markus groaned, cupping his hands under the cheeks of Janick's arse and lifting him, raising him slowly up the 
shaft as Janick moaned, lowering him back down and rocking his hips up to meet him, Janick's thighs tightening 


around him as he moved him a bit faster. Janick used the brace of his arms on Markus’ shoulders to move 
himself as well, both men staring at each other as they found a rhythm, the physical effort keeping the 
thrusts slow and deep. Markus bent his knees, pushing against Janick and forcing him closer to his chest, 
Janick's cock caught between their bodies as Markus flexed his arms, lifting Janick until the head of his cock 
felt the tight grasp of the ring before dropping him back down, the hard stabs drawing a grunt from Janick as 
his arse crashed down onto Markus’ thighs. 


Long, drawn out strokes into the soft vise of Janick's arse, the hard cock rubbing between their stomachs and 
the sounds around them had both men breathing hard, sweat trickling over the trembling muscles in Markus’ 
chest and arms as he moved Janick faster on his cock Markus turned, rolling them over and pinning Janick 
under him, the slow easy strokes now slamming hard into Janick's arse, jarring his body with every thrust. 
Reaching between them, Markus wanked Janick cock, pumping it hard, Janick's head tipping back as he cried out 


and came, his seed splashing between them. 


Markus bellowed, raising himself and lifting Janick up onto his shoulders, driving his cock into him with powerful 
thrusts, his back arcing into a bow as he shuddered and came, the warmth of his seed in Janick's arse making 


him spasm, the walls gripping and releasing in fluttering waves. 


Markus lowered him back to the blanket, Janick's legs slowly unwrapping and falling to the side, tremors 
running through his thighs. Markus felt the shivering in his own body, muscles shaking with release and 
fatigue. 


Rolling slowly away, he felt his cock pop free of Janick's arse, a low grumble from Janick making him grin. Flat 


on their backs, they rested, listening to the continuing sounds of the others around them. 


Singly or in pairs, thirteen men drifted toward a single blanket, joining Nicko as he watched Ale and Andi, Ale's 
long frame stretched out on top of the broader body of the blonde, kissing each other with utter abandon as 
hands groped and grabbed. Ale moaned into Andi‘s mouth, pulling free and nipping and licking down his neck, 
tasting the sweat and skin, Andis hands stroking his back as he tipped his head back, allowing Ale's mouth to 
explore his flesh. 


Ale's tongue traced the line of Andi's collarbone, dipping into the hollow at the base of his throat and then 
down onto his chest, shimmying lower on his body as he lapped and nibbled until he reached a hard nipple, 
sucking it into his mouth and gently closing his teeth around it. Andi hissed, arching up and fisting his hands 
into Ale's curls, holding his head tight against his chest as Ale tugged the nub, drawing back and trailing his 
tongue across Andis chest to tease the other until Andi cursed, urging his head down. 


Long slow swipes of his tongue led Ale to Andi's stomach, the tip circling his navel and then delving inside, 

making Andi let out a breathless laugh and squirm under him. A little lower and Ale felt the head of Andi's 
cock bump the underside of his jaw, smearing a trail of slick precum over his skin, Andi shuddering at the 
brush of stubble on the sensitive tip. 


Ale slid lower, letting his face brush down the length of Andi's cock, turning it slowly from side to side and 
rubbing over Andis groin. Andi moaned, tugging gently on Ale's hair, his legs falling open around the lean body 
as Ale slid lower still, turning his head and kissing Andi's inner thigh. Lifting himself up, Ale slid higher, lowering 
his head and extending his tongue, licking up the underside of Andis cock, tracing the thick vein, rolling his 
tongue over the head and taking the shaft in his hand, holding it around the base. Andi sighed, closing his eyes 
as Ale lapped at his cock, his fingers petting the lad's head. 


Nicko groaned, jumping slightly when a warm body pressed against his back, Adrian's arm coming around and 
taking his cock in his hand and pumping it slowly. Bodies arranged themselves around Andi and Ale, hands 
stroking and teasing, caught up in the spectacle of the two. 


Andi rolled his head to the side, giving them a lazy grin, his eyes closing again as Ale took his cock in his 
mouth. Ale's tongue's fluttered down the shaft, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked back up, his hand still holding 
the base, moving his mouth slowly, shifting onto his side to let his own hard cock have room. His long fingers 
lifted Andi's balls, rolling them gently before closing around, giving them a soft squeeze. 


Andi tugged his hair, urging Ale to lift his head, sitting up and putting a hand under his chin and lifting his 
mouth away from his cock. Ale looked up at him through heavy lidded eyes, licking swollen lips and smiling. 
Andis groan was echoed by several, the sweet innocence on Ale's face as erotic as the hand that still teased 


Andis cock, Andi shifting around and urging Ale onto his back and stretching out beside him. 


Starting with a soft kiss on his lips, Andi nuzzled down onto Ale's neck, licking the skin, soft sucking kisses down 
the strong line of his pulse, working his way down to Ale's chest. His mouth closed over a nipple, his fingers 
teasing the other bud as he nibbled and sucked, laving it with his tongue, licking his way over Ale's chest and 
switching off. Ale squirmed under him, his hands clenching and pressing his fists around Andi's shoulders, 


sighing as the hot mouth moved down onto his stomach, tracing the line of hair to his groin 


Ale jumped when Andi blew a stream of air over the leaking head of his cock, a shaky groan coming from deep 
in his chest when Andis mouth moved over the underside of the shaft, slow wet sucking kisses up the vein, 
rasping his tongue over the head and drawing it into his mouth, his hand running over Ale's thigh and slipping 


between his legs as his mouth moved down the shaft of his cock. Ale's hands dug into the blanket, his breaths 


coming in soft moans, light shivers running up and down his spine as Andi's fingers brushed behind his balls. 


Andi began gently fucking Ale's cock with his mouth, letting his fingers slip back to brush over the pucker and 
then drifting them forward to stroke his balls, taking the head of his cock into his throat and sucking strongly 
as he lifted his head. Running the underside of his tongue over the tip, curling it around the flared head and 
then lapping and licking back down, only to do it all again until Ale's moans grew louder, his hips starting to 
thrust up to push his cock deeper. 


Reluctantly, Andi let Ale's cock fall from his lips, turning his head and grinning at Nicko. "Sweet" Nicko nodded, 
not trusting his voice, his cock still nestled in Adrian's hand. Andi sat up, placing his hand on Ale's hip. "Turn 
over." Ale turned, reaching under himself to hold his cock up against his stomach as he settled back on the 


blanket, parting his legs when Andis hand slipped between. Andi's fingers teased over the back of his sac, 
stroking the soft skin and then back over the patch between his balls and his hole. Bending over, Andi spread 
Ale's cheeks with his finger and thumb. 


Ale whimpered, writhing under him when Andi's tongue touched his hole, several long swipes before using the 
tip to circle round, pressing against him and wiggling the tip until it worked inside. Stiffening the muscle, Andi 
pushed it deeper, Ale moaning again, his legs spreading wider as Andi's fingers pressed that place right behind 
his sac, twisting and turning his tongue as it moved past the ring. Impatience winning out over enjoyment, Andi 
withdrew his tongue, easing a finger inside of Ale, letting a line of saliva fall from his mouth to prepare the 


tight hole, his finger moving easily in the slick heat. 


Ale moaned, pushing back to meet Andi's hand, lifting his hips and shivering as a second was added, soft cries 
of pleasure dripping from his lips as Andi curled his fingers inside him. Andi groaned, his cock aching to feel 
that tight heat, carefully withdrawing his fingers and sitting back on his heels, wanking himself slowly. "Turn 
over." Ale pulled his leg high, turning and settling onto his back, his thighs still spread around Andi. 


Placing Ale's legs on his shoulders, Andi held his cock in his hand, putting the tip against Ale's hole and letting 
his weight press it forward, the muscle opening and spreading over the flared head until it popped inside, 
clamping down on the ridge. Andi gritted his teeth, pushing just a bit in and then drawing it back, feeling the 
tight clamp move down the shaft, the heat inside washing over his cock and conforming around it. Another 


slow push, more slipping inside, drawing back, waiting a moment and then leaning forward again, taking his time 


sinking the throbbing flesh into Ale. 


A collective sigh went up as Andi reached bottom, his balls pressing against Ale’s arse, his cock caught in a 
velvety warmth that pulsed around him. Ale moved his legs down to wrap them round Andi's waist, his eyes 
mere slits as he panted quietly. Warm fingers brushed the hair out of his eyes; he turned his head to see 
Nicko leaning toward him, his eyes filled with lust but his smile gentle and warm. Ale smiled back, reaching up 
and taking Nicko's hand and bringing to his mouth, kissing the tips of his fingers. 


Nicko hissed as Ale's tongue darted out and laved the rough pads, Andi leaning forward and lapping at them too 
before turning and twining his tongue around Ale's. Another chorus of groans from the watching men as he 
drew Ale's tongue into his mouth, kissing him slowly, his hips pulling back and thrusting forward with lengthy 
strokes, pulling his cock out until the back of the head was against the ring before pressing it back. 


Ale's arms wrapped around Andis shoulders, his head tipping back as Andi's mouth moved back down to his 
neck, nipping and sucking as he slowly increased the pace of his thrusts, long strokes in and out of Ale's hole. 
Ale tightened his legs, his fingers digging into Andis back, urging him faster, encouraged by the rising pleasure 
in his body and the murmured words from the men surrounding them. 


Andi braced himself up on his hands, rocking back and forth over Ale, hissing as the lad's cock rubbed against 
him, leaving long trails of precum on his stomach, his balls drawing up with a familiar ache. Moving faster, he 
fucked his cock harder into the squirming, twisting body under him, Ale thrusting against him, the rising sound 
of their flesh slapping together marking their increasing pace. 


Andi groaned, fighting the rising tide of lust creeping up his spine, his strokes no longer smooth but pounding 
into Ale with hard jerks of his hips, his breath whistling between his clenched teeth, his cock stabbing into the 
tight vise that felt as if it was pulling the skin from his body, Ale's moans changing to wails as he shuddered 
and squirmed under him. A last hard gasp and Ale's body bowed under him, his legs locked around his hips as 
warm wetness splashed between them, Ale's cock shooting his come over their stomachs and chest. Andi 
groaned, the sound rising until he threw his head back and rammed forward, lifting Ale higher off the blanket, 
grinding his cock inside of him as he bathed the walls of Ale's arse with his seed, the convulsing muscles 


wringing every bit of his come from his balls. 


Shaking, Ale fell back onto the blanket, Andi keeping most of his weight on his hands as he lowered himself, 
covering Ale's mouth in a last lingering kiss as the final shudders of his orgasm ran up his spine. Turning his 
body, Andi pulled his softening cock from Ale's arse, laying beside him and resting his forehead on the sweat 


covered shoulder. 


Their initial urgency sated but rejuvenated by the show they had just witnessed, the fourteen men converged 
into a single mass, bodies seeking pleasure wherever it could be found. Andi and Ale rested for a few moments 
before hands drew them into the fold, the tangle of arms and legs and cocks seeming endless with one flowing 
into the next, all with a united purpose of hedonistic pleasure and reaffirmation of life. No jealousy and no 
inhibitions, just a seething mass of flesh undulating like the ripples on the water that crashed against the 
shore, until one by one they found themselves falling into oblivion, drained in both body and mind. 


Twenty Eight 


Author's Notes: 
For the smuthounds-and you know who you are. ;) 


Ella was quiet as the moved down the beach, waiting until Michael spread the blanket out and took her hand to 
help her seat herself before finally speaking. 


"Michael?" 

Michael took a seat beside her, pulling his pipe from his pocket. "Aye?" 
"The men.are they..2" 

Michael raised an eyebrow. "Are they what, Ella?" 

Ella blushed, moving closer, tucking herself against his side as he drew her into his arms. "Are they..lovers?" 
Michael laughed. "I thought | explained. Some are, but tonight more will be." 
"But how.. mean.. they don't..do they?" 

Michael groaned, laughing quietly. "They do." 

"How?" 

‘It is the same mostly." 

"But they don't have..." 

"Nay, they do not have that, but they do have the other." 

Ella sat back, scowling at his amused tone. "But that's not for that!" 
Michael shrugged. "For them it is. For this." 

"You mean they. don't quite understand. How?" 


"Ella. Do you really want me to explain this?" 


"Aye!" 
Michael rolled his eyes. "| need a pipe for this.” 

Ella shook her head, plucking the pipe from his hand. "You do not. Now tell me." 
"Madam, | did not intend to spend the evening explaining how men fuck!" 

"Well, if you don't you're not going to get fucked yourself!" 

Michael swung his head around, eyes wide in mock indignation. "Ella! Such language!" 
Ella giggled. "Oh, come on Michael. Just tell me, then we can forget about it" 
Michael sighed. "Fine. But if it shocks you, do not blame me." 

Ella curled herself back into his side. "I won't" 


Michael snorted as he looked down at her. "Well, it is more or less the same, just a different place. Since there 


is only.one..for a man that is where..." 

"But doesn't that hurt And isnt it..2" 

"Madam, do you wish me to explain this or not?" 

Ella rolled her eyes. "I'll be quiet" 

Another snort. "I question your sincerity in that, madam. Just like with a man and woman, there are different 
levels of affection If it is just a.well, if there is no..." Michael sighed. "Ella, | am just going to be 
straightforward. Just as with a man and a woman, two men may have a pleasant encounter, or there may be 
genuine feelings of companionship and they are as much a couple as the mixed pair. They will kiss, caress, 
cuddle -- all of the things that a man and woman do. With sex, the only difference is that unlike a woman, a 
man does not have the same..." 

"I know that Michael. It just doesn't seem as if that would be very..nice." 

"Will you please shut up and let me speak? | thought you were going to be quiet?" 

"Fine!" 


"Do not get huffy madam or | will have to...” 


Ella pushed herself to her feet, stalking off in the direction of the fire. "Nevermind Michael, I'll just go see 


what happens." 


Michael opened his mouth to call her back and then closed it with a snap, instead getting to his feet and 
following behind her. Her steps hesitated as she got close enough for the fire to illuminate the sights around 
it, the sounds filtering back to their ears. Michael stopped and watched her closely as she crossed her arms 
over her chest and stared, eyes wide. Ella could feel him behind her; even as her eyes took in the goings on 
around the fire she could tell when he closed the distance, unsurprised when long arms wrapped around her 
waist, the heat of his breath washing over her neck. "Seen enough?" 


Ella nodded, stumbling slightly when she turned, gasping when she was swept up into Michael's arms and 
carried with long strides back to their blanket. Setting her down, Michael pulled her against him, dropping his 
head and kissing her hard, his fingers undoing the laces on the back of her dress and pushing it off her 
shoulders to fall into a puddle at her feet. 

Ella squealed, starting to laugh as she was swept up again, this time deposited gently on her arse in the middle 
of the blanket, watching with hooded eyes as Michael quickly stripped and joined her, bearing her back onto the 
sand and burying his face in her throat, sucking up the skin and running his tongue over the line of her jaw 
before covering her mouth with his own. 

Ella wrapped her arms round his neck, pushing her tongue into his mouth and teasing his, feeling the rush of 
air as he groaned, his leq moving over hers. Michael reared back when her hand pushed at his chest, propping 
himself up on his elbow and staring down into her eyes. 

"Madam, this is not the time..." 

"Does that feel good?" 

"Ella, questions later, right now...” 


"Does it?" 


Michael swore loudly, glaring down at her as she giggled. "There is something inside of a man that when it is 


touched, either by a finger or another man's cock make it very pleasurable. Now, may we..?" 
"Wait, Michael!" Ella pushed his chest again. "But not in a woman?" 

"Nay. Although some women do enjoy the different feeling of it. Now, may we..?" 

"| want to try it" 

This time Michael sat back on his own. "You do?" 


Ella giggled again at the comical expression of surprise on his face. Reaching down, she took his cock in her 


hand, stroking it slowly. "Aye." 


Michael groaned, his hips pushing forward to feel more of her delicate touch. "Madam, it is not always easy, 


and well, if the cock is..." 
| trust you." 


Michael shook his head; the look in her eyes told him she meant what she said. "I don't want to hurt you, Ella 


We will have to go slowly, and if you cannot bear it you must promise to tell me." 
Ella bit her lip, turning her head slightly to look at him, her fingers lightly stroking his cock. "It will hurt?" 


Michael's long fingers stroked her body, starting at her throat and running down over her breasts and 


stomach in long sweeping caresses, feeling her shiver when they ghosted over her nipple. "I will be careful not 


to’ 
Ell nodded. "Then | want to." 
apenas 

Ella gave his shaft a gentle squeeze. "Aye" 


Michael's fingers rested against her cheek, his head lowering over hers to kiss her, his tongue demanding as it 
entered her mouth. His fingers traced down over her neck, moving lower until they slipped between her legs, 
stroking her sex, parting the lips and letting the tip of a finger glide over the slick bud. Ella moaned into his 
mouth, her hand cupping the back of his head as she sucked his tongue, hips rising to press herself against his 
hand. 


Michael ran his finger down her slit, wetting it in her arousal and letting it drift down to rub the slippery fluid 
over the puckered ring, feeling her tense against him. He made no attempt to enter her, simply working his 
fingers back up her slit and pushing a second between the soft folds, again dragging them down and adding 


more of the wetness to her hole. 


Michael ran his tongue over her jaw and along her neck, pressing his mouth to her ear and murmuring a soft 
combination of words and sounds, slipping his thumb inside her pussy as he pressed the tip of his middle finger 
to the ring of muscle. Ella whimpered, her body instinctively tensing as his finger pushed against her, 
shuddering as she felt an odd burning pain when the tip spread her open for the first time. Michael moved his 
thumb in small circles, taking the lobe of her ear into his mouth and sucking it, the distraction making her 
forget the splitting sensation in her arse and letting the tip of his finger slip inside her. 


Ella's eyes opened wide, staring into his. "Oh..." 


Michael grinned, gently working his finger deeper, pulling it back and slowly pressing it forward until it reached 


the second knuckle. "Hurt?" 


"A little, but.it feels.different" Michael frowned, stopping the movement of his finger. Ella shook her head. 
"Don't stop, its not hurtful pain, more of..oh" 


Michael had pulled his finger back and pushed it inside her again, this time all the way until the palm of his 
hand pressed against her. Keeping it deep inside her, Michael moved it around, circling from side to side, letting 
it rub the soft walls, watching her intently for any sign of discomfort. 


"Any pain?" 


Ella shook her head, her breath coming a little faster. Michael snorted, pulling his entire hand back and then 
thrusting it forward, filling both her holes at once. A soft gasp made him do it again, Ella's hand clinging to his 
forearm and pushirg it against her groin, her hips starting to rock up to meet his fingers. 


Ella whimpered when Michael pushed the tip of a second finger inside of her, clenching around him. Michael 
waited, again moving his thumb inside her pussy, sucking ard licking her neck, more soft words of 
encouragement breathed into her ear until he felt her relax. Both fingers now slid inside her, Michael gritted 
his teeth as he felt the snug warmth close around them, his cock pressed tight to Ella's hip, smearing a 
glistening trail of precum over her skin with every shift of their bodies. 


Nudging his thigh under her leg, he lifted it over his, opening her up as he started to carefully fuck her arse 
with his fingers, moving and twisting them inside her, scissoring them open and stretching her hole. Rising up 
on his knees, he lifted her leg and pushed it up toward her chest, moving over to kneel between her thighs, 
taking his thumb from inside her and turning his wrist to thrust his fingers at a different angle, his eyes still 
intent on her face to be sure that the discomfort of the new position was only momentary, her eyes 


squeezing shut for a moment before her face relaxed again. 


Ella bit her lip as Michael withdrew his fingers, opening her eyes to look up at him. Brushing her hair back 
from her face, he smiled, pressing the tip of his cock against her pussy and sinking it inside, her legs wrapping 
around him. Michael thrust into her, long strokes till he nearly pulled free, just the tip inside and then driving 
the entire length of his cock into her. Ella moaned, her eyes again drifting shut, tightening the muscles around 
him, the seemingly endless movements of his thick cock in and out of her body sending slow curling waves of 


pleasure radiating out from her groin, bringing a heaviness to her limbs. 


Ella cursed, digging her fingers into the blanket when he pulled completely out, Michael laughing quietly, lifting 


her legs from around his waist and resting her calves on his shoulders. "Open your eyes." 


Ice blue met coffee brown, holding each other in a silent caress as the tip of his cock moved down to rub 
against her arse. Michael leaned his weight forward, Ella's eyes widening as the ring stretched around the 
flared head of his cock, whimpering softly, his fingers having opened her but still feeling the burning fullness 
as his cock entered her body. 


Michael stopped with only the head inside, groaning as the ring flexed around him, parting Ella's slit and rubbing 
her clit, teasing it with slow circles and flicking his nail over the bud, letting more of his cock ease inside her 
as she twisted under him, moaning and pushing up, seeking more of the teasing contact. He pulled back, 
continuing to play with the hard nub of flesh as he slid back in, each stroke moving him further inside. 


Ella moaned, biting her lip as with a last strong thrust, Michael's cock slid fully inside her. Michael stayed still, 
letting her adjust to the pressure of the hard flesh filling her arse, gently rubbing her clit, his other hand 
lightly stroking her stomach. Feeling her relax, he pulled back, leaving the head inside and then pushed forward 
to bury himself in the clinging heat, using long, slow strokes, waiting until Ella began to rise to meet the 
thrusts before moving a bit faster. 


Ella wasn't sure when the discomfort faded and turned to a pleasure unlike when his cock had been inside her 
before, but the sheer intimacy and the decadence of the act seemed to make it sweeter. Michael drove his 
cock a little faster and harder, groaning when she slid her legs down and wrapped them around his waist, his 


fingers pinching and rubbing her clit. 


Bending his body, he braced his hands on either side of Ella's head, rolling her hips up as he leaned forward, 
dropping his head to lap at her nipples, sucking one into his mouth and nipping the bud, the hair on his groin 
pressing into her slit as he fucked her arse in quickening thrusts. 


Ella's hands curled around Michael's arms, her head titled back as she arched against him, welcoming the thick 
shaft as it pounded inside her, jarring her body with every thrust, forcing her breath out in soft pants. 
Michael was gritting his teeth; the incredible tightness that surrounded his cock was hot and soft, clinging to 
his cock as it burrowed deep inside, the drag on the shaft as he withdrew making him groan. 


The orgasm seemed to come from nowhere, Ella felt the pleasure slowly build until with a hard press of his 
hips Michael dragged up along her slit, the pressure of his flesh sending a shock of heat straight up her spine. 
The next thrust gathered it back, sending it in a bolt of fire that started from the ends of her fingers and 
even her toes, coiling along every nerve in her body and centering it in her groin. One final stroke and Ella cried 
out, her legs locking around Michael's waist, her hands gripping his arms so tightly she felt his flesh give 
under her nails, writhing and rubbing herself against him as she came. 


The pulsing spasms that ran through Ella's body caught Michael's cock in a wave of contractions that held him 
firm, grinding against her arse as he threw back his head and came with a loud cry, his come spurting inside 


her. 


Shuddering above her, Michael kept his weight on his hands, waiting until the last tremors ran through Ella's 
body before slowly pulling his cock from her arse, moving to lay beside her and turning her into his arms, 
pulling her head to his chest, and pushing her hair back from her face as they both caught their breath, Ella's 
leg inching over his thighs. Michael took a deep breath and sighed, putting a finger under her chin and tipping 
her face up. Smiling, he kissed the tip of her nose and raised an eyebrow. 


"Well?" 


Ella murmured softly, snuggling into his side. "Nice, but it is different” 

"Of course it is madam." 

Ella giggled, yawning and stretching, and then frowning. "Ow." 

"Aye, you may be a bit tender." 

"Its not so bad" Sighing, Ella reached up and kissed Michael's check. "After all, I'm a pirate right?" 
Michael snorted and rolled his eyes. "Aye madam, you are indeed." 


Bruce rolled over, opening his eyes in the darkness, his hand reaching out and finding the warm body curled 
next to him. Running his hand down Steve's chest, he grinned when another moved to intercept his, fingers 


linking and stopping him with both resting on Steve's stomach. 


"Awake are you?" Steve's voice was soft, his other arm wrapping around Bruce's shoulders and pulling him 


closer. 

"Aye. How long have you been awake?" 

"Not long." 

Both men grew quiet when Kirk stirred, sighing in his sleep. Bruce sat up, tugging Steve's hand and pulling him 
up to sit beside him. Inclining his head, he caught the flash of Steve's smile, both of them getting quietly to 
their feet and gathering their clothes and boots, moving away from the still slumbering pair. 

Walking down toward the water, Steve nudged Bruce with his shoulder and headed off to an outcrop of rock, 
the top flat and smooth, the two of them carefully climbing up the side and spreading out their clothes to 
provide what cushion they could before sitting back down. Steve spread his legs, drawing Bruce back between 


his thighs and wrapping his arms around him as Bruce relaxed against his chest. 


Steve nuzzled Bruce's shoulder, linking their fingers and holding Bruce's hands in his as he crossed his arms 


over Bruce's stomach. "You alright with things now?" 
Bruce nodded. "Aye. He has nothing over me anymore." 


"Good" 


Both were quiet for a few minutes, staring out over the black water. Bruce shifted, taking a deep breath. “That 


was just last night, right?" 

Steve frowned. "What?" 

"You don't want to..." 

"Nay. It was fun, but I'm content with what | have." 

Bruce grinned. "And what do you have?" 

Steve nipped the same spot he had been nuzzling a few minutes before. "That" 

Bruce sighed. "Steve, I..." 

"| know." 

Bruce shifted around, leaning his head back on Steve's bicep. "You know what?" 

"What you were going to say." 

Bruce screwed his face into an exaggerated frown. "You do? How would you know?" 

Steve rolled his eyes. "I just do." 

"You know | was going to say | hate to bring this up now but my arse is cold?" 

Steve growled, bending Bruce back over his leg and pushing him to lay flat on the rock, swiftly turning his body 
and throwing a leg over his hips and settling himself on Bruce's groin, setting his weight down carefully. Pinning 
Bruce's arms above his head, he crossed his wrists, easily holding him as Bruce started to laugh. Grumbling, 
Steve ran his fingers over Bruce's ribs, making him squirm as the touch tickled, Steve grinning as well and 
continuing the torture until Bruce was shouting, laughing through the vile threats he was making if Steve didn't 


stop. 


Changing tactics, Steve combed his fingers through the hair on Bruce's pecs until he reached his nipple, 
pinching the nub and rolling it between his fingers, Bruce's laughter fading as he arched up into the touch. 


Steve relaxed, giving Bruce to opportunity he had been waiting for. With a lurch of his body, he turned them 
over, pinning Steve under him and trying to pin his arms, the two men laughing and wrestling around on the 
top of the rock, groping and grabbing until Bruce found himself pinned again, the dark eyes of his lover looking 
into his own, both of them laughing as they tried to catch their breath. Bruce panted under him, the last 
edges of laughter fading as he looked up at Steve. Sliding his hand under Steve's hair, he cupped the back of 


his neck. "I wasn't going to say my arse was cold” 


Steve gave a nod, the corner of his mouth lifted in a half smile. "I know." Lowering his head, he brushed his lips 


over Bruce's. Strong fingers pulled him closer, Bruce raising his head to return the soft caress. 


Unhurried, the urgency of lust overshadowed by the feelings shared in the smallest touch, the merest brush 
of lips over flesh, under the cloak of the night and basked in the glow of the moonlight they explored and 
discovered, finding places that made one shiver and moan, the other marking it in his mind, never to be 
forgotten. The next moment sent a shaky groan echoing through the quiet, a different place that made the 
breath catch and the fingers clench. 


Fingers and hands no longer enough, the discovery began anew, this time with lips, teeth and tongues, leaving no 
inch of flesh unexplored. Bruce nearly lost his mind from the rolling waves of white hot pleasure that crested 
over his skin when Steve's mouth sucked and licked over his inner thigh, his tongue dragging through the 
crease at his groin before licking down the front, nipping along the edge of the muscle. Taking Steve's hand, 
Bruce brought it to his mouth, licking the palm and then sweeping his tongue up over his thumb, curling it 
around the tip before sucking it into his mouth. Steve moaned against Bruce's thigh, shifting around to allow 
his cock room, the head rubbing over Bruce's side. 


The first rays of the false dawn were streaking the sky by the time they moved on, each of them wet with 
sweat and the other's saliva from the greedy touch of the other, the only place left alone the trembling flesh 
that strained up to their stomachs and the heavy sacs underneath. Stretching out on their sides, they faced 
each other, moving closer until their bodies pressed together from chest to thighs, linking their fingers and 
letting them rest on their hips. Bruce leaned forward, lifting his head and tilting it as he searched for Steve's 
mouth, finding it waiting, the kiss soft and relaxed, mouths closed and only the lightest movement of lips. 


Again, time seemed to fade away, long slow dragging kisses that left both of them breathless, their chests 
rubbing together as they shifted closer. Lazy licks and swipes around each other's mouths, nothing left 
untasted, probing each crevice until forced to draw back for breath, only to start up again, until they could 
not tell where one began and the other ended, nerve endings screaming in unison under their skin, no longer 
sperate entities but a single mass of raw emotion, transcending lust and reaching a place that had them both 
shaking with need for the final step that would truly join their beings. With a last kiss, Steve rolled onto his 


back, tugging Bruce's hand to turn him as well. 


Eyes so black that they seemed bottomless, as if looking into them would spiral you down into a place from 
which you could never return, Steve ran a shaking hand over Bruce's cheek. "I need you." 


Bruce eased his body on top of Steve, both men shuddering as their cocks rubbed together, their balls heavy 
and aching as the sacs pressed against each other. Bruce slid down Steve's body, prompting him to arch his 
back and cry out, the pressure of Bruce's weight nearly making him come as the flesh and hair teased the 
purpled head of his cock Bruce lifted Steve's legs, resting his calves on his shoulders and wetting his fingers in 
his mouth, slipping one easily inside Steve's tight hole. Steve moaned, his hands fisting the twisted piles of 
clothes under him, rolling his hips up to urge Bruce's finger to move inside him, crying out when it curled and 
brushed over his prostate. Fighting the urge to wank his cock, he hissed and twisted under Bruce's touch, 


swallowing hard as a second finger joined the first, Bruce's fingers fucking him at a slow and leisurely pace, 


belying the urgency that was beginning to creep through their bodies. 


Bruce's hand was shaking as he withdrew his fingers, groaning from the contact of his own hand on his cock as 
he pushed the head into Steve's arse, sinking deep as he leaned forward, Steve's legs slipping down around him 
as he angled his body up to wrap an arm around Bruce's neck, his arse tightening around the thick cock inside 
him. Bruce remained still, fighting the overwhelming need to come as the soft heat enclosed his cock, holding it 


and wrapping around it in a velvet grip as firm as the fingers that clutched his neck. 


Slow. Long. Steady. Pulling out until the tight ring gripped the ridge below the head. Hesitate. Push back inside, 
until the ring grips the base. Again. Again. Bruce groaned with every stroke, wanting nothing more that to let 
go of the tight rein of control and pound furiously into Steve but forcing himself to continue the lazy fuck, 


ignoring Steve's curses and pleas for his cock to move faster and harder. 


Steve tightened his legs around Bruce, urging him to increase his pace, grunting with the effort of trying to 
force the strong flanks to uncoil the power he knew lay inside them, needing Bruce to stop the slow aching 
tease. Steve nearly sighed in relief as the strokes speeded up at bit, still deliberate and measured, Bruce 
groaning and shaking above him, fighting himself as well as Steve's demands. 


Bruce reached between them, gripping Steve's cock in a circle formed by his thumb and index finger, running 
he ring up and down the shaft; Steve cursed and reached between them as well, trying to force Bruce's others 
fingers to close around him. Bruce suddenly rammed his hips forward, jarring Steve's body as he arched and 
cried out, thrusting into Bruce's hand. Bruce released Steve's cock, taking a firm hold on his wrist and pinning 
his arms down by his sides, controlling every movement of Steve's body with his own, their eyes locked as 
Steve fought to take some measure of dominance back, sweat making their flesh slide together. Bruce threw 
his head back, pulling his cock from Steve's arse and leaning over to bury his face in Steve's throat, biting and 
licking the skin. 


Steve tore his arms free, rolling Bruce onto his back and getting up on his knees, grabbing Bruce's arm and 
yanking him up as well. "Turn around." Steve's voice was a hiss of air, his cock so hard that Bruce could see it 
twitch, precum running down over the head and winding a path down the shaft. Bruce moaned and turned, 
letting Steve push him forward and feeling him move into place between his calves, the head of Steve's cock 
pushing inside him with no warning, the thick precum and sweat the only lube. Bruce moaned, pushing back, 
even the burning pain making his balls draw up as Steve split him wide, no caring or gentleness but with an 


animalistic frenzy that quickly turned the pain to a heated coil of lustful pleasure. 


Leaning over Bruce's back, Steve wrapped his arms around his chest, pulling him upwards until Bruce's splayed 
thighs straddled his own, the movement sinking the rest of his cock inside Bruce. Wrapping one hand around 
Bruce's cock, Steve pulled back, slamming his hips up, Bruce crying out but shoving his arse down to meet him, 
the lazy fuck now nothing more than a rut, bodies slapping together, Steve's hand on Bruce's cock harsh and 
demanding, his other hand palming Bruce's balls and massaging them roughly. Each stab of his cock into Bruce's 
arse drove him into Steve's hand, Bruce's arms reaching back to grab onto Steve's hips to try to brace 
himself, the muscles in his thighs trembling as he impaled himself on the driving cock filling his arse. 


Facing the dawn, they greeting the morning with an offer of lust, Steve biting Bruce's shoulder and tasting the 
coppery blood as his teeth broke the skin, Bruce howling as the pain drove another spike of heat to his groin, 
fucking in the most base definition of the word. 


The first ray of gold burst into the sky as Bruce cried out, as if the line of gold was the crowning touch to 
the pleasure that coiled up his spine, Steve's hand giving his cock several more hard wanks before the first 
spray of come exploded from the tip, arching through the still air and splashing down on the rock, Steve's hand 
wringing each subsequent burst as Bruce writhed on his thighs, grinding down and forcing Steve's cock as deep 
as it could reach into him. Bruce's fingers dug into Steve's hips, his head thrown back as he shouted his 


release. 


Steve grunted, a final snap of his hips as his cock was imprisoned in an embrace of violent contractions inside 
Bruce's arse, wringing the come from his balls, his seed erupting from his cock to spray the grasping walls, his 


cry joining with Bruce's to shatter the morning air. 


Panting and trembling, Bruce sagged back, shivering with the aftershocks of the wild rut, Steve nearly falling 
with him as he sat back on his haunches, trying to hold them both up as his head fell forward to rest on 
Bruce's shoulder, his hands releasing their holds and sliding around Bruce's ribs to wrap him in a tight 
embrace. Quiet now, sated and heavy eyed, their bodies hovering on the edge of exhaustion, they watched the 
sun break over the horizon before giving in to the drag of exhaustion and stretching out on the rock, Steve 


curling around Bruce's back, both of them drifting off into sleep. 


A very feminine giggle dragged them both from sleep, Steve lifting his head to peer sleepily over Bruce's 
shoulder at the source of the sound Bruce grumbled, his eyes still closed, unwilling to move from his 


comfortable spot in Steve's arms. 
"If you do not get up you will have to swim back to the ship." Grinning, Michael took a long pull on his pipe. 


Steve nudged Bruce with his chest, blushing when he realized the three standing in front of them had a full 
display of Bruce's body. "Bruce, wake up." 


Bruce blinked slowly, grinning back at the three facing him. "Good morn" 

Markus snorted. "Looks as if it was an even better night" 

Bruce turned his head, looking at Steve. "Aye." Turning back, he stretched, missing the three pairs of eyebrows 
raised in amusement. "| trust your evening was enjoyable as well?" Feeling Steve start to shake behind him, he 


again turned his head, frowning as the snorts of laughter grew louder. "And what is so bloody funny?" 


Michael pulled his pipe from his mouth, ice blue eyes glittering with laughter. "I would not call it funny, exactly. 
More, ah, shall we say, entertaining?" 


Ella giggled again, leaning into Michael's body. "Interesting even 

Markus raised an eyebrow. "Indeed, perhaps even enjoyable?" 

Steve unlaced his fingers from Bruce's and ran his hand down over Bruce's stomach, letting it brush his cock 
The dawning comprehension on Bruce's face sent them all into hysterics, the color flooding as far down as his 
chest where it disappeared into the whorls of hair. Cursing, he sat up, curling his body to cover himself as he 
glared at Steve. "You couldn't tell me?" 


Steve shrugged, sitting up as well, still laughed as he ducked a not very playful punch. "I tried" 


"Didn't try very bloody hard" Eyeing the still laughing trio, Bruce groaned, dropping his head and covering his 
face with his hands. "And not that it isn't enough that Michael and Markus stand there, but Ella?" 


Ella laughed even harder, her words coming in bursts between giggles. "It's not as bad as what | saw last right 


Bruce, so do not trouble yourself” 

Steve grinned at Michael. "I hesitate to ask what you showed her." 

Michael snorted. "I showed her nothing she had not seen before." Turning a mock glare on Ella when she 
smacked his arm, he continued. "However, she did see a rather intimate display from a few others. And 
probably would have stayed and watched if | had not physically removed her to our blanket." 

Now it was Markus' turn to look embarrassed. "You mean..2" 

Michael winked at Bruce and Steve. "Aye, she was curious." 

Markus blushed, setting the other four off. "How much.nay, do not tell me... 


Ella patted his arm. "Do not worry Markus, if | am ever asked | will say you gave a good account of yourself 


Snorts and hoots of laughter followed the still blushing figure of the Helloweens first mate as he turned and 
hurried back in the direction of the boats. "| don't want to know Ella!" 


Michael shook his head. "He will not be able to look you in the eye for months madam." 
Ella giggled again. "It wasn't his eyes | was looking at either Michael." 
Steve and Bruce burst out laughing, the Helloween's captain rolling his eyes. "Madam, now / do not want to hear. 


Bruce, Steve, we will meet you at the boat" Turning Ella, he gave her a swat on the arse. "Now come madam, 


before you embarrass anyone else." 


Bruce went straight across the cabin and flopped face down on the bed, letting out a muffled groan. Steve 
rolled his eyes, giving him a sharp swat on the arse. "Nay, get up. Work to do." 


Bruce swore into the bedclothes. Turning his head, he glared at Steve, the scowl getting darker when he 
started to laugh. "I need sleep." 


"Too bad. | want...” 
"You want, you want. What about what | want?" 


Steve sat down next to him as Bruce rolled over and pushed himself up to perch on the edge of the mattress. 


"And what do you want?" 
Bruce leaned his shoulder against Steve's. "Sleep." 


"Well, then sleep." Steve turned his head and nipped Bruce's shoulder. "I'll be back in a bit, l'm just going to make 


sure everything is set for..." 


A hard rapping sound cut him off. Sighing, Steve rose and answered the door. Janick gave him an apologetic 


grin. "Sails approaching Harry. It's the Leppard, and she's coming full speed." 

Desire for sleep forgotten, Bruce followed Steve from the cabin, standing beside him as they watched the 
Leppard draw closer. As soon as the ship had furled her sails and dropped anchor, a longboat was lowered, 
several figures climbing down into it and heading straight for the Maiden Both the Helloween and the Ray had 
lowered boats as soon as the Leppard had been spotted, both captains and their first mates standing with 
Edward as they watched the boat carrying Captain Elliott and Savage draw near. 


Steve touched Bruce's arm, motioning him to follow as he went to join the waiting group. Elliott climbed onto 


the deck, his face creased with worry. "They're coming. | almost got caught in port! 

Weikath shrugged. “Then it is time to leave. Do you know what course they are following Joseph?" 
Elliotts laugh was bitter. "Aye. Mine. They are less than a day behind me. 

Hansen swore, shooting a glance at Henjo. "Make ready, now" 

"The Maiden is ready," 

Head turned and nodded at Steve. "Give the orders” 


Steve hurried off, Bruce going to follow him when Head caught his arm. "Bruce, we need to plan the initial 


attack, will you join us?" At Bruce's nod, Head released him. "As soon as Harry is done, meet us in my cabin" 


The four captains hurried off, the first mates heading back to their ships to prepare to weigh anchor as soon 


as the captains returned. 


Plans completed, the captains returned to their ships, all four weighing anchor and running up their sails, 


heading into the deepening twilight to face a destiny which could be their greatest triumph..or their bitter end. 


Twenty Nine 


Author's Notes: 
Huge thanks to Andy for not only her usual awesome betaing, but for her help with those niggly details. And 
to both her and Lia for my many annoying \"does this work?\" moments in triad chat. 


Four ships. The dregs of polite society, the terror of any merchant attempting to cross their waters. The hron 
Maiden, captained by a monster that brought a stab of fear to the hearts of the bravest men. The Helloween, 
captained by a man so cold and arrogant that mercy was rarely expected -- and even more rarely given. The 
Gamma Ray, with her brash and unrepentant captain, new to the game but cultivating friendships with the 

best at her craft. The Def Leppard, crafty and bold, her captain at the top of the game of trickery and deceit. 


"Harry!" Turning from his conversation with the Maidens navigator, Harry watched Head approach, the captain's 


face tense, eyes already rimmed in red. "Everything ready?" 
"Aye." Harry could feel the adrenaline being to creep up, his body tense, his mind rapidly flipping through the 
preparations. "The only thing that concerns me are Lars and James. | don't think we would be amiss in locking 


them below." 


"They'll be fine. And they're going to need to save their own hides as well; they'll hang the same as the rest of 


us if we're taken." 

Harry nodded thoughtfully. "Aye, ‘tis true. Well, still, I'm going to try to keep a close watch on them." 

Head laughed, clapping him on the shoulder. "You do that Harry, with one of those thousand eyes you have." 
"Michael, is there anything..2" 

"Madam, it is best if you stay out of my way!" 


Ella threw her hands up, staring at his rapidly retreating back. "I'm not going to sit in the cabin and darn socks 
Michael! | want to help!" 


Markus and Andi flinched, taking several steps away from the irate woman when Captain Weikath spun on his 
heel and came back to face her, his expression so cold Ella found herself stepping back. "You want to help? 
Then do not add to my worries with your petty demands! Do you understand what is happening? This is not a 
game, nor training -- these men will be trying to kill you or at least take you prisoner to hang! And that is 
only after they are finished with youl Now, you want to help? Markus, find something for her to do that does 


not involve darning socks!" With that, Weikath turned and stalked off with long, angry strides. 


Ella let out the breath she'd been holding, turning to Markus and Andi and giving them a rueful smile. "I guess | 
need to understand that when he has to be the captain he's going to be the captain." 


Markus snorted "Aye, and he is deadly serious in what he says Ella” 


Andi nodded, agreeing with Markus. "Ella, are you sure you want to do this? | know you have done well, but 
there is a huge difference in shooting a target and shooting a man. The target will not scream." 


Markus cocked an eyebrow at her. "Nor does it bleed” 

Ella felt the first small shiver of uncertainty run down her spine. "I have to. | cannot have any of you 
concerning yourselves with me and not watching your own back. And | cannot have Michael paying more 
attention to where | am and if I'm safe than he is to his ship." 

Andi shook his head. "Ella, even if you slay half of the fleet, he will worry.” 

Ella sighed, chewing her lip. "Then | am damned if | do and damned if | don't, Andi." 

“Captain Hansen, there's something wrong with Henjo." 

Hansen looked up from the charts, frowning at Dirk. "What?" 


"| don't know. He's arguing with himself." 


Hansen snorted. "He does that Dirk. He's trying to argue everything that might go wrong so he is prepared for 
it 


Dirk laughed and shook his head. "I think he's scaring the crew." 

"Send him to me." 

Dirk nodded and hurried off. Hansen bent back over the charts, running a finger along the line that would lead 
them to intercept the Naval ships. A softly cleared throat got his attention, his head lifting to see a sheepish 
looking Henjo standing there. 


"I'm scaring the crew again?" 
g g 


Hanson laughed. "Aye." 


Henjo grinned. "I will try to argue quieter.” 


Hansen shook his head. "Do that Henjo." 


"Do you think this will work?" 

Elliott shrugged. "If it doesn't Sav, we're going to end up following Edward to Hell" 

Savage grinned. "Well, as much as | like the warm, | don't think l'm ready for that much of it" 
Captain Elliott laughed. "Then best to make sure we don't end up there, right?" 

Sav nodded. "Well, come whatever Captain Elliott, l'm proud to have served this ship, and you." 


Elliott gripped his shoulder. "And you'll be serving it for a long time to come Sav, a very long time." 


Darkness crept over the water, shrouding the four ships as they kept their course to intercept the Naval 
fleet, lights covered to allow the barest gleam to show, enough to let watchful eyes keep informed of the 
others position without broadcasting it to any distant watchers. 


The first pinpoints of light sighted in the distance signaled the location of their quarry, anchored for the night, 
secure in their bravado born of sheer size and confidence. The four ships divided, two going to port and two to 
starboard, setting themselves to be ready for the launch of the attack that would bring them another step 


closer to their destiny -- or their destruction. 


The Maiden and the Ray had gone to the port side, drawing abreast of the anchored ships and turning to bring 
themselves into range, dousing their lights and stilling all movement but that which was necessary to sail the 
ships. Their sails had been changed from the normal canvas to ones that were as black as the night, anything 
that would reflect even the slightest bit of moonlight covered, even the crews’ skin blackened by rubbing 
ashes on their flesh. Turning broadside, they waited. 


The Helloween and the Leppard set themselves on the starboard side of the fleet, cautiously moving close 
enough to the giant Frigates that towered over ther, silent and waiting for the agreed upon time to pass. At 
the appointed moment, Captain Weikath turned to Markus and nodded. 


The night ripped apart with the explosion of cannon fire, the Helloween's guns firing a split second before the 
other three ships echoed the sound, chain shot and solid ball whistling through the air to impact on the 


wooden deck and sides of the Naval ships. Confusion erupted on the vessels, the screams of the injured and 
wounded from the first volley filling the night with their misery and pain, another round of fire sending deadly 
missiles to batter the ships again. 


A loud crack and the sound of tearing timber signaled the falling of one of the masts on the Aerosmith, the 
heavy pole crashing to the deck and crushing a handful of crew, her first mate dying with the order to return 
fire still on his lips. The second volley over, the pirate ships withdrew, still cloaked by the darkness, the first 
series of return fire causing only the slightest of damage to the Leppard when a shot bounced off her hull, 
tearing a small hole just below the rail. Once out of range, they furled their sails, staying as silent as they 
could, watching as the Naval ships darkened their lights and plunged into the safety of darkness. The captains 
of the four ships breathed a sigh of relief, they had no way of being sure what kind of damage they had 
wrought and waited for the dawn, knowing another run at the fleet would leave them vulnerable without the 


element of surprise. 


An uneasy peace settled over the water, broken only by the cries and howls of the wounded men on the Naval 


ships, sounds hurriedly hushed by whatever means necessary. 


The first rays of the dawn signaled the beginning of a day that none would ever forget, from the lowest cabin 
boy to the highest ranking officer, from the galley slaves to the pirate captains. 


"Captain Weikath! They're moving!" 


Weikath ran to the side of the ship, watching as the Naval ships unfurled their sails, canvas snapping in the 
breeze, their navigators maneuvering the ships into a loose ring with the Sabbath in the middle, protecting the 
Admiral and his ship. The bigger guns on the other two Frigates boomed, balls whistling through the air and 
landing just short of the ships, the crews breathing sighs of relief. The Naval ships moved again, spreading the 
ring outward and again swinging broadside to the four pirate ships, the Frigates’ guns sounding again, this time 


within range, cutting their own swath of destruction 


All four ships tried to pull back, unable to move before another volley exploded, the Naval crewmen showing 
the speed for which they were famous, guns reloaded and ready to fire in a time that seemed but a blink of 


an eye. 


The Leppard was the hardest hit, several large holes torn in her deck, Elliott shouting orders as he checked on 
his crew, Savage hurling himself below deck to check on the damage. Wounded but still strong, she moved back 
to join the Helloween, regrouping as volley after volley splashed into the water around them. The Helloween was 
hit as well, several crewman knocked overboard by balls that whizzed over the deck, the gunner next to 
Sascha hit directly, his torso cleaved in two, the lower half of his body standing for a few seconds before 
crumpling to the deck. Blood spattered; Sascha unemotionally moved the bloodied remains, taking over the 


position and waiting for the order to fire even as the pool of fluids and blood spread under his feet. 


The Ray shuddered under the impact of the heavy balls, her foremast listing as Hansen shouted for the ship 
to be moved back, running to the aid of crewmen writhing in pain on the deck, chunks of wood torn apart by 


the balls becoming weapons in themselves, tearing through flesh as if wielded by unseen hanas. 


On the Maiden, Head watched as part of her railing was ripped away, a second ball landing in a pile of crates 
and sending their contents flying. A figure ran screaming toward the doors to the quarters, Head recognizing 
the first mate from the Metallica a split second before an incoming cannonball tore off his head, the body 
talking several more steps before crashing to the deck and flopping hideously as death spasms tore through it. 
Avoiding the blood pouring from the severed veins and arteries, pumped by the fading but still beating heart, 
Janick and Harry grabbed the body and threw it over the side. 


"Run up the signall" 


Davey ran to the mast, unwrapping the rope holding the Maiden's flag and pulling it down, Janick joining him with 
another ready to tie on, the second hurriedly raised. At the sight of the red banner flying from the Maidens 
mast, the other pirate ships moved to the next part of their plan, moving around the ring of Naval ships in 
narrowing circles, their cannons firing at the sides of the ships with every opportunity presented. The Naval 
ships returned the fire, having less success as the moving targets ducked and weaved, the smaller, lighter 


vessels maneuvered easily by the light winds while the heavier ships moved sluggishly in the water. 


An explosion that rocked all the ships in the water sent a burst of flame shooting out the side of the 
Megadeth, half of the side of her hull gone as flames licked up the side and onto the deck, crewmen screaming 
and jumping from the ship into the water. Cheers from the pirate ships carried over the crackling sounds, the 
other Naval ships trying to move away lest the wind carry any of the burning canvas to their own wooden 


skeletons. 
Harry grinned at Head. "Ball didn't clear.” 
Head snorted. "Nay, and she's done for." 


In a panic to avoid the pulling whirlpool of water that was formed under the sinking Frigate, the five remaining 
Naval ships were forced to weigh anchor and move, further hindering their ability to return fire at the 
pirates, a steady stream of fire from the four ships as they moved closer causing disruption and chaos on 
the decks of the fleet, several ships nearly colliding. 


The Aerosmith was floundering, the broken mast making her almost impossible to sail, the crew firing blindly in 
the direction of the approaching marauders. The Ray was the closest, her next volley of fire sending a wave of 
grape shot into the middle of the men on the deck, cutting a path of death that left only a handful standing. 
The captain called for the Aerosmith's flag to be lowered, a white cloth run up in its place, the second of the 
proud Naval fleet now gone from the fight. 


Weikath and Markus watched as the Megadeth listed onto her side, the backfire when the cannonball jammed 


causing the huge gun to explode, sending a ball of flame down the length of her hull, smaller explosions rocking 


her as the flames consumed the ship and set off the stored powder, men that burned as fiercely as torches 
leaping into the water to try to put out the fires consuming clothes and flesh, others simply trying to escape 
the certain death of being sucked down into the depths with the dying ship. 


"Captain Weikath, look!" 


Following Markus' pointing finger the Helloween's captain snorted, seeing the Sabbath sailing away from the rest 
of the fleet. "Let her go for now. Concentrate fire on the Apocalyptica" 


Markus nodded, running off to pass the orders to Helloween's gunners. Michael turned his head when Ella 
appeared by his side, pistol through her sash and rapier hanging at her waist, pale but steady on her feet as 
she watched the carnage unfold around her. "My God, Michael." 


"There is no shame if you want to stay in the cabin you know." 


Ella shook her head. "If | intend to spend the rest of my life on this ship then | had best find the courage to 
face both the good and the bad." 


"Aye Ella, you must if.." Another barrage of cannon fire from the Magnum sent a shudder through the 
Helloween as several balls struck her at once, knocking Ella to the deck and sending several crewmen over the 
side. Weikath grabbed her, hauling her to her feet and shoving her at Dani, running to Andi where he lay on 
the deck, a large chunk of wood buried deep in his thigh. Shouting for help, Michael grabbed him under the 
arms and helped carry him from the deck, a trail of blood marking the path they took until it disappeared into 
the corridors leading to the quarters. Ella pushed Dani away, running after them. 


The Magnum, the Apocalyptica and the Dragon had abandoned any idea of maintaining a united front, every ship 
now fighting for its own life as they found themselves outnumbered by the pirates. The Magnum was doing all 
she could, but the steady peppering of shots from the Ray and the Leppard were wearing her down, the 
smaller ships taking advantage of her cumbersome size to nip closer and take small bites like a cur nipping at 
her ankles. Desperation getting the better part of valor, already abandoned by the Admiral and his ship, Captain 
Catley gave his first mate the orders to flee. 


Turning, the Magnum set her course to pass between the Helloween and the Ray, heading for the vast open 
sea beyond, firing a last round of her guns at the two pirate ships. The Helloween took no damage, the Ray 
only minimal as the Frigate slipped away, limping badly but still able to run, her tattered sails bearing her 


homeward, defeated and in shame. 


The Maiden turned her course, heading for the Sabbath, the ship now sitting beyond the range of guns and 
holding steady. Harry stood on the foredeck, shouting orders to adjust the Madden's course, all eyes on the 
Frigate that sat motionless in front of them, forgetting about the Apocalyptica in their single minded task. 


Sleek and fast, the Apocalyptica saw where the Maiden was pointed and in a last defiant act of desperation 
turned to intercept, bearing down on the Maiden, intending to ram her amidships. 


Weikath emerged onto the deck of the Helloween as the Apocalyptica made her turn, seeing what she had in 
mind and screaming for his crew to turn and fire with all possible speed. The Ray and the Leppard had moved 
in to cut off the Magnum, firing steadily on her and forcing her back around, close enough to exchange rounds 
of grape shot and grenades, the crews prepared to board as soon as they were close enough to link with her, 
grappling hooks in hand and ready to throw. 


A cry from several of the crew brought Harry's head around, the Apocalyptica bearing down on them at full 
speed, the Maiden caught unawares, her side open and vulnerable to the fast moving ship. Janick ordered the 
cannons fired, the narrowed target passing harmlessly through the barrage, her bow aimed the cut the 


Maiden in two. 


Harry screamed for the Maiden to be brought about, knowing that the most he could hope for was to take 
the blow at the bow of the ship. Bruce was suddenly beside him, both of them unable to do more than watch 


as the Naval Snow stormed directly for them. 


Weikath froze, unable to do anything more to assist the ship, everyone on the Helloween holding their breath 
as the Apocalyptica bore down on the Maiden 


Out of what seemed to be nowhere, a ship rammed the Apocalyptica broadside, knocking her off her path and 
boring into her hull, the bow of the other ship splintering as wood shrieked and tore, the force of the impact 
spinning the Apocalyptica around in the water. Stunned, Harry and Bruce watched as the Dragon ripped free of 
the hole it had made, the ship heavily damaged, wood littering the water as the ships scraped against each 
other, the Dragon sporting a fatal wound, the Apocalyptica dead in the water. 


With a savage cry, the Maidens crew reacted, the Apocalyptica within range of their grappling hooks, throwing 
them to anchor themselves to the ship and scrambling up the ropes, fueled by anger and the thirst to end 
her life as she had tried to end theirs. 


The Helloween turned her attention to the Aerosmith, sailing closer to the her, dropping their caution at the 
white flag flying over her mast. A sudden burst of fire made Weikath scream, several balls hitting the 
Helloween and killing more of her crew. Markus shouted the order to return fire as the Helloween turned 
behind the Aerosmith, firing directly into her stern, balls ripping through the windows and tearing out the very 
guts of the ship, killing almost all of the crew in one titanic blow. Bringing the Helloween about, Weikath and 
crew left the Aerosmith to die in eerie silence, flames already leaping through her deck. Heading for the almost 
motionless Sabbath, they reloaded and prepared to fire. 


The Ray and the Leppard had moved in on the Magnum and were boarding from both sides, shimmying up the 
ropes, being met by a crew determined to defend their ship, the initial clash of fighting taking a toll on both 
sides. The Helloween drew closer to the Sabbath, watching the closed gun ports carefully. Weikath and Markus 
stood beside each other, wary of the seemingly easy task of taking the Frigate. 


"What is she doing?" 


"I do not know Markus, but | do not trust her." Weikath eyed her carefully, noticing a distinct lack of crew on 


the deck "She does not seem to have many men aboard." 

"Nay, she doesn't. Perhaps it as is Bruce said, they are refusing to follow the woman." 
Weikath nodded. "And speaking of that, watch her for me when the fighting starts Markus." 
"Aye, Captain Weikath, with my life. Where is she?" 

"With Andi. And | am hoping she stays there." 

"How is he?" 


Weikath turned his head, something in Markus’ voice making him grin. "He will be fine, the wood did not hit 


anything vital, although another few inches and he would have been a eunuch." 


Markus snorted. "For Andi, that would have been worse than dying." Markus frowned, his eyes narrowing. 


“Captain Weikath, look." 


Weikath turned his eyes to the Sabbath A lone figure stood on the deck, waving cheerfully at them. "What the 
hell is that?" 


Markus called for a spyglass, frowning as he looked. "It looks like an Admiral's dress." 
Weikath snorted. "Well, wave back. But watch those damned guns." 


Markus waved his arm, grinning as the figure delightedly began waving harder. "I do believe he's happy to see 


us. 
"Take us closer, but do not let your guard down" 


Markus gave the order, both men on edge as the Helloween moved closer to the Frigate, eyebrows raising 


when ladders were dropped from the open rail. 

Either this is a trap that we are foolishly walking right into or this man is in no mind to command a ship." 
"For our sake Captain Weikath, | hope it's the latter." 

“Aye, as do | Markus." 


A scream made them both spin, Markus pulling his cutlass, the rest of the men who had been watching the 
odd interplay with the Sabbath turning as well. Ella was struggling with a man, his arm looped tightly around 


her neck, his face mad with rage behind her shoulder. 


"Roland!" With a bellow of rage, Markus ran for him, not seeing until he was nearly on top of the two that he 
held a rapier at his side. Ella brought her leg up, kicking back into his knee as Harry had shown her, throwing 
her head back at the same time, Roland releasing her as he shouted in pain, bringing the rapier up and swinging 


it blindly, catching Markus unaware, the blade slicing cleanly across his stomach. 


Markus staggered back, several crewman moving toward Roland when the crack of a pistol rang out, Roland's 
face vanishing under a layer of powder, the smoke from the shot clearing as he fell to the deck, his body 
twitching as he died, his face no longer recogrizable. Ella dropped the pistol and ran to Markus, trying to catch 
him as he staggered back, both of them falling to the deck in a heap. 


Weikath ran to them, dropping to his knees, unsure which one to check first, the bright red of Markus’ blood 
making the choice for him. Quickly ordering the crew to get him to the healer, Weikath grabbed Ella, his eyes 


frantically searching hers. 
"Are you hurt?" 
"Nay, he just grabbed me. He said he was going to kill you." 


‘lm sure he would have liked to." Noticing she was shaking, Weikath took Ella into his arms, indicating for the 
body to be removed. Dani and Uli picked it up and carried it to the side of the ship and tossed it over the rail 
before returning to the captain. Weikath touched Ella's cheek and then stepped back, making sure she was 
steady on her feet before letting her go. "Take her to our cabin and then return. Nay, no argument madam. 


Then we are going to board this monster and see if this man is as insane as he appears." 
Ella shook her head. "Nay Michael! | am going with youl” 

Weikath shook his head. "Nay!" 

"Aye! Am | part of your crew or not?" 


Fine! Ready a party to board them Dani. Run several ropes and put some of the crew on her deck and we will 


follow. If you see any sign its a trap..do your best" 


Dari nodded, hurrying off. Weikath shook his head, taking Ella's hand. "Let us check on Markus first." Michael 
laughed, shaking his head yet again. "| am very proud of you Ella" 


Ella bowed, letting him lead her toward the healer's cabin Assured that Markus would be fine, the bloody cut 
shown to be just a flesh wound, they headed for the Sabbath A signal from Dani as he stood on the deck of 
the Frigate let them know they could approach without fear, the longboat stopping directly under the ladders; 
Ella, Michael and Sascha climbing onboard to be greeted by the same man who had waved at them. 


"Well hello! Welcome to my ship!" 


Weikath raised an eyebrow. Ella nudged him in the ribs, stepping forward and offering her hand. "Greetings 


Admiral, my name is Ella, and you have a lovely ship!" 

The Admiral nodded. "She is! And you are indeed lovely as well." 

"Get your fucking hands off me you bloodthirsty bastards!" A woman's shrieks brought their attention around 
to where Dani and Rob were escorting an angry redhead toward them. Tearing away from the hands gripping 
her arms, she ran across the deck and threw herself at the Admiral. "Do something Ozzy! They were trying to 
rape mel" 


Dari snorted. "Even if | liked woman I'd rather rape the ship's cat." 


Ella covered her mouth and coughed. The woman turned and looked at her, her face twisting into a mask of 


disgust. "A pirate whore!" 


The sharp sound of a slap set all of the men back on their heels, the redhead wailing and raising a hand to the 


mark on her face. "She hit mel" 

Ella grinned, shaking her hand to stop the sting. "Aye, say it again and I'll slap the other side." 
The Admiral shrugged. "Well, she probably didn't like being called a whore, Sharon 

"But Ozzy!" 

Weikath sighed. "How many men on the ship Dani?" 


Dari rolled his eyes. "What you see Captain Weikath. Enough to run the sails and that's it. The rest refused to 


sail." 


Weikath nodded. "Good. Round them up and take them to the Helloween Take the Admiral and his wife to the 
Maiden" 


Rob snorted. "They have their children with them as well" 

Weikath groaned. "Children. | hate children’ 

"Fuck you, you bloody arsehole! My children. 

Weikath stepped toward the Admirals wife. "One more word and Al slap you. Dani, make sure to gag her. | am 


not listening to that mouth until we rid ourselves of her." Turning to the Admiral, Weikath gave him a short 
bow. "My sympathies, sir. Now if you will kindly come with us, | have some friends | would like you to meet" 


Meanwhile, the battles raged on the decks of the Magnum and the Apocalyptica, the crews trying to defend 
their ships from the swarms of pirates that breached the decks, every weapon from fists to pistols used to 
defend and conquer. The crew of the Dragon were trying to escape the sinking ship, longboats lowered and 
filled, the captain barely able to stand as he ordered his men to get clear. Blood covering his face from a 
wound that had nearly split his skull, he watched the deck of Apocalyptica, his eyes seeking one man amongst 
the many. 


Thirty 
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The first crewman that attempted to board the Magnum found themselves on the receiving end of heavy 
musket fire and pots of boiling water that rained down on them from the deck of the ship. Unfazed by the 
carnage, wave after wave of pirates scaled the sides of the Frigate, reaching the deck to engage the crew in a 


vicious fight, neither side willing to give an inch of ground in the holding or the taking of the ship. 


The crew of the Leppard attacked from the port side, the Ray's crew taking the starboard. The Magnum 
carried more men, however, experience weighed heavily on the side of the pirates, so while the Naval crew 
was trying to reload after firing a round of pistol and musket shot, they were being systematically cut down 
by the slashing blades of both rapiers and cutlasses, wielded by men who cared not what they cleaved or cut. 


Screams rang out over the water, echoed by those on the Apocalyptica, the dead and dying often knocked from 
the deck of the ship to lessen the amount of blood flowing onto the deck Cries for help could be heard from 
the ones who were still alive, often cut off abruptly when one of the many sharks dragged them under. 
Attracted by the blood in the water, they prowled around the ships, waiting for the next morsel to be thrown 
their way. 


A bloody and panting Sav turned and raised his cutlass, dropping it with a laugh as he recognized Henjo. "Damn 
near ran you.look out" Shoving Henjo to the side, he brought the curved blade down, cutting through the neck 
of one of Magnum's crew, slicing flesh and muscle and everything in the path of the blade until it impacted 
against the bone. Henjo gave him a nod, spinning away to look for his next opponent, not noticing that Sav was 
having trouble dislodging his cutlass. A sharp cry made him turn back just in time to see a musket stock 
crash down on the side of Sav's head, knocking the Leppard's first mate to the deck. The crewman raised the 
musket again, his face twisting into a surprised grimace as the tip of a rapier appeared through his shirt, 
sliding off and dropping to his knees to expose a gore spattered Rick. 


Hauling Sav to his feet he winked at Henjo. "Lucky for him he's got a bloody hard head!" 
Henjo laughed and turned, wading back into the fray. 


The Magnums crew seemed to think Rick an easy target, the one armed man proving them wrong as he 
systematically dispatched every challenge that came his way, his long curls slinging blood as he turned to face 
the next, light on his feet and never stopping his movement until he found himself with three coming at once. 
Viv and Phil saw the lopsided attack and ran to his aid, drawing two of the men away from him while Rick 
disarmed the third, swearing when he dropped to his knees and pleaded for his life. The two they had battled 


down on the deck, Phil and Viv came back to him, grinning at the scowl on his face. 
"He bloody begged! How can | kill him if he's begging?" 
Viv clapped him on the back "You can't, but it looks as if there are many more that are doing the same." 


The crew of the Magnum did not give in easily, but realizing that they were in a fight they couldn't win they 
began dropping their weapons and asking for quarter until only a handful of combats were still under way. 
Those quickly ended when the Magnum’s crew realized that most of the others still able to stand or speak had 
asked for quarter, the last few finally laying down their weapons and waiting to see what the pirates had 


planned. 
Except for one. 


First officer Al Barrow refused to give in, caught in the center of a ring consisting of Henjo, Jason, Dirk and 
Dan, the pirates not trying to kill him but playing with him as a cat would a mouse, easily blocking his 
exhausted blows and taunting him, poking him with the ends of their cutlass or rapier. An angry shout made 
them hesitate, the captain of the Magnum striding in to grab the officer and hold him tight, pinning his arms. 
"Enough Mr. Barrow! Before they tire of this game and kill you!" 


The first officer nodded, dropping his sword and pistol and standing with his head high. "Only because that's 


what you wish me to do." 


The captain let out a sigh. Releasing Barrow, he presented himself to the men from the Ray around him. 
"Captain Robert Catley of the Magnum. | am seeking quarter for myself and my crew." 


Henjo nodded. "Take them to the Maiden And let them know the ship is ours." 


The crew of the Maiden swarmed the deck of Apocalyptica, the first wave of pirates meeting a round of 
musket fire that killed several, bodies falling back into the water even as their place on the deck was taken by 
another. With no time to reload, the Apocalyptica’s crew relied on their swords and used the butt of the 
muskets to bludgeon the attacking men, finding the much heavier cutlasses knocking the swords from hands 


numbed by the lighter steel striking the thick blades. 


Harry tried to watch everywhere at once, he and Bruce standing back to back in the middle of the fray, the 
contact having the twofold effect of being able to draw strength from one another and having their backs 
protected from a sneak attack. The deck was growing slippery with blood, screams of pain and cries of rage 
filling the heavy air, thick with the coppery smell of blood and rank with the stench of bodies that had voided 


themselves in death. 


Harry found himself facing the captain himself, the delicate features more those of a child than a man, fear 


evident in his eyes but determined not to give in to the pirates trying to take over his ship. Charging forward, 
he brought his sword high, leaving his entire middle exposed. Wanting to take him alive, Harry resisted the 
impulse to simply gut him where he stood, instead using the top of his curved blade to block the strike, the 
captain backing up and cursing, shaking his hand. Harry grinned, beckoning him forward. 


This time he tried to go low, Harry using the bottom of the blade and driving the sword down, the tip catching 
on the wood and causing the captain to stumble. He could feel Bruce engaged as well, their backs bumping 
together as they fought, Bruce's grunts letting him know that his opponent was a bit more of a struggle than 
Harry's. A twist of Bruce's body and a sharp hiss followed by the thump of a body hitting the deck made the 
captain's face drain white, his sword hitting the deck as he stared over Harry's shoulder. Harry stepped to 
him, placing the tip of his blade under the captain's chin and holding it there as he turned, seeing Bruce 
standing over the still form of the man he had been fighting, blood draining from a wound in his stomach. 


"Paavo... The captain's voice was soft, barely discernible over the din from the pockets of fighting that stil 
raged on the deck. 


Bruce turned to face the captain "I asked him to lay down his sword several times, he just wouldn't give up." 
The captain sighed, turning to face the fighting men and screaming for them to hold, Harry echoing his call to 
the crew of the Maiden Eyes wary, the men stepped back, the only sounds the moans and the cries of the 
wounded. 


"Lay down your weapons!” 


Turning back to face Harry, the captain took a deep breath and let it out on a long sigh, his shoulders slumped. 
"Captain Eicca Toppinen of the Apocalyptica | ask for quarter for myself and my crew." 


Harry nodded. "If you and your first mate will come with me to the Maiden the crew will make sure your 


wounded are cared for." 

Adrian escorted a man toward them, his face crumpling when he saw the body on the deck beside Bruce. 
"Paavo!" 

Tearing away from Adrian's hand on his arm, he ran to the fallen crewman and kneeled beside him, turning him 
carefully onto his back and moaning at the sightless eyes staring up at the sky. Harry shook his head at 


Adrian when he started for the first mate. 


Captain Toppinen went to the kneeling man, placing a hand on his shoulder and squeezing it until he looked up, 
nodding and rising to stand beside his captain. "First Officer Perttu Kivilaakso." 


Harry nodded. "Harry Harris of the fron Maiden" 


"We can expect no better end than Paavo then" Kivilaakso's voice was bitter, his eyes hate filled. "Why not kill 


us now and be done?" 


Harry stepped into him, pushing his face inches from the Naval officer's. "Keep your mouth shut before | do. 
Adrian, Janick, take them to the Maiden And if this one opens his mouth again, gag and tie him. I'll tell Head we 
have the captain and the ship is ours." 


Looking around at the aftermath of the battle on the deck of the Apocalyptica, Head was amazed that there 
were not more dead than had been reported to him; the deck was tacky with blood, and if you looked closely at 
some of the items scattered around you would have more than likely been able to create another few men 
from the parts. He had seen Harry and Bruce, Janick and Adrian were over there and Davey had been 
dispatched to help with removing the rest of the men from the Dragon He had seen Kirk during the fight, but 
had lost sight of him at some point and now that things had settled he needed to figure out where he had 
gone. Edward was carefully looking over a group of men on the far side of the deck when a shout rang out 


from off to his left. 

"Edward watch out!" 

Without thinking, Edward reacted, ducking to the side and dropping down, a cutlass swinging just over his head. 
Howling with rage, he spun, preparing to launch himself at his attacker, hesitating in surprise when he saw the 
former captain of the Metallica drawing back for another swing. 

A shriek that gave even Head pause rang out, a lithe golden figure seeming to appear from out of thin air, a 
rapier whistling through the air followed by a scream of pain that sounded as if it held the suffering of a 
million years. The cutlass clattered to the deck, Hetfield falling beside it, hands clutching convulsively at the air 
as he screamed again before fainting dead away. 


Breathing hard, Kirk stared down at him. "Did he get you?" 


Head snorted. "Nay, but for you." Crouching down beside the still figure, Head turned him over and then 
shouted with laughter. "Fuck, Kirk!" 


Kirk grinned. "| owed him." 
Head shuddered, looking at the rapier that pinned Hetfield's balls to his leg. "Remind me never to piss you off 
Kirk leaned down and kissed his cheek. "Don't worry Edward, | like your balls too much!" 


With that, he faded back into the ongoing confusion as the remaining crew of the Apocalyptica was gathered 
for removal from the badly damaged ship. 


Head looked at the downed man again, snorting softly. "Some of you take him to the healer. And when he's 
through, remove him with the rest of the prisoners. I'm thinking he's served his time." Head rose, heading off 
in search of Harry to check on the progress of things before returning to the Maiden 


The crewmen from the Naval vessels were split between the Ray and the Leppard for transport, the Magnum 
and the Apocalyptica being scuttled where they sat. The Maiden continued removing the last of the crew from 
the slowly sinking Dragon, the other captains agreeing that the Admiral and his family were best left with Head 
as well. In fact, after only a few moments in the company of the Admiral's wife both Elliott and Hansen were 


only too happy to remove themselves from her presence. 


With the damaged Ray and Leppard ready to head for port to relieve themselves of their prisoners and take 
care of badly needed repairs, the Helloween moved to anchor next to the Maiden until the fates of the 
remaining Naval officers and crew had been decided, and an explanation from the Dragon's captain given. Sascha 
had taken a boat to the Dragon to assist in removing the last of her crew, reporting back to Weikath that the 
captain was in bad shape and not likely to survive. His next words as they watched the injured man being 
loaded into the last of the Maidens longboats sent Weikath charging to the rail, bellowing for a crew to row 
him to the Maiden posthaste. 


The Dragon was listing badly, her bow nearly under water, her once proud masts splintered and littering the 
deck. In the midst of the controlled chaos on the Maiden as the Admiral and his family were brought onboard, 
Steve noticed Bruce standing apart, staring as the last few living crew members and the badly wounded captain 
were loaded into a longboat, the oarsmen rowing strongly away from the sinking ship and heading for the 


Maiden 


Edward started to protest when Steve headed toward the solitary figure, stopping and watching instead as 
Steve placed a hand on Bruce's shoulder, both watching the dying ship. With barely a sound, as dignified in 
death as she had been in life, the Dragon took her last breath and slipped beneath the waves, Bruce's head 
dropping as he passed a hand over his eyes. Turning, he gave Steve a weak smile, shaking his head in answer to 


a question for his ears alone. 

"Captain Head?" 

Edward turned, his eyes narrowing at the pale, blood streaked face that greeted him. For the first time since 
he had been with the ship, Davey wasn't smiling, although even in battle the rounded cheeks always gave him 
the appearance of being happy to be there. 


"What is it, Davey?" 


"The captain. From the Dragon He was asking about Harry." 


Edward shrugged. "And this troubles you why? | hope he lives long enough that | can find out why he..that was 
bloody suicide." 


Davey nodded. "He wants to see Harry.” 

"Then tell Harry.” 

"You don't understand. He's..." 

Shouts from the newly arrived longboat brought a scurry of feet, members of the Maidens crew going to 
help bring the wounded man onboard, hoping to express their gratitude for his assistance that had shaved 
their ship. Steve and Bruce both turned, watching as the man was carefully handed up onto the deck and 
carried to a place that had been made, the rough planks covered with blankets from the crews’ own beds. 
Setting him down, they stepped back, giving Edward his first look at the man responsible for the Maidens 
salvation 

"Bloody hell..." 

If Edward had no trouble recognizing that face, neither did another. 


A strangled cry stopped everyone in their tracks, Steve running across the deck and dropping to his knees. He 
reached out a trembling hand and then drew it back, his eyes wide. 


Davey sighed. "That's what | was trying to tell you." 
Kirk appeared by Edward's side, his eyes sad and bright with tears. "My God, he looks just like him, but older.” 


Edward hurried to the other side of the man, dropping to one knee and staring at the familiar face. Bruce 
kneeled behind Steve, resting his hand on his back and staring as well, the crew slowly gathering around. 


Steve reached out his hand again, his eyes searching the pale face, a small smile on the man’s lips. He raised 


his hand, clasping Steve's, clearing his throat and speaking very softly, every ear straining to hear. 
"Surprised to see me son?" 


Steve nodded, unable to speak. His eyes closed when the man's other hand reached up and touched his cheek, 


leaning into the caress. 


"| couldn't let them take you. | saw you standing on this ship, the determination that | know so well in every 
part of your being, telling me that they would never take you alive." 


"lll get the healer and..." 


"Nay son, there is no need. My injuries are too great." 
"Nay! You'll be fine. You just..." 
"Stephen. Introduce me to your captain 


Steve looked up, his eyes haunted, the pain in them nearly making Edward turn away. "Captain Edward Head, 
may | present Captain George Harris, Royal Navy, Retired. My father.” 


Edward bowed his head. "It is an honor. My thanks for what you did." 
"The legendary Captain Head. Tell me, what think you of my son?" 
"He is as brave and as fearless as his father." 


Captain Harris smiled, turning his eyes back to Steve. "Aye, even a bit braver. | can't say | would have sailed 


straight into the Hell he did today." 


Adrian kneeled beside Steve, setting a basin of water down and holding out a cloth. Bruce moved around Steve, 
taking the cloth as Adrian rose and stepped back, dipping it in the water and carefully wiping some of the blood 
off Captain Harris' face. "And you seem familiar." 


Bruce nodded. "Bruce Dickinson, sir." 


"Ah, the captain who became a pirate. Your reason for leaving wasn't very clear. Decided you liked this life..." 


Harris groaned, closing his eyes, his hand tightening around Steve's. 


Steve shifted to sit on the deck, carefully lifting his father and holding him in his lap. "You talk too much. You 


should rest." 


A soft laugh that turned to a harsh cough made all around him wince. "You sound like your mother. And no 


time, | will be resting very soon" 


Edward turned his head as footsteps approached, a strong hand coming to rest on his shoulder. "Edward, have 


the crew stand back. Give them some time." 


Edward nodded. "Aye, | believe you're right Michael” Turning back to Harris, Edward sighed. "I'l look out for 


him. 
Harris nodded. "See that you do." 


Edward rose, turning and gesturing for the crew to leave Steve and his father alone. Slowly they backed away, 


going about the duties they had left, all sneaking an occasional glance over at the three men. Bruce made a 
move to leave as well, Steve's free hand shooting out and grabbing his wrist. The gesture was not lost on the 
prone figure, the smile a little wider this time. "The reason is now clear." 


Steve flushed, dropping his eyes. Bruce squared his shoulders, grinning back. "Aye." 


"Good. Then | know he is not alone." Shifting his eyes back to Steve, he shook his head. "Do not be ashamed of 


who you are. | could not be prouder of you if you were anything other than what | see before me today.” 


Steve closed his eyes, his jaw muscle working frantically. Bruce sat down beside him, taking both men into his 


arms and sitting quietly, trying to absorb as much of the pain as he could. 
Harris sighed, his eyes filling with tears as he looked at Steve. "I love you. And | am so very proud of you." 


Steve's body was trembling, his own eyes bright as he stared at his father. "I..." Turning his head, he took 
several deep breaths before turning back. 'I love you, Father." 


Harris nodded. "I've never doubted that Stephen. Now, sit here with me for a bit" 

Steve nodded, his throat so thick that the very act of breathing hurt, words an impossibility. Bruce quietly 
held them both, his head resting against Steve's, as the crew hurried around them, eyes watching, even the 
most jaded souls feeling the pain from the first mate. Finally, as the sun slipped under the water, Captain 
George Harris opened his eyes, took several deep breaths and smiled.. 

Then quietly died in his son's arms. 


"Harry." 


Steve didn't look up from washing his father's body. Edward stepped closer, seeing the hard set of his jaw and 
the trembling that still wracked his frame. 


"Is there anything | can..?" 
"Nay." 


Edward nodded. "If | can.." He turned questioning eyes to Bruce. Bruce shook his head, quietly helping Steve, 
stepping back as Steve threw a hand at him. 


"lIl leave you to tend to him." Edward left, pulling the door closed behind him and shaking his head at the man 


standing in the corridor. "Nothing. Expressionless. All held inside." 


Michael sighed. "It will break, Edward. He is not an unfeeling man. And you may never see when it happens." 
"| want to help him!" 


"I know. As do |. But the only one | think who can is in there with him." Michael took Edward's arm. "Come, we 
can at least make things ready for after." Edward nodded, letting the Helloween's captain lead him away. 


Steve stepped back, checking the last knot on the ropes. "Done." Bruce stood quietly beside him, close but not 
touching, Steve's pain a layer between them as solid as the walls of the cabin. "| should check to see if." Steve 
groaned and put his hand over his eyes, taking several deep breaths. Bruce shifted closer, just enough to let 
his arm brush against him, still not speaking. Steve shifted away, dropping his hand. "Will you help me carry 


him?" 


"Of course." Bruce started toward the end of the table, stopping when Steve's hand touched his arm. Nothing 
was said, the fingers just briefly resting on his wrist, Steve's eyes still carefully avoiding his. Bruce turned his 
wrist, linking their fingers long enough to give Steve's a squeeze before letting him go and taking a place by the 
shrouded body's feet. Steve sighed, slipping his arms under the form and lifting the torso into his arms, Bruce 
lifting the legs, the two of them carrying Captain Harris out onto the deck. 


The crew was assembled, the platform set beside the rail of the ship, not only the Maiden's captain waiting, 
but also the captains of the Helloween, the Ray, the Leppard and - under guard - the captains and first mates 
of the Magnum and the Apocalyptica Placing the body on the planks, Bruce stepped back, Steve remaining near 
the pull that would tip the body into the water, Adrian and Janick quickly and as quietly as possible attaching 
weights to the ropes before stepping back to join the crew. 


Steve took a breath, staring out over the dark water, the flickering torchlight showing the hard lines that 
grief had drawn on his face. "For all his prestige and title, my father was a simple man so there will be no long 
speech. He loved his family, his friends and his country, and he sacrificed that last love and his life for..." 
Steve's voice broke, the words strained as he continued. "He sacrificed it for his first love, that of his family. 
I'm even more proud of him today than | have ever been. He was a good man, and his loss will be felt for a 
very long time." Steve placed a hand on the covered shoulder, bowing his head for a moment before squaring 
his shoulders and lifting his chin, his jaw set. Not allowing himself to hesitate, he pulled the lever, the platform 
tipping and sending the body of Captain Harris sliding into the water, the night taking it into the velvet 
blackness and holding it until the sound of a splash reached the deck. 


Steve turned and walked away, not speaking to anyone, leaving the gathered crowd on the deck and heading for 


the solitude of his cabin. Michael touched Bruce's shoulder, canting his head in the direction Steve had gone. 
Bruce nodded and followed, his own steps heavy. 


Bruce opened the door of the cabin, dark except for a single lantern, most of the room shrouded in shadows. A 
darker form sat on the window seat, legs drawn up and crossed, arms wrapped around them, eyes staring out 
into the moonlight. Bruce quietly closed the door and crossed the floor to sit behind Steve, wanting to comfort 
him but unsure of how to go about it. Turning, he drew his legs up as well, scooting forward and letting them 
rest on either side of the still figure, his thighs holding Steve's hips. Gently, he slid his arms around Steve's 
waist, prepared to be pushed away, his own body relaxing as Steve leaned back into his chest. They sat that 
way for a minute, or maybe even an eternity; time seemed to have frozen, and the only thing that Bruce knew 
was that the tremors racking Steve's body were growing stronger as his emotions clawed their way past the 


barriers he had created to hold them at bay. 


Steve's voice was thick with those emotions when he started to speak. "He died for me. He sacrificed himself 


to make sure that | lived" 
Bruce stayed silent, simply tightening his body around Steve's. 

"He was proud of me Bruce. Not ashamed. Not for any reason And he still loved me... 

Bruce rested his chin on Steve's shoulder. "Aye, he was and he did” 

As if the soft words broke the final wall, Steve's body sagged, deep sobs tearing from his chest as the dam 
broke. Bruce groaned, turning him in his arms and holding him tightly, rocking slowly back and forth and letting 


the strongest man he had ever met fall apart in the safety of his embrace, his own tears dripping down onto 


the bent head that rested on his chest. 


Thirty One 
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Bruce started at a knock on the door, looking down at the now quiet man in his arms. He didn't know if Steve 


was actually asleep or just unwilling to move; his sobs had finally stopped and he was relaxed, but... 


The door opened, Weikath's head appearing round the edge. Putting a finger to his lips, he stepped through, 
moving to the side to allow Kirk to enter with a tray, setting it quietly on the table before giving Bruce a 
trembling smile and slipping back out the door. Weikath raised an eyebrow as he looked at Steve, a silent 
question in his eyes. Bruce raised a shoulder, trying not to disturb him. Weikath nodded, turning to leave. 


"m not hungry.” 


Weikath turned, studying the bent figure, his eyes sad. "I know you may not feel that way Harry but you have 
to eat. Today was very hard for you, and | understand how you feel but you will do yourself no good if you 


don't take care." 


Steve slowly raised his head, Bruce closing his eyes at the raw pain in those dark brown eyes. "You have no 
idea what | feel Michael, so do not tell me what | need to do." Bruce flinched at the naked contempt in Steve's 
voice and the anger that sprang into Weikath's eyes. 


Weikath hissed. "Harry, do not speak from your pain. It is very easy to say the wrong thing and sometimes the 


words cannot be undone." 


"Tell me then, how do | feel?" Steve uncoiled his body from the window seat, standing and sneering at the 


Helloween's captain. 


Weikath stepped closer, ticking his points off on his fingers. "Guilt, pain, anger, fear, confusion, self-loathing, 
responsible, unworthy, doubting yourself, questioning yourself, uncertainty of anything you've ever done. Did | 
leave any out of the list?" Shaking a finger at Steve, he fought back his own emotions, the cold mask slipping 
into place. "Do not tell me | do not understand. You lost your father, aye. | lost nothing -- simply a man who 
was like my brother and who helped me become what | am." Turning away, leaving Bruce with his mouth 
hanging open and Steve shaking his head, Weikath strode to the door, stepping through and then turning back. 
"Consider this Harry, at least you were able to tell him goodbye and know that he loved you. | wonder each day 
how much Ingo hated me to do what he did." 


The cabin door slammed. 


"Fuck." Steve scrubbed his face with his hands. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" 

On the other side of the door. Weikath stopped, taking several deep breaths and pulling his anger and pain back 
into himself before carefully schooling his face into his normal bored expression and heading for Edward's 
cabin. Kirk stepped from the shadows, his face set in a troubled frown. Glancing at the closed door of Steve's 
cabin he debated with himself as to whether or not he should interfere. Deciding everyone had been through 
enough for one day, he followed Weikath's path back to the cabin he and Edward shared. 

"How could | have said that?" 

Bruce tried to catch Steve's arm as he paced the cabin. He was shaking again, this time his face reflecting not 
only pain but worry and unhappiness, his strides short and fast. "Steve, stop. He knows you're hurting, 
Tomorrow you can..." 


"Nay, Bruce. After all he has done for us and then | make him think..fuck" 


Bruce stood up and grabbed him, forcing Steve to stop and look at him. "He's upset as well. You know he's 


worried about you, so of course he's going to...” 


"That's not making me feel any better about what | said. Bloody helll" Steve raked a hand through his hair. "l 
need to go talk to him. Do you think he's still on the Maiden?" 


Bruce sighed. "You sit and try to eat. I'll go see." 
‘lm not hungry.” 


| don't care. Try. Michael's right, you need to eat. And try not to empty the wine before | get back" Bruce 
kissed Steve softly, pushing his hair back over his shoulder. "Please, try.’ 


Steve nodded. "Aye, | will" Watching Bruce as he headed for the door Steve softly spoke his name. Bruce 
turned and looked back. "Thank you." 


Rolling his eyes, Bruce shrugged. "I'm not sure for what, but you are welcome." 


Steve sighed, sitting down at the table as Bruce left, eyeing the tray. Shaking his head, he began to fill a plate. 


Edward stared at Michael. 


"What is wrong with you? I've said the same thing three times and you've yet to answer mel" A knock on the 


cabin door made him snort. "Comel!" 


The door opened to admit Bruce, a look of relief passing over his face when he saw Weikath sitting at the 


table. "Michael, Steve wants to talk To..." 

"Nay. Not tonight 

"Michael, he's really..." 

‘| do not care Bruce. | cannot. Tomorrow. But not tonight." 

"Michael, please." 

Edward glared at Michael. "What is going on?" 

"Nothing, do not worry yourself Edward. It is time | returned to my ship." 

Bruce tried again, his voice taking on an edge of desperation "Michael, if you would just...” 

Edward was as shocked as the other two when Michael rounded on Bruce. "If | would just what Bruce? | am 
tired. And despite what you and others seem to think my heart is hurting for what happened today as much 
as anyone's. | am not so unfeeling that | do not know how much he is hurting. Yet it seems not to be a point 
that anyone sees that. And | am not willing to let harsh and stupid words destroy someone else that I..." 
Michael shook his head. "| cannot do this tonight. | am going home." 

"Michael." Kirk rose from the bed and went to stand beside the captain, his large black eyes soft with 
compassion "He needs to see your pain to understand his. And to understand he's not alone. Bruce can help him 


by being there, you can help him by understanding there." 


"Fine" Michael threw open the cabin door with such force it bounced off the wall and nearly knocked Bruce on 


his arse as he hurried after him. 


Kirk groaned quietly, turning and going to Edward and climbing into his lap, curling up against his chest and 
sighing when Edward wrapped his arms around him. "Maybe | should have...” 


"Nay, you did the right thing. | just wish | knew what | could do to help him" 

Kirk tipped his head back and kissed Edward's chin. "Just be yourself and don't treat him any differently’ 
Edward leered at him. "Beauty, brains and balls, what more could | ask for?" 

Kirk giggled. "Speaking of balls, | wonder how James is doing?" 


Edward roared with laughter. 


Steve didn't look around when the cabin door opened, expecting it to be Bruce returning to tell him Michael had 
left. Still staring out the window, he sighed. "God it hurts. | had finally come to peace with knowing | would 


never see him, or any of them again. And then he appears just to die in my arms." 

"He came because it gave him a chance to see you again" 

Steve closed his eyes, dropping his head forward to rest on his arms. "Michael, I'm sorry." 

"As am | Harry." Michael sat down beside him on the window seat. "I know you hurt inside, more that you ever 
thought you would. And | know your reasons for it. Do not be selfish enough or so special that you think you 


are alone in your pain, many have felt it. It may not be for the very same thing, but still, it feels no 


different" 

"How do you get through it?" 

Michael shrugged. "You just do. For me, it was knowing that my crew needed me. They were as stunned and 
hurt as |, and yet they could not help but look at me and wonder what part | played in it all" Michael looked 


toward the door, motioning Bruce to come inside. 


Bruce crossed the room and sat down behind Steve, sliding his arm around his waist and resting his shoulder 


against Steve's back. 
"Bruce, you do not know this story?" 
Bruce shook his head. "Nay, just what I've heard. But if it pains you Michael..." 


"It pains me even when | am not telling it Bruce. | had known this man forever it seemed. He became ill, we 
tried to help him but we could not -- | could not -- compete with the drink and the voices that talked to him 
in his head. His behavior began to frighten the rest of the crew so | told him when next we were in port | 


wanted him to leave the Helloween. Two days later he left." 


Bruce looked puzzled until Michael's soft voice continued, heavy with sadness. 


"We were not in port. He simply left the ship in the middle of the sea in the darkest part of the night. We 
were underway at full sail, and even though he was seen by the time we got turned and went back to search 


he was gone." 
Bruce shook his head. "He jumped?" 


"Nay, he simply walked right off the side as if he were taking a stroll round the deck" With that, Michael 


stood. "| am tired. | am going home." Reaching out, he placed a long fingered hand against Harry's cheek. "Do not 


hold in what you feel, and do not think you feel it alone." 
Steve nodded. "Aye Michael, and... 
Michael gave his cheek a light slap. "Aye, | know Harry. Now, get some rest. Good night Bruce." 


Bruce and Steve watched him go. Bruce tightened his arm around Steve, sighing against his shoulder. "He could 
have fallen, why does Michoel..?" 


Steve leaned back into Bruce's shoulder. "Nay, what he didn't tell you is what Markus told me. Michael was on 
deck when he did it. He even called his name so Michael would be watching and then he walked right off." 


Bruce groaned, "Fuck" 

"Aye" 

Bruce turned his head to press his face against the back of Steve's neck "Come to bed with me?" 

Steve nodded. "I want to do something first. And just as you and Michael insisted | eat, you need to as well’ 
Bruce snorted, his breath blowing the thick hair hanging over Steve's neck "Don't be long, alright?" 

Steve stood, turning back to face Bruce and running his thumb over the swell of his bottom lip, hissing when 


Bruce's tongue flicked out and licked the pad. "I won't be." Bruce nodded, and watched Steve leave the cabin 
before getting up and going to the table. 


Edward cursed, looking up from nuzzling Kirk's neck "Come!" 

Kirk's quiet giggle and amused, "Not yet!" made Edward snort, the sight of Harry coming through the door 
bringing him to his feet and dumping Kirk to the floor. A loud squeak followed by a string of curses as Edward 
helped him up made even Harry grin. "Idiot" Kirk slapped Edward's arm, making him grumble. Going to Harry, 
Kirk hugged him. To his surprise, Harry hugged back, laughing quietly. 


"I heard what you did to Hetfield. You gave a good accounting of yourself today." 


"| owed him." Large, expressive black eyes studied Harry's face. "I know you are not much for showing need 


Harry Harris, but... 


Edward grumbled. "He's such a mother." 


Harry nodded at Kirk "My thanks, and | will remember." Kirk nodded, letting go of him and going over to sit 
quietly on the bed, watching them. 


"Harry, |..." Edward dropped back into his chair, covering his eyes and groaning. "I am not good at this." 
Harry shook his head. "There is no need to be. | came to thank you for what you did today, and to ask that 
before the decisions are made about what to do with the prisoners and the Sabbath, you hear an idea of mine. 


But | cannot do this tonight, | need..." 


Edward nodded. "We plan to meet in the morn to discuss this. Of course we will hear you. Now, go back to 


Bruce." 

"Aye. And Edward, l." 

Edward bounded out of his chair at the sudden thickening in Harry's voice, the pain filling his eyes again. 
Crooning, he hesitantly enfolded Harry in his arms. Harry tensed, then returned the embrace, Edward's croon 


deepening at the touch. 


"He has reason to be proud of you." Harry pulled away, holding up his hand to still any further words, then 
hurried from the cabin. Edward blinked, turning to Kirk, uncertainty written on his face. "What did | say?" 


Kirk gave him a gentle smile. "Come to bed Edward" 


Bruce looked up as Steve rushed into the cabin, shutting the door and leaning against it, his hand over his eyes. 
Scrambling from the bed, Bruce went to him and wrapped him in his arms, feeling the hard tremors wracking 
Steve's frame as he fought for control. Finally, with a heavy sigh, he lifted his head and gave Bruce a 
somewhat pained smile, his eyes red-rimmed but dry. 

"You alright?" 

Steve shrugged, running his fingers through the hair on Bruce's chest. "I'm not sure how | am." 

"Just be how you feel.” 

Steve raised his eyes, the dark brown searching the soft chocolate gaze that met his. "I need to feel.” 


Bruce took Steve's face in his hands. "Then feel." 


Steve groaned, his fingers digging into Bruce's hips and yanking him forward, seeking and capturing Bruce's 
mouth in a bruising kiss, tongue stabbing forward and sweeping around, teeth clashing as they frantically 
reached for and clung to each other, reaffirming the heat of the blood singing in their veins, the sparking of 


nerves that tingled under their skin and the overall feeling of life that flowed through their bodies. 


Steve stumbled back when Bruce put his hands flat on his chest and pushed, falling onto the bed and laughing 
as Bruce yanked at his boots, nearly dragging him onto the floor with the hard tugs. 


"Shut up and get the shirt off Harris." 


Bruce shouted triumphantly, tossing the first boot over his shoulder and working on the second, Steve so 
felled with mirth he could barely raise himself from the bed, tugging weakly at his shirt. The second boot 
thumped off the far wall, Bruce shoving him flat again and working on the laces of his breeches. "Fuck! You stil 
wearing that shirt?" 


"How am | supposed to get it off with you knocking me onto my back?" Steve was laughing so hard he was 
gasping for breath, yelping when Bruce tore his breeches down his legs, pulling his stockings off with them, 
then rolling helplessly from side to side as Bruce tried to get his shirt off. "Bloody helll If you wait a minute | 


CaN... 


The tearing of cloth set Steve off again, Bruce had grabbed the neckline of the shirt and just ripped it in two, 
the material tearing apart over his chest. Grinning, Bruce rolled Steve's limp form, pulling the shirt from his 


arms and throwing it over his shoulder to flutter to the cabin floor in a heap. "There!" 


Ridding himself of his own breeches, Bruce climbed onto the bed and threw himself down next to Steve. 
Wiggling his eyebrows, he poked Steve's chest. "So, is this where you ravish me?" 


Steve rolled his eyes, still laughing. "Ravish you? Bloody hell, you tore my clothes off!" 
Bruce stuck his lower lip out, poking Steve again. "You were taking too long." 

Steve growled. "What have | told you about that poking?" 

Bruce grinned. Poked. Grinned some more. Poked twice. 


Steve grabbed his wrist and rolled, forcing Bruce onto his back and leaning over him, pinning one arm under his 
body and the other next to Bruce's head. Staring down at him, the laughter slowly faded from Steve's face, 
replaced with something that made Bruce's chest tighten, his breath catching in his throat. His eyes drifted 
closed as Steve lowered his head, his mouth parting when Steve's lips found his, accepting the soft exploration 
of Steve's tongue into his mouth. 


Strong, rough fingers explored the hard planes of Bruce's chest, tracing the edge of the muscle and combing 
through the soft hair, seeking the bud almost hidden by the thick whorls. A gentle pinch, rolling and pulling until 
Bruce arched from the bed, groaning into the sucking wet heat of Steve's mouth, licking over his tongue and 
the roof of his mouth. A slight shift of Steve's body and again those nimble fingers began stroking and teasing, 
finally reaching the other nipple and lavishing the same playful touches until Bruce grabbed his wrist, pulling 


his hand away and trying to push it down his body. 


Steve threw his leg over Bruce's, holding them down as he continued the slow torture down onto Bruce's 
stomach, feeling the muscles jump under his fingers, Bruce's rapid breathing making it undulate under his hand. 
Slow circles round his navel, breaking the long, dragging kiss only to let Bruce grab a few gulps of air before 


capturing his mouth again, Steve's lungs filling with each exhaled moan or cry. 


Steve's fingers never touched his cock, stroking the skin around it and the insides of his thighs, Bruce's legs 
spreading around his hand, teasing the skin behind his balls and drifting back to let the tips brush his arse, 
ignoring the protests that fell against his lips as he kept Bruce's mouth against his. Dragging the tips of his 
fingers over Bruce's balls, he grinned at the groan that filled his mouth, changing to a hiss as he let the rough 
tips run the length of the shaft of his cock and drag over the head, gathering the precum onto his fingers and 
then dipping them back down between Bruce's legs and smearing it over his hole. 


Bruce sighed, closing his eyes and drawing his leg up to give Steve more access to his arse, pressing down to 
meet the finger that worked carefully inside him. He was so relaxed that even with the minimal lube he felt no 
pain, his body accepting the intrusion with nothing but pleasure, groaning softly when Steve began to move it in 
and out, fucking him gently. Another long, mind numbing kiss, tongues in a slow dance of teasing play, a second 
finger easing in with the first, Bruce now rocking his hips up to meet each lazy push. 

Turning his head, Bruce pressed his face against Steve's "Please." 

Steve nipped his jaw. "Please what?" 

Bruce groaned. "Don't fucking tease." 

Steve laughed, the quiet sound sending a shiver down Bruce's spine. "Tell me what you want." 

Bruce hissed, tightening his arse around Steve's fingers. "You. Your cock" 

Steve withdrew his fingers, getting up onto his knees and moving between Bruce's thighs. Bruce lifted his legs 
and placed them on Steve's shoulders, tipping his head back and sighing as Steve rubbed the head of his cock 
over his hole. 

"You have me. And the other is yours for the taking." 

Sliding his cock into Bruce, Steve reached for his hands, linking their fingers as he began with slow thrusts of 
his hips, drawing his cock out to the tip before letting the forward push of his weight slip it deep, Bruce's legs 
tightening around him, their eyes locked. Unhurried, no urgency or need to drive each other to end the 


pleasure, a joining of minds as well as their bodies, filled with unspoken promises and declarations. 


Still connected, they rolled, Steve now under Bruce, strong thighs gripping the length of his sides, Bruce pinning 
his arms to the bed by their still linked hands. Slow, steady movements, Bruce rising and falling over Steve, 


leaning forward to lick and to taste, long slow kisses that offered an intimacy that they explored with delight. A 
soft play of tongues, sometimes just brushing of lips, nothing spoken but all understood. 


Gradually, their movements quickened, bodies demanding more, neither sure where one ended and the other 
began as the excitement twisted and twined between them, forming a single entity that enveloped both in a 
mutual feeling of passion and desire. Fingers tightening, holding each other down, almost grounding them from 
being carried away as breaths became moans, muscles clenching and releasing, panting into each other as 


urgency crept into the motions. 


Gasps and groans, flesh hitting flesh, a white hot coil forming at the base of their spines and creeping up, the 
world around them lost in a grey fog until nothing existed except their bodies, their feelings, their pleasure. 
Bruce lifted their linked hands and rested them on Steve's chest, the muscles in his thighs shaking as he lifted 
himself up the thick shaft, feeling Steve lift his hips to meet him as he dropped back down, sweat running in 


trickling rivers across overheated flesh. 


Bruce leaned forward, crying out as his cock rubbed against Steve's flesh, shifting forward and back, faster 
and harder, their bodies trapping their hands as well as his cock between them, grinding together as the last 
bit of control snapped. Bruce reared back, his body arcing like a drawn bow, come bursting from the tip of his 
cock in thick streams, splattering over Steve's chest and their joined hands. 


Steve slammed his hips up, shouting out as his cock was gripped in the soft vise of Bruce's arse, the walls 
kneading the rigid flesh with the contractions of Bruce's orgasm. Pulsing spasms wrung the seed from his balls, 
bathing the clenching muscles with the thick, warm spray, sucking him dry until he shuddered as the last bit 


oozed from the slit, Bruce's weight keeping him buried deep even as his cock began to soften inside him. 


Groaning, the last tremors still shaking his body, Bruce let his body sag forward, laying down on Steve's chest, 
only dimly aware of Steve moving their hands and carefully releasing his fingers. Steve wrapped his arms 
around Bruce's shoulders, holding him tightly as they both waited for their heartbeat to slow and their 
breathing to smooth out, both of them savoring the last moments of pleasure before letting the reality of life 
back into the cocoon they'd created. 


Bruce grumbled a soft complaint when Steve's soft cock slipped from his arse, lifting his head and sighing as 
he went to shift off of him. Steve tightened his arms, holding him on top of his body for a few more moments 
before grinning and rolling them both over, staying on his side next to him. Bruce groaned, closing his eyes and 
letting himself drift. 

A sharp pinch on his nipple made him yelp and sit up, glaring at the grinning man beside him. 

“That hurt!" 


Steve sat up, bending over and giving the wounded nipple a soft suck. "Better?" 


Bruce pushed the long fall of hair back over Steve's shoulder, grinning back at him. "Aye." 


Steve stared at him until Bruce shifted, feeling a little unnerved by the intensity of Steve's gaze. "What?" 
"Turn round." 

Bruce shifted around until his back was to Steve. 

"What..2" 

"Just be still." 


Bruce felt Steve gather his hair, moving it to drape down onto his chest. Steve's hands appeared, drawing 
something up over his shoulders and then fumbling at the back of his neck. 


"There." 


Bruce looked down, his eyes widening at the sight of the medallion nestled in the hair on his chest. Turning to 
face Steve, he opened his mouth, stopping when Steve placed a finger against his lips. 


‘Its the only thing | have." 

"You don't have to do this, | know what it means..." 

Steve ducked his head, his face flushed when he raised his eyes to Bruce. "So do you." 

Deciding words weren't always the best answer, Bruce leaned forward and rested his forehead against Steve's, 


letting himself be drawn down onto the bed. Curling around each other, Steve fell asleep with his chest against 
Bruce's back, their fingers linked and resting under the soft gleam of gold. 


Ella stared into the darkness, her fingers still smoothing Michael's hair back from his face, the soft, even 
breaths that drifted over her skin letting her know he had finally fallen asleep. For the first time, she had 
actually seen him need the comfort of another human, he had been so agitated when he returned from the 


Maiden that when she had dared ask what troubled him he had nearly bitten her head off. 


Michael groaned in his sleep, shifting restlessly against her. Ella smoothed her hand down his back, her mind 
still going over the events of the day. 


She had killed a man. 


She had seem many men die, some wounded so badly they would more than likely not survive. 


She had killed a man. 


Shivering, Ella slid down next to Michael, burrowing into his warmth. Closing her eyes, she tried to shut her 


mind as well. 


Thirty Two 
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"| don't know what he has in mind Michael, he just said it was an idea he wanted to discuss." 


Weikath nodded. "I think you may not like the idea at first Edward, but think before you begin waving your 


arms and growling and making red eyes." 

Head frowned. "He told you what it was?" 

Michael shook his head. "Nay, but it is something that | think | know." 

"And why is it that you always think you know something before everyone else does Weikath?" 
"Because | do not wave my arms around and growl and make red eyes. | listen and | look" 


Kirk covered his laugh with a quiet cough. Edward swung his head around and glared at him, the faint red on 
the outer edges of his eyes sending Kirk off in a fit of giggles. 


"You two are just so fucking amusing, especially to yourselves." Edward ignored them both, instead greeting Kai 
and Joseph as they entered the cabin. "Good, finally someone who is not either giggling like he is being tickled 
with a feather or someone who needs to go soak his head in one of his pumpkins." 


Kai and Joseph exchanged glances. Shrugging, Kai held out a list. "These are the men who have expressed a 


desire to stay. You will find that with one or two exceptions, all of the men from the Sabbath are asking to 
stay with her, without the Admiral. Or at least without his wife." 


Edward winced. "I can't find blame for them in that. Her screeching has been grating my ears all morn" 

"He's nice though." Kirk uncrossed his legs and rose from the bed. "When | went to the cabin to see if 
everything was right, yes | know Edward don't look at me like that, he was very friendly and quite funny. And 
yes, they are prisoners but still, he is an Admiral and after putting up with that shrew he deserves extra 
consideration" 


"The children are just like her." 


Weikath shuddered. "All children are like her, Edward." 


Edward grinned, unable to resist digging into the chink in Weikath's normally unflappable facade. "Ah, but 


Michael, there may come a time when you and Ella..." 
"And there may come a time when | cut off your balls and give them to Kirk's cat to play with." 


Kirk shook his head, laughing along with the rest. "Please don't do that Michael, I'm rather fond of them where 
they are." 


"Fond of what?" 

Bruce and Steve came through the door, greeting everyone before turning back to Kirk. 

"Edward's balls." 

Steve snorted. "And that is something we did not know?" 

Kirk suddenly squeaked, going to Bruce and lifting the medallion from his chest. Edward and Michael exchanged 
glances, both of them grinning when Steve's face colored. Kirk nodded, setting it back against the hair and 
bouncing back over to the bed, climbing back up to sit cross legged, the huge grin still on his face, gazing 
fondly at Bruce and Steve. Edward rolled his eyes. 


"He's going to be hanging curtains in your cabin next Harry." 


Steve glanced at Bruce and took a deep breath. "That's what | wanted to talk to you about Edward. | think it is 


time that Bruce and | have our own ship." 


The silence was deafening, mouths hanging open and eyes wide as the four captains stared. Kirk buried his face 


in his hands, not even wanting to see the reaction when Harry's words sank in 


Edward jumped to his feet, eyes glowing red, his fists clenched. "Whaf? Now you decide you want your own 
ship?" 


Weikath snorted. "Edward. Arms. Growling. Red eyes." 
"Fuck my arms and my eyes! Explain yourself Harry!" 


"Bruce is wasted as a crewman. He's a captain and that's what he should be doing. And | would serve as his 


first mate." 
"Oh, of course! And did you have a ship in mind?" 


"The Maiden" 


"WHA P!" 

Weikath snorted. "And now, he bellows. Edward, shut up and let him speak" 

Edward rounded on Michael. "Shut up and stay out of this!" 

Kai looked at Joseph. "I think I'll go have a stroll around the deck." 

Joseph grabbed his arm and practically shoved him out the door. "Aye, | think I'll join you." 
"Kirk! Go with them!" 

Kirk crossed his arms. "I am not going anywhere Edward." 

"This is between me and these two..two..argh!" 


Steve rolled his eyes, speaking between clenched teeth. "If you would shut the fuck up Edward and let me 
finish!" 


Weikath covered his mouth, the chortles coming through his fingers anyway. Edward looked stunned. Kirk 
buried his face in a pillow, sliding it down until laughter filled eyes peered over the cloth. 


Steve cocked an eyebrow. "Now, as | said, Bruce is wasted being simply a crewman, He needs a ship. And we 


have a ship sitting out there with no crew and no captain" 

"The Sabbath" 

"Aye, Michael. But she is not much good for pirating. She is more of a fleet commander's ship." 

Michael chuckled, looking at Edward. "You do not see this?" 

Edward was grinding his teeth so hard it sounded like rough scrub brushes washing the deck. "Nay. | do not" 


"You take the Sabbath You can do as you like. Under your command, Bruce takes over as captain of the 
Maiden What spoils we take, we share with you." 


"Brilliant." 
Steve nodded. "Aye, Michael. Seems as if it would be good for all” 


Edward's teeth slowed. "Interesting idea But we would need a crew for the Sabbath" 


"Split the men from the Maiden and keep the Sabbaths current crew. Fill in with the others that expressed a 
desire to serve. Or with the ones that didn't" 


Edward nodded slowly. "Aye. Michael, that may be one of the smartest things | have ever heard from you." 


Michael rolled his eyes at Steve and Bruce. "Because you could hear me once you stopped waving your arms, 


growling, bellowing and making red eyes." 


Edward slapped his hand on the table. "Get Joseph and Kai back in here and lets take care of the details 
amongst ourselves later." Rising from his chair, Edward grinned, holding out his hand to Bruce. "Captain 


Dickinson, the ship is yours." 


With congratulations and good wishes for a safe journey, Joseph and Kai left the Maiden, intending to transfer 
the crewmen that chose to remain onto the Sabbath before pulling anchor and heading for port to get much 
needed repairs. Although the Admiral's wife had demanded they be returned with the rest, with his usual flare 
the Helloweer's captain had suggested another fate for the family, heartily and quickly agreed to by the other 
three. 


At Weikath's suggestion, a small island had been chosen, the remaining three ships pulling anchor and moving to 
position themselves in the cove. Edward sent a small party to take a look, Davey reporting back to him that 
there was fresh water and game to be had, as well as several varieties of fruit. 

Edward asked Davey to bring Admiral Osbourne to his cabin, sending Kirk for Harry and Bruce, all four groaning 
when they could hear the yapping of his wife out in the corridor. Davey knocked and then opened the door, his 
eyes sending a mixed signal of apology and irritation The couple stepped into the cabin, Osbourne greeting 
everyone happily before wandering around and looking at the various objects as Edward explained they would be 


moved from the ship onto the island that could be seen off of port and left. 


Happy nods from the admiral were his only response, however his wife was not too keen on the idea and as 


soon as Edward paused she began, her voice shrill and setting everyone's teeth on edge. 
"What do you mean you're going to leave us there?" 

Head rolled his eyes. "You. Stay. Island” 

‘Lam not staying there! Ozzy! Do Something!" 


The Admiral looked up from where he was admiring the curtains. "Sharon, look at these! They're nicer than the 


ones you have at home!" 


"| don't care about the fucking curtains Ozzy! These savages are going to leave us on an island!" 


"Does it have stuff to eat?" 

Head patted his arm. "We'll leave you supplies and there is good hunting," 

"Right then! And water?" 

Head nodded. "Aye, we'll show you where it is." 

"Well, then it sounds like it could be fun!" 

Steve was biting the inside of his cheek and digging his elbow into Bruce's ribs to keep him from laughing. 
"It doesn't sound like fun! And what about Jack and Kelly?" 


Head gave her a toothy grin. "Oh, they'll be with you. Davey, escort the Admiral to the boat." Snaking his hand 
out and grabbing the Admiral's wife by the wrist, Head snorted. "Not you, you're going a different way.’ 


"Unhand me you creature! Ozzy!" 
"There is no room in the boat with the supplies unless, of course, you would care to row?" 


"You'll come on the next one Sharon. Now, off | go!" Admiral Osbourne happily shook hands with everyone 


before shuffling out of the cabin behind Davey. 


"Heathens! Bastards!" Looking at them with contempt, the Admiral's wife stuck her nose in the air. "Now get 
me off this ship!" Sweeping her skirts behind her, she stalked from the cabin. 


Head grinned, the rest giving into the laughter they'd been holding. "Oh, with more pleasure than you can 


imagine. Shall we?" 


Steve, Bruce and Kirk followed him from the cabin, still laughing. Reaching the deck they found her standing 


beside the open rail, watching as the longboat carrying the Admiral rowed toward shore. 
"Well? Are you going to lower another one?" 

Head grinned again, crossing his arms. "| cannot spare a second. l'm afraid you'll have to swim." 
"What?" 

"Swim. And | would suggest not trying it in that dress, the weight could pull you under." 


"Who do you think you are?" 


Head turned to look at the Admiral's daughter. "Edward T. Head" Raising an eyebrow at Bruce and Steve, his 


grin somehow managed to get even wider. "Commodore of the Beelzebub" 


"The what?" The son had wandered over as well, his face as pinched in agitation as those of his mother and 


sister. 


"Formerly the Black Sabbath" Head swept his hand toward the Frigate. "| have decided to rename her. The 
Beelzebub. Has a nice ring to it wouldn't you say?" 


"Thief! Bastard animal! You are..." 

A long drawn out scream that sounded somewhat like his name and even more so like his wife screaming it 
that cut off in a loud splash made Admiral Osbourne turn in the boat, just in time to see his son and daughter 
flying through the air to land in the water next to the Maiden And it looked as if Sharon was in the water 
already. The admiral shook his head. 

'It is a nice day for a swim." 

The crewmen nodded, biting their lips to keep from laughing as the three floundered toward shore. 


Weikath and Ella stopped in the ship's infirmary to check on the wounded crewmen, finding that Markus and 
Andi had decided to go back to their own quarters the night before, both saying they felt fine. Muttering 
under his breath about hardheaded first mates and daft crewmen, Michael dragged Ella to Markus’ cabin, 


giving a sharp rap on the door before flinging it open. 

The two men inside started, Markus trying to rise from the bed and Andi from the window seat, both sinking 
back into place when Michael waved a dismissive hand. "Do not get up. | simply wanted to see if you were 
feeling better." 

Markus nodded. "It is nothing, just a scratch." 

Ella rolled her eyes. "Why do | think that would be your answer if you had been holding your innards in place?" 


Andi laughed. "It would be." 


Markus cocked his head, gazing at him fondly. "And this from the man who tried to convince the healer he 
could climb enough to board the Sabbathe" 


Michael yelped, turning baleful eyes to Ella "Madam, is there a reason why you just kicked my foot?" 


Ella groaned. "Subtlety Michael, perhaps you should try it?" 


Michael looked thoroughly confused. "Madam, is this a female thing that you are referring to? | do not speak 
the language." 


"Michael!" Ella looked pointedly at Markus, then Andi. 
"Ella! If you are trying to tell me they like each other | am aware of it!" 


It would have been near impossible to say who blushed harder of the three as Michael snorted. "They have 


been dancing around this since Andi came on the Helloween It comes as no surprise to me." 
Markus threw his hands up. "It would have been good for someone to tell me!" 


Andi laughed, easing himself up from the window seat and going to sit next to Markus on the bed. "So now, | 


am telling you." 

Markus’ eyes narrowed. "Ah, Captain Weikath? Ella?" 

Michael raised an eyebrow. Ella giggled, taking hold of Michael's arm. "Aye, Markus?" 

The first mate grinned, never taking his eyes from Andi. "Get out." 

Michael tilted his head, his lips twitching. "Are you sure? Ella may want to stay and watch to see if..." 
"Michael!" Ella tugged his arm, blushing. "Come on! We are supposed to meet Edward and Kirk on the Sabbath" 
Andi turned puzzled eyes to Markus. "What does he mean and why are you red?" 


Markus leaned back on the pillows, waiting until the door closed behind Weikath and Ella. "She was curious on 
the island that night." 


Andi chuckled. "Ah, | see." The amusement changed abruptly to a frown. "Why did you not say anything then?" 
Markus shrugged. "| did not think.” 
Andi ran his hand up Markus’ thigh. "I thought you did not like me that way.’ 


Markus licked his lips, watching as Andis hand moved between his legs, lightly massaging his inner thigh. "Oh, | 
liked you. But | did not think | was pretty enough for you." 


Andis hand moved higher, dragging his fingers up and over Markus’ crotch, grinning when the big man hissed. 
"Pretty? With this body? | do not need pretty Markus.” 


Markus swallowed hard, his eyes locked with Andi's. "What do you need?" 


Andi carefully climbed up on the bed, wincing as he straddled Markus’ thighs. Leaning forward, he rested his 
elbow on the pillows on either side of Markus’ head. "Just you." Markus groaned, sliding his hands around Andi's 
ribs and digging his fingers into the muscles in his back as Andi kissed him, parting his lips to accept the 
darting tongue that licked the roof of his mouth and then stroked over his. 


Markus sat forward, pulling Andis shirt up and urging him back to lift it over his head, running his hand over 
his chest and teasing his nipples. Andi moaned, sliding his fingers through Markus’ curls and pulling his head 
back, dipping down to nip at his throat, licking slowly up the pulse in his neck and back to his ear. Words 
breathed over his skin made Markus shudder, the request sending a surge of blood to his groin. "Do you know 
I've wanked thinking about this? About how your dick will fill me? How you will feel when you come?" Andi 


groaned, burrowing his face into Markus’ neck. "Fuck me Markus." 


Hands now frantic, Markus fumbled with the front of Andi's breeches, fingers shaking as he opened the laces 
and pushed the cloth apart. Andi sucked in his breath when strong fingers closed around his cock, tugging it 
free, Markus pushing him back and dropping his head to run his tongue over the tip as Andi rose up on his 
knees, biting his lip at the pain that shot through his thigh. 


"Markus, wait." Markus reluctantly released him, watching as Andi carefully moved off him and rose from the 
bed. "Come here." Markus swung his legs over the side of the bed and slowly stood. And reached up and 
cupped his face, pulling his head down and giving him a quick kiss. "I want you naked." 


The cloud of worry lifted from blue-grey eyes. "| was afraid you had changed your thoughts." 


Andi shook his head, unlacing Markus’ breeches and easing his shirt over the bandage on his stomach. "Nay. 


You would need a rope to tie me and drag me from here to make me leave." 


Markus laughed, raising his arms so Andi could pull his shirt over his head. "Why not a rope to keep you 


here?" 

Andi gave him a wicked smile. "Maybe next time." 

Markus pulled Andi against him, grinning down at him, running a hand over his forehead to push the blonde 
fringe out of his eyes. "The idea of having you tied to my bed is one | will not forget" Taking care not to jar 
Andi's wound any more than he had to, Markus pushed the tight breeches down his legs, letting out a low 
growl when Andi's cock slapped against him. Andi put his hands on Markus’ shoulders, stopping him from 
kneeling. 


"Nay, it is best if you let me. You, finish yours and next time we do each other.” 


The two men watched each other, eyes hot with lust as they removed the rest of their clothes, Andi waiting 


until Markus was finished before gently pushing him back to the bed. "On your back" Markus did his bidding, 
stretching out and propping himself up on his elbows as Andi eased his way back onto the bed, gritting his 
teeth as the movement pulled the muscle in his thigh. Markus frowned, reaching to help balance him as he got 
back in position over the strong thighs, Andi lowering himself with a sigh. 


Running his hands up Andis chest, Markus rolled his nipples under his thumbs, feeling the shiver that climbed 
Andis spine, his breathing deepening as he leaned into Markus‘ touch. Raising himself up, he reached forward 
and slid two fingers into Markus' mouth, sighed when Markus’ tongue wrapped around them, sucking them in, 
moving his mouth slowly up and down as if sucking Andis cock. Andi leaned forward, slipping his fingers from 
Markus' mouth and replacing them with his tongue, moaning when Markus continued the slow, teasing suck, 


closing his lips around it and sliding them back and forth over the muscle. 


Andi reached around his hip, pushing his fingers into his arse and preparing himself for the hard cock brushing 
against his, panting as Markus increased the sucking of his tongue, licking and teasing it with his, Andi's cock 
throbbing and aching for the same torture, wanting to feel that talented mouth wrapped round it. Andi groaned 
as his fingers spread him open, walking up on his knees and trapping Markus’ cock between his legs, lowering 
himself and rubbing against it. 


Andi pulled his mouth away from Markus’, staring into his eyes. "Now, fuck me." 


Reaching back, Andi lifted himself straight up on his knees, taking Markus’ cock in his hand and walking forward 
just enough to press the tip to his hole. Markus groaned, his hands going to Andis hips and holding him tightly, 
closing his eyes and shuddering as Andy guided his cock inside. Slow, steady pressure and the head popped 
through the ring, Andi throwing his head back and groaning as he let his weight push the shaft inside, settling 
down until his arse pressed against Markus’ thighs, every bit of the long, thick shaft inside his body. 


Bracing his hands on Markus’ chest, Andi began to move, slow, quiet rocking motions that caused a mild 
grimace of pain. Markus swore, tightening his fingers and using the strength in his arms to move Andi above 
him, taking some of the pressure off his injured thigh. Andi's fingers roamed over the broad chest, tracing the 
colorful tattoos, dragging them down to roll and tug the hard nipples, each touch of his fingers making Markus 
groan. Lifting Andi forward, Markus sat up, meeting him with a kiss, tongues as lazy and soft as the slow 
fucking motions of their hips. 


Their injuries forced them to keep the careful, gentle pace, letting the spirals of lust spread slowly through 
their bodies, the urgency dampened by necessity, enjoying the touch and the taste. Andi trembled under the 
strong fingers that teased his thighs, crawling back over his hips and stroking his back, rolling his hips to meet 
the quiet thrusts from Markus. 


Markus bent his knees, lifting Andi forward, the position letting him ride Markus’ cock a little faster with just 
the rocking motions, easing the pressure on his thigh. Breaths becoming pants, Andis cock dragged against 
Markus, the rough cloth of the bandage rubbing the sensitive head until Markus reached between them and 
wrapped his hand around the shaft, holding it still and letting the pumping motions of Andis hips thrust it into 
his hand. Andi groaned, searching for Markus’ mouth and kissing him hard, soft slapping sounds from his arse 


hitting the strong thighs behind it filling the air. 


Markus slid his free hand under Andi's balls, rolling the sac over his fingers, tugging it gently, grinning against 
Andis lips when he cried out and began rocking faster, needing more of both the cock in his arse and the 
strong hands manipulating his cock and balls, his panting breath filling Markus’ mouth. 


Markus could feel the subtle changes, Andis arse tight and hot, squeezing his cock, the shaft in his hand 
swelling and throbbing, Andi's balls drawing up in his hand. Markus suddenly rammed his hips up, lifting Andi 
from the bed and dropping back down, ignoring the lance of pain from his stomach and ramming upward again 
Andi cried out, his hand going to Markus’ shoulders, fingers digging in as he pounded his arse back and forth, 
fucking himself hard, his face buried in Markus’ chest. 


A violent shudder shook Andi, his teeth fastening on Markus’ throat as his cock twitched in his hand, his come 
spurting over Markus’ stomach and hand, grinding himself on the rigid pole inside him, spots of white swimming 
into his vision as his mind blanked out everything except the force of his coming. 

Markus roared, the pain from the bite and the sudden vise of convulsing muscle around his cock making him 
jab his cock hard into Andi, jets of seed bathing the walls until the last bit was wrung from his balls. Carefully 
releasing his hands from Andi's cock and now empty sac, he wrapped trembling arms around his and pulled him 
down to rest on his chest, grinning as he licked the come from his shaking fingers before pushing the sweaty 
hair back from Andi's face and tipping his chin up. 

Andi managed a grin in return, raising his head up enough to meet Markus’ soft kiss before dropping it back 
with a sigh, carefully stretching his legs out and laying full length on top of the strong body that relaxed 
under him. 

Markus’ voice was quiet and very deep. "Andi?" 

Andi nodded, curving his hands under Markus’ shoulders. "Aye?" 

"Stay here with me?" 


Andi lifted his head and gave Markus a smile that made his heart nearly stop. "Aye, and you do not need the 


rope." 
Markus grinned back, waiting until Andi snuggled against him and sighed before closing his eyes. 
Finishing up their tour of the Sabbath, Kirk pulled Michael aside. "Is Ella alright?" 


Michael shook his head. "| am not sure what it is, although | think | have an idea" 


"She's not herself. She hasn't even risen to Edward's bait once." 

"Nay, she has not. | think it is time | take her home and see if | can find out what is wrong" 
Kirk nodded. "Let me know if | can help." 

Michael snorted. "You cannot mother the world Kirk" 


Kirk crossed his arms over his chest and cocked an eyebrow at the tall pirate. "Oh, this coming from you is a 


good case of pot and kettle Michael." 
Michael actually flushed. "Ah, is different Kirk, | am old” 
Kirk playfully poked him in the ribs. "Aye, right, just as Edward is." 


Michael laughed, holding his arm out to Ella as she and Edward joined them. "Nay Kirk, | am old, Edward is 


ancient" 
Ignoring the grumbles, Michael and Ella bid them good night and left to return to the Helloween 


Entering their cabin a short time later, Michael watched Ella carefully as she gathered up her sewing and 
made herself comfortable on the window seat. Crossing the cabin, he took it gently from her hands and turned 


her to face him. 
"Madam, what is wrong?" 
Ella flushed. "Nothing is wrong Michael." 


Shaking his head, he put a finger under her chin and forced her head up to look into her eyes. "Do not lie to 


me. 


Ella's eyes filled with tears, her voice barely above a whisper, Michael having to strain to catch the words. "| 


killed him. | know he was going to hurt you and he did hurt Markus but | killed him." 


Michael took her into his arms, mentally cursing himself for not seeing this coming. "You did what you had to. 
You did nothing wrong." 


Ella didn't answer, simply sobbing harder, curling herself into Michael's lap. Michael slid his arm under her legs, 
lifting her and carrying her to the bed, laying her down and following her to gather her back into his arms, 
soothing her with quiet sounds and gentle touches. Their position and the heat of her body had him mentally 
kicking himself all over again as his mind wandered to a different form of comfort, his body wholeheartedly 
going along with the plan Soft lips that began tasting the flesh of his neck weren't helping, kissing their way up 
to his jaw, fingers touching his cheek and turning his head. When her lips brushed his, Michael gave up trying 


to hold himself back, meeting the kiss with as much urgency as she initiated, needing to feel something other 
than the pain and the confusion that had filled her mind since the sound of the pistol had stopped echoing in 


her ears. 
Michael tried to pull back, Ella's arms holding onto him, her teeth scraping his neck. "Nay Michael! Please!" 


With a groan, he rolled on top of her, fingers scrabbling to lift her skirts. The touch of his fingers on her 
thigh made her cry out, her legs spreading to let him slip between, nails digging into his shoulders. Michael 
hissed, rearing up on his knees, and fumbling open his breeches, pushing them down enough to free his cock, 
throwing his head back as her hand closed around him. Ella moaned, lifting herself up enough to reach his cock 


with her mouth, sucking the head inside, her hand rubbing the shaft as it hardened. 


Michael's hand slipped between her legs, stroking her sex, spreading the lips and finding her clit and rubbing it 
gently, dragging the tips of his fingers down the slit and teasing her opening, lifting her head from his cock and 
capturing her lips, kissing her hard and deep, tongues clashing and wrestling frantically. 


Michael pushed her back on the bed, lifting her leg to curl it over his hip, the head of his cock rubbing the 
length of her slit until with a hard thrust of his hips he buried himself inside her, Ella's cry mixing with his 
own. Frantic thrusts, a need to feel and to be, to drive away demons, teeth nipping and biting, Ella raking her 


nails down Michael's back as his teeth closed around her nipple, sending a spark of pain through her even with 


the cloth of her dress between them. 


Michael dug his fingers into the coils of Ella's hair, ripping it free and grasping handfuls to pull her head back, 
teeth snapping closed on her throat, driving thrust of his hips slamming his cock in and out of her with utter 
desperation, her heels digging into the back of his thighs. 


Michael swore, Ella's teeth had fastened on his lip hard enough to draw blood, the red smear left on her neck 
as he sucked on her throat, marking her, caught in the rut of animalistic passion and heat until nothing existed 
except the feel of her body under him, his weight pinning her to the bed and the complete abandonment of 


human care and kindness that wrapped them in a blanket of lust. 


Pain mixed with pleasure, pleasure mixed with pain until the two became one, no beginning or end. Unsure 
where one ends and the other begins, reaching a level that rips body and mind until it becomes a struggle to 
end, fighting a battle in the most base of emotions. 


Ella screamed, tears forming in her eyes and spilling down the sides of her face as she arched off the bed, 
shaking violently, her eyes tightly shut, her body hovering on the edge until her mind shattered under the 
pressure, pulses wracking her frame. Michael roared his release, a final violent thrust of his hips into the 
rippling tightness that sucked at his cock, his come spilling inside her, his vision fading to black as he dropped 
down, heart hammering so hard he thought it would burst from his chest. 


Rolling onto his side, he pulled Ella with him, holding her still trembling frame against his side, his hand shaking 
so hard he could barely move the tendrils of hair away from her face. Unable to speak, they stared at one 


another, shocked at their own behavior and the pleasure it had brought. 


With a groan, Michael slipped from the bed, walking on none too steady legs to the jug of water and pouring 
some onto a cloth, staggering back to he bed and crashing down beside Ella. "Madam." 


Still gasping for breath, his words staggered and hitched, "I think you have killed me for sure." 


Ella giggled, sighed as he ran the cool cloth over her face. "I hope not, because | cannot move so you will have 


to undress me." 


Michael snorted, tossing the cloth onto the table and laying down beside her. "Fine madam, | will do that as soon 
as | can undress myself." Gathering her back into his arms, they held each other, letting the last of the 


demons escape into the night. 


Thirty Three 
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| don't care Edward | am not sleeping in that bed!" 

Edward rolled his eyes. "Well, then we should have gone back to the Maiden" 

Kirk sighed, rubbing his forehead. "Edward, its just.wait, why don't we make a bed out on the deck?" 
"The deck." 


Kirk nodded. "Why not? It's a beautiful night, and we have enough bedclothes and pillows that it would be quite 


comfortable." 

"The deck." 

Kirk slid his arms around Edward's waist. "The deck." 

Edward grumbled but his eyes were their normal blue, showing no irritation. "Fine. Lead the way." 
Kirk grinned, rising up on his toes and kissing Edward's cheek. "You spoil me." 


Edward grinned, looking down at his small lover. "Aye, but you are worth some spoiling. Now, go, pick your place. 


| have an idea that seeing you in the moonlight will not be a bad thing.” 

Kirk batted his eyes. "Are you planning on taking advantage of me?" 

Edward leered at him, picking up an armful of bedclothes. “Aye, | am." 

Kirk giggled, leaving the cabin. "Good!" 

Shortly after, Edward was beginning to wish they had gone back to the Maiden Kirk had wandered around the 
deck of the Frigate, finally choosing a spot on the poop deck that overlooked the rest of the ship. Edward 
dumped the bedclothes in a heap, helping arrange them only when those black eyes gave him a look that said if 


he didn't, the only thing he'd be seeing in the moonlight was the moon. 


The bed made to Kirk's specifications, Edward sent him off into fits of giggles when he promptly stripped off 
his clothes and took a seat in the middle of the bedclothes, crooking a gnarled finger at Kirk. "You. Come here." 


Kirk put a hand to his brow, sighing and fanning himself. "Why sir, what did you have in mind?" 
Edward grinned. "You. Naked. Here." 


Kirk cocked a hip, looking at Edward out of the corner of his eye. "Why sir, what kind of a man do you think | 


am?" 
"The kind that needs to get out of those clothes and over here." 
Kirk quickly stripped and settled himself on the blankets next to Edward. "Quick enough for you?" 


"Almost. Much longer and | would have started without you." Edward lay back on the pillows, taking his cock in 
his hand and stroking himself. Kirk licked his lips, watching as Edward's fingers worked the shaft, stopping to 
pinch and roll the head before pumping it with long strokes. A noise from the deck below made them both 
turn, seeing Nicko and Ale come out onto the moonlit deck, several blankets thrown over Nicko's good arm, 


both men naked save for their breeches. 
"Seems we weren't the only ones with the idea" Kirk started to rise, stopping when Edward grabbed his arm. 
"Wait" Pulling Kirk into his lap, Edward shifted his position so they could see the other pair through the rail. 


Ale took the blankets, spreading them out before turning to Nicko and grabbing the waistband of his breeches, 
laughing as he pulled the cook to him. Nicko wrapped his arm around Ale, the two men leaning into each other 
as they kissed, Ale's hands running up and down Nicko's back. 


Kirk moaned softly, leaning back into Edward's chest. Edward reached around, playing with the rings in Kirk's 
ripples, both of them never taking their eyes off the action below. 


Nicko's hand had found its way down to Ale's arse, massaging the firm flesh, the kiss deepening, grinding 
mouths and bodies alike. Ale's fingers were tightly gripping Nicko's hips, his head suddenly tipping back as Nicko 
moved the attack to his throat, Ale's mouth open, the sound too quiet to hear but drawing a sigh from Kirk 
as Edward's mouth found his neck, sucking and licking as Nicko's mouth teased over Ale's flesh. 


Kirk's fingers curled into fists, arcing his back to push against Edward's hands. "See how Ale rubs himself 
against Nicko? He is like a cat, purring and arching, marking Nicko as his with his smell” Kirk moaned, Edward's 
voice was a low growl in his ear, vibrating through his body and sending dark chills up his spine. "He is greedy, 
he can't wait to feel the heat of Nicko's cock against his skin, against his cock, rubbing together...” 


Even as Ale's hands were undoing the laces of Nicko's breeches, Edward's hands had slid down over Kirk's 
stomach and were teasing the path of hair down to his groin Ale dipped his head, his head moving across 
Nicko's collarbone, the cook's hand coming up to tangle in Ale's curls as he moved lower, his mouth stopping 


and covering Nicko's nipple. 


"Is he sucking it? Licking a bit or..ah..see Nicko arch? Maybe a bite, not too hard, just enough to feel that little 
bit of pain that makes your cock throb." Kirk shuddered, Edward's hand had moved back up, tugging and 
twisting one of the rings. "Now, a teasing lick to the other," Edward's fingers danced across Kirk's chest, lifting 
the other ring. "and more of the same." 


Kirk's head was tipped back against Edward's shoulder, his breathing a series of soft moans, his hands petting 
the outside of Edward's thighs. Ale was slowly lowering himself, his mouth never leaving Nicko's body, using his 
grip on Nicko's hips to brace himself as he sank to his knees. 


"Ah, he can take no more, he needs the taste of his lover's cock." Edward's hand slipped between Kirk's legs, 
cupping his balls and bounching them gently brefore moving his hand back to Kirk's cock, wrapping long fingers 
around the hard organ. Ale spread Nicko's breeches open, sliding them over his hips and over his groinnuzzling 
his cheek against Nicko's crotch as he drew them down his legs and off. Ale's hands stroked the front of 
Nicko's thighs, his eyes turned up to stare at him, his face soft with emotion 


"See how he stares at him Kirk? He has so much passion in his youth, in love for the first time in his life, 
even if he really knows nothing of the meaning of the word yet." Kirk whimpered, pushing his hips up, trying to 
force Edward's hand to move on his cock. "Now, what think you? Will he start with a long lick?" Edward 
dragged his hand up Kirk's cock from base to tip. "Or perhaps he'll take the head in his mouth?" Edward closed 
his hand around the head of Kirk's cock and tugged it gently. "Or will he swallow it all in one motion?" Edward 
stroked his hand back down Kirk's shaft. Kirk bit his lip to keep from crying out, groaning when Ale took Nicko's 
cock in his mouth and sucked it down to the root. 


Edward shifted; Kirk's movement had his cock hard and dripping, trapped under his arse. Wrapping his arm 
around him. Edward lifted Kirk, setting him further down his thighs and moving his cock to press against his 
stomach before pulling Kirk back to him, trapping it between their bodies. Pumping Kirk's cock, Edward pressed 
his lips back to his ear, both of them unable to tear their eyes from the sight of Ale sucking Nicko, slow, 
deliberate motions of his head allowing them to see the long shaft moving in and out through his lips. 


"What does he like best about sucking Nicko's cock? Is it the taste? The texture? The way Nicko moans and 
holds his head, pushing it faster? Knowing he is controlling Nicko's desire with just his lips, his tongue, his 
teeth? Edward's hand continued to tease Kirk's cock, his other hand grazing over Kirk's nipples and down to his 
stomach, never stopping their movement over the heated flesh. "Does he scrape his teeth on the shaft? You 
like that, don't you? When | use my teeth to make you squirm?" Kirk shuddered; Edward's nails were scraping 
the silken skin of his shaft. Kirk managed a nod, grinding against Edward, feeling the precum from Edward's 


cock smearing over his back. 


"Nicko's starting to lose control, see his hips reaching? Fucking Ale's mouth like he will soon be doing 
somewhere else. Or do you think he won't fuck him this time, but instead come in that hot, sucking hole that 
is so delicately teasing him?" Kirk's only answer was another moan, the thrusts of his hips becoming more 
demanding. "Nay, it seems that Nicko wants in the sweet arse of his, even though he hates to leave that 
mouth..." Nicko had put his hand under Ale's jaw, urging him up onto his feet, tracing his cheek with his thumb 


before leaning in to kiss him, bodies pressed together, heads tilted to offer the deepest contact, Nicko's hand 
tracing the cleft between Ale's cheeks. 


"Get on your knees.” Edward's voice was now a low rumble, dark with lust, Kirk's body responding automatically 
even as his brain had seemed to abandon all reason. Spreading his legs, he straddled Edward's lean thighs, 
getting on his knees and bending forward to brace his hands on Edward's shins. Edward's hand left his cock, 
being placed flat in the middle of Kirk's back and urging him to drop his chest, raising his arse. Nicko had 
turned Ale and was holding him tight to his body as the two of them sank to their knees, Nicko putting his 
hand on Ale's back in much the same manner and urging him to bend over, Ale coming to rest on his elbows, 


presenting himself to his lover. 


"What think you? Will he simply use his fingers?" Kirk hissed, Edward's finger was running up and down his 
cleft. "Or will he have to taste him?" Edward dropped his head and ran his tongue over the top of Kirk's arse. 
Kirk clamped his jaw shut; Nicko had backed up and was crouched behind Ale, his face against his crack "Umm, 
| agree, some things you just have to do..” Kirk dug his fingers into the blankets, fighting the cry that rolled 
up from his chest when Edward's tongue began licking his crack, finding the ring and lapping it with the flat of 
his tongue. Ale was squirming under Nicko, his sharp cries carrying clearly through the still night. 


Kirk saw Ale arch his back like a cat, a split second later his own doing the same as Edward's tongue pushed 
inside him. Like a choreographed dance, or as if their minds were linked or following a carefully written script, 
Edward and Nicko teased and provoked, opening their lovers for the next passage, a duet of sounds, one ringing 
out with abandonment, the other curbed and performed in secret. Kirk lifted his head, his mouth open in a 
soundless cry as Edward slipped two fingers inside him, growing impatient, twisting and turning to open him. 
Ale's voice was anything but silent, a cry of Nicko's name rising from the deck below, begging for more of his 


lover's touch. 


Edward grabbed Kirk around the waist, pulling him up and easing his fingers free, positioning him over his cock. 


"Watch." 


Kirk forced his eyes to focus as Nicko moved closer to Ale, his hand wrapped around his cock. "He needs to 
fuck him. He needs to feel that tight hot passage wrapped around his cock, holding it as if it will never let it 
go." Kirk's hand teased his nipples, pulling and tugging the rings, whimpering when the tip of Edward's cock 
pressed against him. "And | need to fuck you." 


Ale cried out, thrusting his body back to impale himself on Nicko's cock, Edward clamping a hand over Kirk's 
mouth to muffle his cry as he drove his body down, thrusting balls deep in a single stroke. "So tight, so hot. 
Nicko thinks he is the lucky one, but he is not in you. Now, ride me." The last words were hissed over Kirk's 
neck, Edward's teeth sinking into the juncture of his neck and shoulder. Bracing his hands on Edward's knees, 
Kirk rode him hard, pounding his arse up and down, his eyes mere slits as he watched Nicko fucking Ale at the 
same torrid pace, Ale straightening up and forcing Nicko to lean back, the long, slim body of the lad pressed to 
Nicko's chest. 


No longer a duet but a lust driven contest, only one participant aware of the competition, the other simply 


dancing for the sheer pleasure, bodies becoming slick with sweat, skin glistening under the cool moonlight, 

presenting themselves as if in offering to the very gods. Ale reached behind his head, turning and searching 
for Nicko's mouth, their kiss as frantic as the driving stabs of Nicko's cock into Ale. Biting and sucking Kirk's 
neck, Edward wrapped his hand around Kirk's cock and jerked it roughly, snarling against his skin as his cock 


pounded into him. 


Nicko and Ale were almost in silhouette, Ale's long, thin cock jutting from his groin, thrusting into the air as he 
threw his arse back onto Nick's cock. Taking his own cock in hand, Ale stroked it in time with his thrusts, 
canting his hips forward to shove it through his fist, letting it slide down when he rammed himself back on the 
cock fucking into his arse. 


Ale's body went rigid, his back bowing as an arc of come shot from the tip of his cock, falling down onto the 
blankets, his head moving back and forth as his hips jerked, more come lifting into the air to splatter down, 
Nicko wrapping his arm around the lad's waist and roaring as his thighs lifted them both, his body grinding 
against Ale's. 


Edward covered Kirk's mouth, knowing he would cry out when he came, the sharp pain of Kirk's teeth sinking 
into his flesh making his cock throb, come filling the tight arse around him as Kirk's seed spilled over his hand, 
both of them trembling violently, fighting the urge to scream their release. 


Nicko and Ale lowered themselves to their blankets, Nicko gently pulling his cock free and rolling onto his back, 
Ale turning to curl against him, his head laying on Nicko's chest. Ale reached around and drew a blanket over 
their bodies, Nicko's fingers stroking the curls back from his face, exchanging several soft kisses before 
settling down in the quiet night. 


Edward lifted a still trembling Kirk from his cock, setting him down and rolling onto his side to curl his body 
around him, dragging a blanket over them before nuzzling Kirk's neck, nipping his cheek and grinning when Kirk 
sleepily turned to smile at him. Kirk kissed his cheek, laughing quietly when Edward grumbled and gave him a 


much more thorough kiss. Sighing, Kirk snuggled back against him, resting his arms over Edward's, the two of 


them drifting off under the silver light that bathed the ship. 
Bruce fought back a yawn, reaching for the next log book from the stack. 
"They wil be there tomorrow." 


Looking over his shoulder, he grinned at Steve. "Aye, | just want to have a good idea of everything before 


Edward hands the Maiden over to me in front of the crew tomorrow." 
Steve raised an eyebrow. "To your" 


Bruce flushed. "Nay, | mean to us, | wasn't saying... 


Steve laughed, getting up from the window seat and joining Bruce at the table. "I know." 

Bruce frowned. "You don't think this will change things do you?" 

Steve shrugged. "Aye, it might” 

Bruce sat back, throwing the quill on the table and rubbing his hands over his face. "Fuck, | didn't think... 


Steve leaned forward, reaching out and placing a hand on Bruce's thigh. "It will not change the base of us 
Bruce, but it will change some things." 


Bruce dropped his hands, his brow creased with worry. "In what way are you thinking?" 


Steve sighed, sitting back in the chair and pulling off his boots and stockings, setting them under the table. 


"You will be captain of the ship | serve on There will be times when you may order me... 

"Nay, | may be captain but we run this ship together: 

Steve laughed, shaking his head, "Bruce, there cannot be two captains." Rising, Steve tugged his shirt free of 
his breeches and pulled it over his head, tossing it onto the chest behind him. "And as captain, you may well 
make decisions | do not agree with, but will carry out on your orders" 

"And what of when we're here, in our cabin?" 

"That's what | cannot answer. We may find that it changes what we feel’ 

"Nay!" Bruce jumped to his feet. “If that is what occurs then." 

Steve smiled, his eyes sad. "IF it occurs Bruce, it will be too late” 

Bruce moved to stand in front of Steve, searching his eyes. "I do not want this without you" 


Steve snorted. "You are not going to do it without me. Even if..." 


Bruce threw his hands up, his face showing his frustration. "What are you doing? Are you already planning for 
this to break us?" 


"Nay, but | am faced the fact that this will change us. Outside of this room you will be my captain. Not my 


lover. You will not be Bruce, but Captain Dickinson. And it will change us." 


"Why? Why will | be anything more than what | am now?" 


"The crew will see you as..." 


"Aye, the crew will see me as their captain. Just because | am their captain is not going to change who | am. 
Do you think they will respect me less or more? Nay, they won't. If they did not respect me as Bruce, they 


will not respect me as Captain Dickinson" 

"And | will be expected to set the example for that.” 

"Are you saying you do not respect me now?" 

"Nay! OF course | am not saying that." 

"Aye, you are" Bruce turned away but not before Steve saw the hurt on his face. 
Bruce..." Steve touched his arm, sighing when Bruce pulled away. 


"Forget it. l'm tired." Bruce sat on the edge of the bed and pulled his boots off, rising and going to stand in 
front of his clothing chest, stripping down and laying everything over the lid. Naked, he crossed back to the 
bed, sliding in under the bedclothes and turning his back to Steve. 


Steve stripped off his breeches and blew out the lamps, getting in bed behind Bruce and moving next to him. 
"Bruce." Steve ran his hand down Bruce's arm, finding his hand and linking fingers with him. "Listen..." 


Bruce pulled his hand away. "Perhaps it would be better if after | take over my official duties tomorrow | 


moved into the captain's cabin." 
Steve felt the impact of Bruce's word like a blow to his stomach. "What?" 


"That way the crew understands our relationship is built on nothing but respect. If you want to fuck me you 


can simply ask for an audience like any crewman would do when he wanted to see me." 
Steve sat up, his own temper rising. "That is not what | meant and you know this.” 


Bruce sat up as well, turning to face Steve, the moonlight allowing him to see only part of Steve's face. “It 
isn't? Yet you already plan for how different things will be?" Bruce threw the bedclothes back and got to his 
feet, storming over to the chest and pulling on his breeches. "I do not understand you. | do not know what | 
need to do to show you that there is nothing more important to me than what is right here. | do not know...” 
Bruce's voice lost the harsh edge, suddenly as soft and as unsure as Steve had ever heard from him. "I do not 
know if you even are willing to try. And | cannot do it alone. After everything that has happened | thought...” 
Steve saw Bruce raise his arms, unsure of what he was doing until Bruce came back to the bed and dropped 
something beside Steve, the soft clink of metal making clear what it was even before he saw the gleam of gold. 


"Good night Mr. Harris." 


Steve sat stunned, his eyes not believing even as he watched Bruce leave the cabin. 


Kirk grumbled, burrowing deeper into the blankets. A snort of laughter, followed by another pinch of his cheek 
made him swear, lifting his head from the pillow and then putting it over his head. This time the pinch was on 
a different cheek and brought him up with a loud curse, turning to glare through sleep filled eyes at Edward. 
"Ow!" 


Edward gave him a toothy grin. "Good morn" 


Kirk rolled his eyes and threw himself back down on the pillow. "It is not morn. It is still night. The sun is barely 


up. 

Edward moved closer, dropping his head and running his tongue up Kirk's spine, delighting in the shiver that ran 
through him. "Ah, but the sun is up, so it is morn. Now come, we need to get back to the Maiden and make 
everything ready for Bruce to be introduced to the crew as their new captain." 

Edward rolled his eyes. The prospect of a party brought Kirk right up, eyes wide open. "Aye, we do!" Kicking 
the bedclothes away, Kirk reached for his breeches, pulling them over his feet and then laying flat to tug 
them up his legs. Tying them as he stood, he poked Edward with his toe. "Well, come on!" 


Edward grinned, his eyes indulgent as he studied the man standing in front of him. "We will move our things 


today as well. Then you can hang your curtains in our cabin and make this our home." 

Kirk bent down, laughing as he rubbed his nose against Edward's. "Aye. And my cat. We cannot forget my cat." 
Edward grinned. "We're hanging your cat?" 

Kirk scowled, straightening up and grabbing his shirt. "Bring the bedclothes and nay we are not hanging my cat." 


Edward got to his feet, grabbing the pillows and blankets and following Kirk down onto the main deck. "Why 


not?" 

“We are not hanging the cat! 

"Just for a few days” 

"Nay! 

"One day then! One bloody day so | can sleep without having my toes attacked!" 


"Nay Edward!" 


Still arguing and laughing at the absurdity of the discussion, they prepared to return to the Maiden 


Edward, Kirk, Nicko and Ale found a very subdued mood on the ship, the crew practically tiptoeing around. 


Edward waved Adrian over. "Adrian, what the fuck is going on?" 

Adrian shrugged. "Not sure Captain Head. Harry is stalking around jumping on anything that moves wrong, Bruce 
is nearly as bad, neither one looks like they've slept and they're avoiding each other like one of them has the 
plague. Oh, and it's ‘Mr, Harris’ and ‘Captain Dickinson." 

A shout from the water made Edward groan "And to add to the trouble, here comes Michael." 


Kirk saw Bruce walking toward them and hissed. "He's not wearing the medallion 


Nicko groaned. "Come Ale, we've got much to do and | don't think | want to see this." Nicko and Ale headed for 
the galley, nodding a greeting at Bruce as they passed. 


"Edward, Kirk." 
Head nodded. "Bruce. What the fuck is going on?" 


Kirk winced. “Edward, it is really not our business." Kirk gave Bruce a half smile. "Good morn. And what the fuck 


is going on?" 
Bruce snorted. "Ask the first mate. Edward, I'm ready to go over the logs and the crew list when you are." 
Edward shrugged. "Then we may as well get it done.” 


Kirk watched the two of them walk off, turning to flash a weak smile at Weikath when he appeared by his 


elbow. "You may want to run back to the Helloween" 
Weikath groaned. "Now what?" 


Kirk shrugged. "Bruce is calling Harry Mr. Harris, Harry is calling Bruce Captain Dickinson, they both look like 


hell and Bruce is no longer wearing Harry's medallion." 


Weikath snorted. "And you wonder why | stay with women" Grinning as Kirk broke into laughter, Weikath winked 
at him. "Ah, well, here | go. Where is Harry?" 


"| don't know, | haven't seen him." 


"Ah, and Bruce?" 

"With Edward, | believe in our. mean the captain's cabin" 

"Good" Weikath turned to Markus. "Fetch Sascha. | will need you both for this." Markus nodded, descending back 
into the boat and giving the order to return to the Helloween Weikath sighed. "I believe | will have a pipe first" 
Taking out his pipe and pouch, Weikath filled the bowl, tamping it down and pulling a match from the pouch 
before placing it back in his sash. Lighting the bowl, he took several puffs before clamping the stem in his 


teeth. "| am off to find Harry. If you hear screaming and banging..send help." Kirk laughed as the captain 
squared his shoulders and headed off. 


After being pointed in the direction of Harry's cabin by an unsmiling Davey, Weikath waited until he saw 
Markus and Sascha returning before heading in that direction, telling Davey to point them the same way when 
they arrived. Stopping in front of the closed door, he rapped sharply, raising an eyebrow at the snarled answer 


to enter. 


Steve held up his hand as soon as he saw who it was. "Nay, Michael. This time there is no room for your 


interference." 

Weikath snorted. "And good morn to you as well, Harry. My health is good, how is yours?" 

Steve groaned. "Im sorry, Michael. I'm a bit on edge." 

"A bit? Why are you on edge?" 

"Michael, | do not wish to speak about it" 

"Fine, Harry, if that is..." 

"I don't know what the fuck is wrong with him!" 

Weikath sat down and leaned back in the chair, keeping the grin under control. "Wrong with who?" 


"Bruce! | was simply trying to tell him that things would have to be different once he took over as captain and 


he seems to think that meant | did not want him to be with me anymore!" 
"What did you mean?" 


"Simply that we would have to appear as captain and first mate unless alone in the cabin. It is a simple matter 


of respect!" 


"You do not respect him when he is not a captain?" 
"Nay, of course | do. You are saying the same thing he did" 
"That is because it is what you are implying.’ 


Steve groaned and dropped his head onto the table. Another knock made him shaking his head, not bothering to 
lift it. "Come!" 


Sascha and Markus appeared in the doorway. Weikath stood. "Ah, one moment Harry." Ushering them out into 
the hall, he pulled the door shut behind him, speaking quietly. Harry lifted his head and watched with narrowed 
eyes, cocking his head when Weikath came back into the cabin, shutting the door behind him. 


"What are you up to?" 


Weikath really did not look the least bit innocent, despite his best attempt. "Nothing, Harry. Simply passing on 


something | need them to do." 
Propping his chin on his hand, Harry shook his head. "Bollocks, Michael.” 


Weikath didn't bother to answer, just grinned. A loud commotion in the corridor made Steve sit up, frowning 
and staring at the door. A loud bang from outside and it flew open, Sascha and Markus carrying a struggling 
Bruce into the cabin and setting him down, grinning at their captain before stepping back out and shutting the 


door. 


Weikath surveyed both men with those inscrutable ice blue eyes. "Now, we are not leaving here until this is 


settled. So who would like to go first?" 


"You may think I'm not leaving!" Bruce stomped to the door, throwing it open only to be met by two solid 
chests. Trying to shove Markus out of the way, Bruce found him unmovable, the first mate actually grinning 
as Bruce puffed and panted. Switching to Sascha, Bruce gave one attempt and then backed up, cursing. "Michaell 


Tell them to fucking move!" 


Weikath shook his head. "Close the door." Markus nodded, pulling the door shut. "Now, who would like to speak 
first?" 


Bruce stomped back across the floor, throwing himself down on the window seat and glaring. "| have nothing to 


say. 
Weikath nodded. "Well Harry, what about you?" 


Leaning back in his chair, Steve crossed his arms over his chest. "Nor do |." 


Both men groaned when the slow grin slid over Weikath's face. "Good. That means / get to go first" 
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Kirk squeezed past Markus and Sascha, grinning at their stance, both men with arms crossed over their 
chests, barricading the door to Harry's cabin. Continuing on to the captain's quarters, he found a still laughing 
Edward bent over the table. "Dare | ask?" 


Edward wiped his eyes. "Oh bloody hell, that was funny. Markus and Sascha came through the door and told 
Bruce that Michael wanted a word with him in Harry's cabin" 


Kirk snorted. "I can imagine his answer." Going to Edward, Kirk climbed in his lap, using the sleeve of his shirt 


to wipe the remaining tears from Edward's face. 

Edward looped his arms around him. "Aye, Bruce told them to tell Michael to go fuck himself. They never said 
another word Kirk, they simply picked him up and carried him out the door, screaming and trying to kick but 

getting nowhere. Bloody hell those boys are strong" 

Kirk giggled. “They are standing guard in front of Harry's door; | can promise you, no one is getting in, or out.” 


"So, again, | find myself trying to make the two of you talk to each other." Neither answered, both avoiding 
looking at the other. Michael rolled his eyes. "Must I have Markus and Sascha come in and force you to see?" 


"What is there to see Michael? He has already decided that once | become captain that we are no longer able 


to be together." 
Steve shook his head. "That is not what | said! | said that it could and would change things!" 
"Bollocks!" 


Michael sat forward, shifting his gaze between them. "Why would it change things? Harry, do you think the 


crew do not know of your relationship with Bruce?" 
Steve blushed, ducking his head. "I think it has been clear" 


"And does it shame you?" 


The question brought Steve's head up with a snap. "Nay! Of course it doesnt" 

"Do you feel Bruce is less of a man because he is with you?" 

Frowning, Steve stared at Michael. "OF course not!" 

"Do you feel less of a man because you are with him?" 

Steve looked at the quiet man, chocolate eyes watching him. "Nay, if anything he makes me a better one" 
Michael sat back. "Bruce. Do you feel Harry is less of a man because he is with you?" 

Bruce's eyes rever left Steve. "Nay" 

"Or do you feel you are less of one for being with him?" 


Bruce shook his head, still watching Steve. "Nay Michael, in that | agree with him. If anything, it makes me 
better." 


"Does it shame you to be with him?" 

Bruce snorted, shaking his head again. "There is nothing to be shamed by." 

"Then why would it change with a simple title?" 

Pain flashed across Bruce's face. "I do not know." 

Steve groaned. "It is not what | feel for you that will change, but..." 

"Ah, stop there Harry." Michael turned to Bruce. "And you? Will your feelings change?" 

Bruce snorted. "Of course not." 

"If anything, the crew will look to the respect you have for each other to guide them. The faith and trust you 
show will be something they can use to judge you by, not anything to do with what you two are to each other. 
Does it make you feel less that he will be your captain, Harry?" 

"Nay, captain or not, | would follow him." 

Bruce leaned forward. "I don't want you to follow me, | want you beside me! Every decision | make will be done 


with your advice in my ear, your thoughts considered! Bloody hell Steve, as much as | need you for me, | need 


you even more for the Maiden" 


Michael nodded. "Well said. Now, | am going to bother Nicko and make sure he is not making fruit loaf. Talk And 
if you think you are going to leave without doing so, Markus and Sascha will be outside to make sure you stay. 
And if you think that the two of you together can move them," Michael rose, going to the door and opening it, 
grinning at the formidable pair standing outside, "try it" Sascha stepped back to let him pass, reaching in and 
pulling the door shut behind him. 


Bruce started to snicker, the sounds rising until he was in a flat out fit of laughter. Steve stared at him, 
eyebrows raised. "What is so funny?" 


"The thought of us opening the door and charging them and then bouncing back into the room as if hitting a 


wall." 

Steve snorted. "They are a bloody wall." 

Bruce's laughter abruptly cut off. Rising, he went to Steve, straddling his legs and sitting down on his thighs, 
pushing his hands under the thick fall of hair and linking his fingers behind Steve's neck. Steve brought his 


hands up, running them down Bruce's sides to rest on his hips. 


Bruce's eyes were serious, his voice quiet but steady. "| will never stop needing you. Not in my bed, nor by my 


side. In everything." 


Steve leaned forward to rest his forehead against Bruce's. "Nor | you. God, I'm sorry Bruce. | am proud to 


serve you, both as my captain and my lover. | never meant for you to think otherwise." 


Bruce nodded slightly. "| know. And | should not worry so much that any time we disagree that it means you 
think that." 


Steve tightened his hands, pulling Bruce closer. "I missed you last night. | couldn't sleep wondering if you would 


ever...” 


Bruce grinned, stroking the back of Steve's neck. "I couldn't either. It wasn't the same not having this snoring 
lump next to me hogging the pillows, and the blankets, and the bed" 


Steve laughed, swatting his arse. "I do not snore." 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Aye, you do. You just never hear it because you're asleep." 

Steve's face grew serious. "Get up." 

Bruce frowned, casting his mind frantically, looking for a reason for the sudden change of mood. Pushing 
himself to his feet, he stepped back, watching as Steve got up from the chair and went to the bed. Bruce put 


his hands on his hips, wandering over to look out the window. Hearing Steve coming back toward him, he waited, 


seeing Steve's hands come around from behind, something solid coming to rest on his chest. Looking down, 


Bruce felt the worry drain from his body, the gold of the medallion bright in the nest of hair. Steve's hands 
attached the clasp behind his neck, his body moving forward to press against Bruce's back, arms sliding around 
his waist. Bruce put his hands over Steve's, feeling him spread his fingers and letting Bruce's slip between, 
linking them together. 


Steve rested his chin on Bruce's shoulder, both of them staring out into the bright sun. "So, are you ready 
Captain Dickinson?" 


Bruce took a deep breath. "Not quite." Pulling his hands free, Bruce turned, tipping his head up just enough to 
brush his mouth over Steve's. A low groan sent a ghost of air over his skin, Steve's hands finding his hips and 
pulling him close as he sought Bruce's mouth. Bruce wrapped his arms around Steve's neck, returning the kiss, 
teasing strokes and licks of their tongues until Bruce pulled free with a quiet gasp. "If we do not stop right now 
they are going to have to present the ship to Davey." 

Steve grimaced. "Cor, now thats a frightening thought." Linking his fingers through Bruce's, Steve tugged him 


toward the door, opening it and holding up their joined hands. Markus and Sascha grinned, exchanging glances 
before stepping back and letting them leave the cabin. 


"And | told them they were not to come out until they settle this and if they tried Markus and Sascha would 
put them back" 


Edward and Kirk were both laughing when Steve and Bruce stepped through the door, both wearing rather 
sheepish grins after hearing Michael's remark. Edward snorted through the laughter. "Well, it looks as if they 
have settled things then" 

Kirk squealed, noticing the medallion immediately. "Aye, for things are back where they should be!" 


Steve nodded. "Aye, they are. Michael...” 


Weikath waved his hand. "I know. Your thanks, your gratitude, you're fools, you're sorry, you're in need of a 
spanking like a child at times.did | miss any?" 


Bruce smirked. "You're damn lucky your crew is the size of a bloody wall." 
Michael snorted. "Next to you Bruce, /am the size of a bloody wall." 
Bruce punched a now snickering Steve on the shoulder. "Big enough for you am | not?" 


Kirk dissolved on the bed and Michael groaned, waving his hand when Edward leered at Bruce. "As | recall you 
are plenty big!" 


Steve flushed, torn between laughing at the expression on Bruce's face and glaring at Edward. "Bloody hell 
Edward!" 


Michael started laughing as well, casting a sly glance at Bruce. "As | recall, from a morning on the sand... 
Bruce groaned, covering his face. "Oh for fuck's sakel That is not what | meant!" 


Steve shocked them all by turned and wrapping an arm around Bruce's waist, pulling him close and placing his 
free hand on Bruce's chest. "Aye, we know. And you are more than big enough here," Steve moved his hand up 
to touch Bruce's temple, "here," Steve's hand dropped, Bruce yelping and catching it before it slid down over his 
stomach, his face bright red, sending Steve off as well, "and." 


"Steve! Fuck!" 
"Aye, that as welll" 


Bruce pushed him away, a grin tugging the corners of his mouth, the other three now nearly in hysterics at 
the furiously blushing face of the new captain of the Maiden “None of you have any bloody sense." 


Michael got to his feet, still chuckling. "Ah, Bruce. It is too easy to tease you sometimes. And now, | will go and 
see if my bed is still full of sleepy woman or if she has managed to drag herself from the blankets and 
prepare for today. Edward, Kirk, Harry, | will return shortly." Turning to face Bruce, Michael held out his hand. 


"Captain Dickinson, here is to the first of many celebrations on your ship." 


Bruce clasped his arm. "And to many that involve the Helloween as well Captain Weikath." 


The crews of all three ships were assembled, the men on the Helloween and the ship formerly known as the 
Sabbath watching the deck of the Maiden Adrian looked over the men on the Maidens deck, some new faces as 
the crew had been split with the new ship, but Davey, Janick and he had chosen to remain with the Maiden 
Nicko and Ale would be going with Edward, switching places with the cook from the Sabbath and there to help 
with the training of the new crew until a first mate could be chosen. The position had been offered to Adrian 
but he had respectfully declined, the Frigate would be more of a cruising ship and he would miss the action 
that came with sailing on a working pirate ship. 


Harry came from below deck, taking his place beside Weikath and Markus, Markus handing him the Maidens 
current log where Edward would make his last notes as captain, before handing the pen to Bruce to make his 
first. Weikath rolled his eyes as Markus uncapped the ink, nearly dropping the bottle, setting off a minor 
snickering fit from himself and Harry, Kirk biting his lip and turning his head into Ella's shoulder behind them. 


Silence except for the lap of the waves on the anchored ships, the occasional cry of a seabird and quiet creaks 


and groans of the ships‘ timbers filled the afternoon, a collective anticipation of the appearance of.. 


Edward was the first to emerge, dressed in full gear, black breeches tucked into boots so polished they 
reflected the sun, a blousey white shirt with a wide red sash, cutlass shined and sharpened, a sheathed dirk on 
his hip. A calf length surcoat of midnight blue, buttons gleaming as he strolled to where Harry stood, accepting 
the pen from Markus and dipping it in the ink, writing carefully, his final duty as the captain of the Maiden 
Finished, he handed the pen back to Markus and dropped a wink at Harry, stepping around to stand beside him, 
all eyes on the doors that led to the ship's cabins. 


Harry felt a surge of pride when Bruce stepped through the doors, walking with confident strides toward the 
assembly, fawn colored breeches tight on his legs, black boots as polished as Edward's. His shirt was a soft 
cream, the sash around his waist the same fawn as his breeches, cutlass and dirk in place. The surcoat he 
wore came to his thighs, a darker color than the fawn, tailored to fit his body, his hair pulled back and tied 
with a leather thong. Taking the pen, he flashed a small grin at Harry before making his first entry in the log 
as the Maiden's captain. Finishing, he took the blotter and dabbed the ink, giving it a moment to dry before 
handing the pen back to Markus and closing the log. 


Edward took the book from Harry's hands, holding it out and formally presenting it to Bruce, who took it with a 
short bow. Edward's voice was clear, ringing over the still water. "Captain Bruce Dickinson, the Iron Maiden is 


yours." 
Adrian stepped forward to take the log from Bruce. "Captain Dickinson, if | may?" 


Bruce grinned, handing the heavy book to him, Davey coming to take pen, ink and blotter. "My thanks, if you 
would put them in." Bruce hesitated for a moment, the grin widening, looking pointedly at Steve, "our new 


cabin" 


Steve shook his head, standing back until Edward had clasped Bruce's arm and then surprised him by giving him 
a rough hug. Weikath was the next one, bypassing the forearm clasp and tousling Bruce's hair before hugging 
him fondly, only then stepping back to clasp his arm. Kirk grumbled as he shoved his way past the two taller 
men, squealing as Bruce laughingly lifted him off of the deck, giggling and falling back into Edward in a mock 
swoon when he was set down. Ella came forward, kissing Bruce's cheek and finding herself swept up as well, 


Weikath giving Bruce a mock growl and glare until he placed her back on the deck. 

Still Steve hung back, letting Bruce turn to greet the crew, accepting their words of encouragement and 
declarations of loyalty, until finally it seemed as if everyone had a chance to speak to the new captain. Bruce's 
eyes searched through the milling throng, finding the dark brown gaze he was searching for. Making his way to 
Steve, he stopped in front of him, cocking his head to the side and grinning. 

Steve grinned back, bowing slightly. "Captain Dickinson’ 


Bruce rolled his eyes, still grinning. Clicking his heels, he bowed back. "First Mate Harris." 


Steve muttered something under his breath and then stepped closer, grabbing Bruce's arm and pulling him into 


a hug. Bruce never hesitated, wrapping his arms around Steve and returning the embrace to the laughter and 
shouts from the crew, several whistles and catcalls making them laugh. The noise rose in volume when Bruce 
pulled back and soundly kissed Steve on the lips, Davey's voice calling "Take it to your cabin!" setting everyone 
off again. 


Bruce kept his voice low, staring into Steve's eyes. "Oh, | plan to." 
Steve flushed. "Aye, but for now...” 


Strong hands grabbed Bruce, literally lifting him away from Steve. Markus laughed, handing him off to Janick 


and Adrian. "For now, time to celebrate!" 


The party raged between all three ships, food and drink, even some dancing where Ella was nearly worn To a 
frazzle, finally collapsing in Michael's arms, flushed and giggling, complaining that her feet would never forgive 
her. Ropes were run from the Maiden and the Helloween to the Frigate, contests of strength and speed as the 
crews raced from ship to ship, several men falling into the water and fished out to the great amusement of 
the others. Games of chance, of prowess with every weapon imaginable, Kirk proving so skilled with the rapiers 
that no one braved him after a while, Ella even joining in for the pistol shooting, making it nearly to the end 
only to be bested by Ale, much to Nicko's delight. 


Eventually, the crews began staggering off to bed, either to their own or someone else's, in some cases a dark 
corner of the deck being used for whatever privacy it offered. Michael and Ella bid Bruce and Steve a good 
night, retiring to the Helloween while Ella could still guide the somewhat inebriated captain to the longboats, 
Michael planting a rather noisy and affectionate kiss on both their cheeks, Markus supporting his other side as 
the two staggering men nearly dumped Ella into the water. 


Edward and Kirk bid them a good rest as well, heading to the Frigate, Nicko and Ale at their heels. Leaving the 
remainder of the crew to their fun, Bruce and Steve slipped off to their new cabin, both of them stopping in 
shock when they entered. Kirk had obviously been at work; the whole cabin was spotless, the bed clean and 
crisp, several lanterns lit and dimmed. Their chests had been moved, as well as any personal things Steve had 
displayed in his cabin, the room very much looking like a home. Bruce shook his head. "Remind me to thank 


him. 
Steve snorted. "Aye, me as well." Steve unwrapped his sash, sighing. "Bloody hell, I'm tired" 
Bruce's eyebrows shot up. "Tired?" 

Steve sighed again, groaning as he sat down on the edge of the bed. “Aye, tired” 

"You plan on sleeping?" 


"Like a dead man." Steve glanced up at Bruce, biting his lip to keep from laughing. 


Bruce took off his coat, tossing it over his chest and sitting at the table to remove his boots. "Just sleeping?" 


Steve pulled his shirt off, standing to lay it over his chest and unlacing his breeches. "Aye. Are you saying you 


are not tired?" 

Bruce watched, licking his lips as the beeches skimmed down Steve's legs. "I'm not that bloody tired!" 

Steve shrugged, tossing his breeches to join the rest of his clothes. "I am." Walking back to the bed, he 
stretched, raising his arms over his head and nearly breaking into laughter when he heard Bruce's quiet groan. 
Pulling back the bedclothes, he slid under them, turning on his side and yawning loudly. "G'night." 

Bruce quickly finished undressing, yanking back the blankets and sliding in next to Steve. 


Steve shifted. "Bruce, the lanterns." 


Bruce cursed, getting out of bed and blowing out the lanterns before climbing back in, laying flat on his back 


and crossing his arms over his chest. "Bloody helll" 

Steve sighed, keeping his back to him. "What?" 

"What do you mean, what?" 

"What is wrong?" 

"I thought we were going to...” 

Steve sighed again, rolling over onto his back. "Oh, fine. Just hurry up and get through with it.” 

Bruce sat up and turned, ready to let fly with a snide remark until the faint moonlight showed the grin on 
Steve's face. "Bloody arse." Bruce stretched out beside him, running his fingers through the hair on Steve's 
chest. "Fuck me?" 

Steve hissed, shaking his head. "Nay. | want you in me." 

Bruce groaned, leaning over Steve. "Then that's what you shall have." 

Steve reached up and pulled the thong from Bruce's hair, letting the strands slide down over his shoulders and 
cover them as Bruce lowered his head, his lips brushing over Steve's chin before finding his mouth, fingers 
teasing up the front of his thigh as Bruce's tongue slipped between Steve's parted lips. Steve drew his leg up, 
Bruce's hand gliding back over his thigh to cup the back of his leg, rubbing his fingers over the muscle, his 


tongue lazily stroking the roof of Steve's mouth, over his teeth and probing under his tongue. 


Steve ran his hand up Bruce's arm, curling his fingers over his shoulder and moaning into his mouth, easing his 


tongue over Bruce's and licking against his, sucking gently on his tongue. Bruce slid his leg over Steve's and 
nudged his thigh against Steve's balls, Steve's leg curling up higher to rest over his, the friction of skin and 
hair making them both shudder, the kiss deepening, becoming more intense, hands gripping and groping. 


Bruce broke the kiss, breathing hard as he buried his face in Steve's neck, rasping his tongue over the skin, 
sucking and nipping down until he reached the juncture of shoulder and neck, biting a bit harder until Steve 
groaned and arched, rubbing against him. Bruce's fingers roamed over Steve's chest, finding his nipple and 
flattening his hand, rubbing it with his palm, his mouth moving down and nipping the edge of his pec, tongue 
lapping, flattening the hair until his mouth closed over the other hard bud, sucking and rolling it with his 


tongue. 


Steve's hands tangled in Bruce's hair, holding his head to his chest, hissing when teeth scraped over his nipple, 
fingers giving the other a pinch. Bruce worked his way back across, tracing the line of muscle with his tongue 


before seeking the other nipple, sucking and licking, several sharp nips making Steve curse and pull at his hair. 


Steve felt Bruce grin against his chest, the wet heat of his mouth moving down, stopping to circle and tease 
his navel, Bruce's hand running down his side and over his hip, reaching back to cup his arse and hold him 
tighter against his mouth. Steve tilted his head back, letting out a long groan when Bruce rubbed his cheek 
over his cock, trapping it against his stomach and letting the beard roughened skin scrape the shaft. Turning 
his head, Bruce blew a stream of air over the head, making Steve shiver, dipping lower to flatten his tongue 
against the underside and drag it up slowly from root to tip, curling it around the head and pulling it into his 
mouth. 


Steve's hands dropped to the bed, fisting the blankets as Bruce sucked his cock into his mouth, drawing it deep, 
lips tight and dragging over the skin as he lifted his head, rasping his tongue over the tip, his hand moving 
between Steve's thighs and cupping his balls, manipulating the sac gently. Fucking Steve's cock with his mouth, 
Bruce varied the strokes, long deep sucks that drew Steve's hips up from the bed, fast hard movements of 


just his lips, his Tongue never still, Steve's moans and quiet cries spurring him on. 


Steve began shifting his leg back and forth, Bruce's cock trapped against it, feeling the groans through Bruce's 
mouth on his cock, the hair on his leg growing wet with the precum leaking from the tip. Bruce moved his 
mouth faster, rising up on his knees and moving to kneel between Steve's legs, placing his mouth squarely over 
Steve's cock and plunging it up and down, his cheeks hollowing with the forceful sucks. Bracing his hands on 
either side of Steve's hips, Bruce held his head still, letting Steve's hips thrust his cock at their own frenzied 


pace, Steve feeling his balls tighten as his orgasm grew closer, his cock thickening inside Bruce's mouth. 


Steve shouted with frustration when Bruce suddenly sat up, Steve's cock springing back to slap wetly against 
his stomach. Eyes heavy and black, he snarled, wrapping his hand in Bruce's hair and trying to force his head 
back down. Bruce laughed, grabbing Steve's thighs and lifting them over his own. 


"Nay, not yet" Bruce rose up on his knees, grabbing a jar of oil that had been placed on the table beside the 
bed. "Didn't miss much, did he?" Settling back between Steve's thighs, he grinned down at the still scowling man 


Bruce groaned, leaning over him. "Do you want me to finish you?" 


Steve spoke through gritted teeth, his chest heaving as he fought for control. "Just do something for fuck's 
sake. My balls ache like a bad tooth." 


Bruce lowered his head, kissing him gently, opening his mouth when Steve's tongue pushed against his lips, 
almost able to taste the desperation as it ravaged his mouth. Bruce sat back, watching as Steve arched, 


moaning, thrusting his dripping cock into the air. "Bruce, for fuck's sake! Do something!" 


Bruce's hand were shaking as he opened the oil, pouring some onto his fingers and leaning to set it back on the 
table. Steve raised his legs, placing the soles of his feet on Bruce's thighs and letting his legs splay open, 
Bruce's fingers rubbing the oil over his hole as he hissed, letting out a shaky groan as Bruce pushed one inside. 
The urgency from Steve spiking his own lust, Bruce quickly added a second, encouraged by Steve's muttered 


demands for more, thrusting them in and out, moving them around and spreading him open. 


"Enough?" Bruce heard the tension in his own voice, his need to bury himself inside the tight body of his lover 
taking over, no longer looking to tease but to satisfy. 


"Fuck! Just get your cock in mel” Steve sat up, grabbing the oil and pouring some into his trembling palm, 
nearly dropping the jar as he fumbled it back onto the table, reaching down and smearing the liquid over 
Bruce's cock. Bruce grunted, thrusting his hips into Steve's hand, helping to spread it down the shaft. Steve 
tugged him forward, rolling himself onto his hip and pressing the tip against the ring. Teeth gritted, tendrils of 


hair clinging to his sweat covered skin, Steve stared into Bruce's eyes. "Fuck me." 


Bruce grabbed the tops of Steve's thighs, holding him steady. Drawing his hips slightly back, Bruce suddenly 
rammed them forward, thrusting deep into Steve, both men crying out, one from the brief shock of burning 


pain, the other from the pulsing heat that sheathed his cock 


Any semblance of control snapped, Steve's legs wrapping around Bruce's waist, Bruce leaning forward and using 
every bit of strength in his flanks and back to fuck Steve with long, powerful strokes, Steve's hands sliding 
around Bruce's ribs and digging his fingers into his back, feeling the strong flex of the muscles under the skin 
Lowering his head, Bruce sucked and bit any flesh he could reach, from shoulders to neck, leaving angry red 
marks and even tasting blood, the pain only increasing the frantic rut, voices raising and mixing with 


exclamations of pleasure and pain, Steve's arse so tight Bruce thought it would pull the skin from his cock. 


Steve rolled his hips higher, his legs clamping around Bruce's ribs, every thrust of Bruce's cock into his arse 
sending it crashing over his prostate until his voice was a harsh cry that caught in his throat, his cock 
throbbing and twitching between them. Bruce ground his teeth, fighting the urge to come, wanting to wait until 
he felt Steve reach it as well. 


Steve's cry choked off, his body writhing under Bruce, a long series of shudders wracking his frame, thick, wet 
heat splashing between them as his seed exploded, thick ropes of cum hitting both men, his arse squeezing 
Bruce's cock with each spasm. Bruce's back arced, his hips slamming forward, his balls slapping hard against 
Steve, grinding himself against Steve's arse, coming inside him, heavy jets of come bathing the grasping walls. 


Several last jerky thrusts and Bruce gave a hard shudder, collapsing down onto the still shuddering man under 
him, neither one able to move, aftershocks from the intensity of their orgasms wringing shivers from 
trembling muscles. 

Steve raised a shaking hand and pushed Bruce's hair back from his face, nuzzling the sweat slicked skin, hot 
pants of breath making Bruce shiver and moan, his face buried in Steve's neck. With a sigh, Bruce lifted his 
hips, easing his softening cock from inside of Steve and rolling off to the side, propping himself on his elbow 
and bending his head to gently lap the come from Steve's skin, each touch of his tongue making him shudder. 
Bruce laid his head on the still heaving chest, resting his hand on Steve's stomach. Steve's hand found his, 
their fingers linking, no words needed to augment the powerful emotions just felt. 

In the now still cabin, the captain and the first mate of the ron Maiden tumbled into the oblivion of sleep. 
"Good morn Captain Dickinson!" 


Bruce laughed at the tall figure striding toward him "Good morn yourself Captain Weikath." 


Michael winked, pulling his pipe and pouch from his pocket. "| spoke with Edward, as soon as you are ready we 
will weigh anchor and head for port. My ship is in sore need of care." 


Bruce sighed, looking around. "As is mine." 

Michael grinned, shooting a friendly elbow into Bruce's ribs. "Feels good to say that does it not?" 
Bruce nodded, grinning back. "Aye, it does feel good" 

"What does?" 

Michael winked at Bruce, turning to face Harry. "Sex. Bruce was telling me...” 

Steve's eyebrows nearly disappeared into his hair. "What?" 


Michael and Bruce burst out laughing. "Nay Steve, we were talking about it feeling good to be back in command 


of a ship. But, as for the other..." 
Steve blushed to the roots of his hair. "Bloody arseholes." 


Michael choked, sputtering as Bruce pounded him ont he back. "Oh Harry, do not leave me chances like that, 


please." 


If it was possible, the blush on Steve's face deepened. "| am not even going to comment Michael.” Turning to 


Bruce, Steve narrowed his eyes. "And you, best you leave it alone as well." 

Bruce couldn't help himself. "That wasn't what you said last night.” 

Steve threw up his hands. "Oh for fuck's sake! We're ready to sail on your orders." Steve walked away, 
muttering darkly, leaving the other two leaning on each other for support, the laughter making them nearly fall 
in a heap. 

Bruce wiped his eyes, watching Steve walk away. "Cor, I'm going to pay for that later." 

Michael nodded, his chest still hiccuping. "Aye, you are." 


"You lead the way Michael, as soon as you weigh anchor and unfurl your sails, we will do the same." 


Michael nodded. "Good. Then | will see you in port!" Clapping Bruce on the back, Michael returned to the boat 
that would take him back to the Helloween 


Bruce watched him go, waiting until he had climbed back ont he deck of his ship before going to find Harry. 
Spotting him near the bow, Bruce went to join him, clearing his throat to let Steve know he was there before 
sliding his arm around his waist and leaning against his back "You aren't really angry are you?" 


Steve shook his head, chuckling quietly. "Nay, not at all." 


Both men watched as the canvas sails opened into the wind on the Helloween Bruce grinned. "Mr. Harris, give 


the order to sail." 


Steve turned his head, resting his forehead against Bruce's temple for a moment. "Aye, Captain Dickinson" 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 

And so it ends. Thanks to Andy and Lia, one for her always wonderful help in making it better, to both for all 
the triad brainstorming, and of couse to everyone who has been along for the voyage. 

"So, Commodore Head..." 


Edward gave Michael a very toothy grin. "Aye, Captain Weikath?" 


"We have been sitting here growing fat and lazy for a month. Do you not think it is time we get back to being 


pirates?" 

"Our thoughts indeed Michael." 

Both men raised a hand in greeting as Bruce and Steve joined them. "And what are you two thinking of?" 

Bruce grinned. "A merchant ship left port yesterday Michael, bound for the new world. | hear tell she is loaded 
with some very rare spices as well as a good amount of gold. Steve and | thought we would take a look and see 


if what we heard is true." 


Edward nodded "Good. You should be able to catch her with ease, if it is the ship | am thinking of. She was 


rather overloaded and was running very low in the water" 
Steve nodded. "Aye, the Kiss" 

Michael rolled his eyes, "What a stupid name" 

Edward cocked an eye at Michael. "Could have been worse. Look at the Dragon." 


Bruce snorted. "Aye, but then again, the Dragon was doomed from the start. Bloody nerve to flaunt a 
superstition and call it that." 


Michael frowned. "Ah, right, | forgot that. Something about tempting the fates is it not? Angering the gods and 


such?" 


Bruce nodded. "Aye, exactly. And add to that when any ship has been named as such within the Royal Navy, be 
it a snake, reptile or dragon, they've been sunk soon after launch, usually within the first year. And with that, 
we should be off. We have a ship to plunder." 


Steve rolled his eyes. "He's so looking forward to being a real pirate captain" 


Michael and Edward laughed. Edward cocked his head, studying Bruce. "If we had known this is the way it would 


end..." 
Bruce grinned, "Nay, Edward. This is just the beginning.” 


Edward nodded. "Aye. Now | will meet you at Boar's Head in two weeks time. Take care of your ship.and your 


crew." 

Michael rolled his eyes. "And each other. | am sure our paths will cross soon" 

Bruce and Steve said their goodbyes, heading back to the Maiden to pull anchor and head out to sea, both men 
eager to leave the port. Michael and Edward watched them go, both men staring fondly at the retreating 
figures. 

"Ah Michael, were we ever than young?" 

"Indeed Edward, we were." 

"Oh look Ella, two old pirates swapping stories." 

Edward held a finger up over his shoulder at Kirk. "This old pirate manages to make you beg for..ah fuck!" 
Edward jumped to his feet, shaking his leg, a small black bundle of fur clinging to the back of his thigh. "Damn 
cats!" 

Michael leaned forward, laughing as he plucked the kitten from Edward's leg. Setting the kitten on his lap, he 
drew long fingers down its back, the kitten promptly curling into a ball and purring, large green eyes blinking 
sleepily. "He seems to like me, Edward” 

Edward sat back down, glaring at Kirk. Kirk snickered, climbing into Edward's lap and making purring noises, 
sending Michael and Ella off into hysterics. Edward rolled his eyes, patting Kirk's head. "This is the only thing | 
want curled in my lap Michael." 

Ella perched ont he arm of Michael's chair, rubbing the kitten's ears. "He is so adorable, can we...” 

"Nay!" Michael glared up at her. "We cannot madam!" 

“But Michael! He is..." 


"Nay! Madam, you have been spending too much time with Kirk!" 


Kirk stuck his lip out. "I think | should take offense." 


Michael snorted "When she starts wanting to take on strays | do not care who it offends. Next she will be...” 


Michael gave an exaggerated shudder. 


The other three burst into laughter, passing the time as they watched the Maidens sails unfurl, the ship 
catching the wind and heading out to sea, her flag snapping in the breeze, her captain and first mate waving 


from their place on the deck. 


On the deck of the fron Maiden, Bruce and Steve watched the open sea fill the horizon, leading them to places 
and ports yet unknown, but willing and ready to face whatever it brought..together. 


